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AUTHOR'S    ADDRESS. 


Reader, 

Allow  me  to  inquire,  in  what  manner  your  Sabbatlis  are 
spent  ?    I  can  lay  no  claim,  perhaps,  to  put  such  a  question ;  but 
I  request  the  privilege  of  asking  it,  in  the  hope  of  leading  you  to 
•  some  just  thoughts,  if  you  never  had  any,  in  relation  to  a  most  im- 
portant portion  of  your  earthly  existence. 

There  can  be  no  difference  of  opinion  between  us,  I  conclude, 
in  relation  to  the  manner,  in  which  the  Sabbath  should  be  spent, 
provided  it  ean  be  made  to  appear,  that  God  has  revealed  his  will 
on  the  subject.  If  that  will  has  been  expressed,  it  is  to  be  found 
in  the  Bible.  That  is  his  word,  we  both  agree.  What,  then, 
says  the  Bible  in  relation  to  the  Sabbath  ? 

It  carries  us  back  to  centuries  ago,  when,  on  a  certain  occasion, 
God  came  down ;  and,  covering  Sinai  with  the  awful  tokens  of 
his  presence,  expressed  his  will  to  the  children  of  Israel,  in  rela- 
tion to  the  Sabbath,  or  a  seventh  portion  of  their  time.    He 
declared  it  to  be  his  will,  that  they  should  keep  it  holy;  that  six 
days  they  should  labor,  and  therein  do  all  their  work,  leaving  none 
of  it  to  be  done  on  the  seventh,  because  the  seventh  is  the  Sab- 
bath of  the  Lord  your  God.     It  was  his  rest,  and,  therefore,  should 
be  theirs  also.     In  it  he  signified,  that  they  should  not  do  any 
work,  neither  they,  nor  their  children,  nor  their  servants,  nor  even 
^    those  who  were  transiently  domesticated  with  them,  the  stranger 
5J3    withm  their  gates.      Nor  should  man  rest  alone,  but  the  beast 
■-*   also.     "  Then  he  condescends  to  give  a  reason  for  this  enactment, 
-n  in  which  all  mankmd,  whenever   and  wherever  they  live  are 
C  equally  interested — a  reason,  which  was  valid  from  the  creation 
^  of  the  world,  and  will  hold  good  as  long  as  the  world  lasts ;  '  for 
^*m  six  days  the  Lord  made  heaven  and  earth,  the  sea,  and  all  that 
in  them  is,  and  rested  the  seventh  day ;  loherefore  the  Lord  blessed 
the  Sabbath  day,  and  hallowed  it.' 
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flections  touching  faith  and  duty,  which  tlie  various  narratives  gug 
gest :  but  it  lias  occurred  to  the  author  briefly  to  state  the  mor# 
prominent  of  these  truths,  which  the  volume  is  calculated  to  illus 
irate  and  enforce. 

The  reader  will  find— 

1.  Complete  evidence  of  a  superintending  and  special  providence. 

2.  Ample  encouragement  to  fortitude,  patience,  and  trust  in  God, 
in  times  of  adversity.  The  poor  will  see  how  the  Lord  can  supply 
their  wants — and  the  widow  and  the  fatherless,  how  he  has  often 
interposed  fur  the  relief  and  comfort  of  others,  in  circumstances 
like  their  own. 

3.  Ministers,  parents,  and  teachers  may  learn  from  the  experi- 
ence here  recorded  of  others,  what  encouragement  they  have  to 
abound  in  prayer,  and  in  continued  and  vigorous  efforts  in  well- 
doing. 

4.  The  volume  will  confirm  the  important  sentiment,  that  means 
apparently  the  most  inconsiderable,  and  inadequate,  often  lead 
through  the  Grace  of  God,  to  noble  results  j — and,  therefore,  the 
humblest  Christian  should  never  inquire,  in  a  spirit  of  unbelief, — 
"What  can  J  do?" 

5.  The  most  cunning  and  sagacious  transgressor  Avill  see,  how 
unerringly  the  finger  of  God  can  point  to  their  secret  sins,  and  bring 
them  to  light  long  after  their  commission,  and  while  they  are  re- 
posing in  full  security,  that  no  development  can  be  effected  in  the 
present  world. 

6.  Children  will  fmd  not  a  few  examples  in  which  faithfulness 
to  parents,  has  resulted  in  leading  them  from  vice  to  virtue,  and 
from  misery  to  joy. 

7.  The  volume  in  its  several  parts,  and  as  a  whole,  will  serve,  it 
is  believed,  to  confirm  the  scriptural  declaration — "  It  shall  be  well 
with  the  righteous, — woe  unto  the  wicked  it  shall  be  ill  with 
them." 
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PREFACE 


A  FEW  of  the  pieces,  "vvhich  make  up  the  present  volume,  are 
original,  as  are  also  the  reflections,  which  occasionally  follow  other 
pieces ;  but  the  work  is  chiefly  a  compilation,  consisting  of  Tales 
and  Anecdotes,  which  have  been  collected  from  various  sources, 
with  reference  to  a  particular  object — viz.  an  interesting  and  in- 
structive book  for  the  Sabbath.  No  article,  not  decidedly  moral 
and  religious  in  its  tendency,  has  been  intentionally  admitted.  Of 
course,  however,  among  such  a  variety  of  anecdotes,  not  every  one 
can  be  expected  to  possess  the  same  merit,  nor  have  the  same 
adaptation. 

The  Author  has  not  even  attempted  to  give,  the  names  of  the 
authors  of  the  several  articles,  as  many  of  them  were  found  to  be 
anonymous;  nor  has  he  indicated  the  sources  whence  they  are  de- 
rived, as  in  numerous  instances,  the  original  publications,  in  which 
they  appeared,  could  not  be  ascertained.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that 
during  many  a  long  ramble,  and  diligent  search,  he  has  culled 
whatever  seemed  auxiliary  to  his  purpose — a  choice  collection, 
adapted  to  family  reading  on  the  Sabbath. 

In  respect  to  the  truth  of  the  several  narratives,  no  doubt  can 
exist  as  to  the  great  proportion  of  them  ;  in  respect  to  the  remain- 
der, the  author  has  no  means  of  deciding  with  absolute  certainty , 
but  from  the  general  character  of  the  articles  themselves,  and  es- 
pecially the  occasions  on  which  many  of  them  were  related — Mis- 
sionary Meetings,  Bible  and  Tract  Society  anniversaries — it  is  be- 
lieved, that  confidence  may  be  placed  in  the  truth  of  all. 

A  large  and  fair  tijpe  has  been  selected  for  the  work,  in  accom- 
modation to  the  impaired  sight  of  the  aged.  This  class  of  persons 
not  unfrequently  object  to  modern  subscription  books,  on  the  ground 
that  the  small  type  employed,  renders  the  perusal  of  them  rather 
painful  than  agreeable.     This  objection  is  here  obviated. 

The  reader  will  no  doubt  deduce  for  himself  those  important  re 
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"Now,  God  lias  never  revoked  this  expression  oi  his  will.  lie 
has  never  repealed  this  law.  If  he  has,  when  did  he  it,  and  where 
is  the  record  of  its  repeal  ?  He  has  not  taken  off  the  blessing 
which  he  laid  on  the  Sabbath.  He  has  not  obliterated  the  dis- 
tinction, which  he  put  on  the  seventh  portion  of  time.  He  has 
not  said,  '  you  need  no  longer  remember  the  Sabbath  to  keep  il 
holy — seven  days  you  may  labor — my  example  of  six  days  work, 
followed  by  one  of  cessation  and  rest,  you  may  now  cease  to  imi- 
tate.' He  has  not  said  any  thing  like  it.  The  lav/  is  in  force 
therefore  even  until  now. 

"  Well,  here  is  the  law  of  God,  with  the  reason  of  it.  Now, 
for  the  practice  of  men.  How  poorly  they  compare  !  There  are 
indeed  i'ew,  who  do  not  remember  the  Sabbath  day,  and  in  some 
manner  distinguish  it  from  the  other  days  of  the  week.  But  the 
law  is,  that  they  should  remember  it  to  keep  it  holy;  that  they 
should  distinguish  it  by  hallowing  it  as  a  day  of  rest.  This  they 
do  not.  They  keep  it  no  more  holy  than  any  other  day,  though 
they  do  differently  on  that  day,  from  what  they  do  on  others. 
They  do  not  the  same  work  on  that  day,  which  they  do  on  the 
other  days,  but  they  do  some  work.  Such  as  necessity  requires^ 
and  such  as  mercy  dictates,  they  may  do.  The  law  of  nature 
teaches  that,  and  the  example  of  the  Lord  of  the  Sabbath  sanc- 
tions and  confirms  the  lesson."*  But  they  do  other  things  besides 
what  necessity  and  mercy  call  them  to  do,  and  that  which  may  be 
considered  ivoj^k,  and  certainly  not  contemplated  by  the  Great  Lord 
of  the  Sabbath. 

By  this  I  do  not  mean  that  my  readers  do  not  attend  upon  the 
public  worship  of  God.  You  go,  often,  perhaps,  and  while  in  the 
sanctuary,  you  appear  to  worship  God  "  in  sincerity  and  truth." 
You  listen  to  the  Divine  message,  as  delivered  by  the  minister ; 
and,  if  not  doers  of  the  word,  you  are  attentive  hearers  of  it.  You 
return  to  your  homes  in  quietness  and  order. 

But  how  do  you  employ  the  other  portions  of  the  day  ?  What 
Cooks  do  you  read  ? 

Possibly  none.  There  are  those,  who  attend  the  public  worship 
of  God,  who  seldom  if  ever  peruse  the  Scriptures,  or  any  other 
religious  books,  on  the  Sabbath.  I  confess  that  the  number  is 
probably  small.     Most  of  those,  who  thus  honor  tbe  institution  of 

♦  Nercn's  Practical  Tho\i<?hts. 
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the  Sabbath,  it  is  believed,  do  read — a  large  proportion  of  them,  I 
trust,  read  the  Scriptures — but  are  there  not  some  even  among 
religious  families,  who  indulge  themselves  in  reading  books,  -w.hich 
lay  no  claim  to  be  religious  ?  Some  even  in  such  families-  -and 
thousands,  who  belong  to  families  less  scrupulous,  spend  no  incon- 
siderable part  of  the  Sabbath  in  perusing  the  newspapers  of  the 
week ;  or  in  reading  History,  Biography  and  Travels ;  and  not  a 
few  "  steal  awhile  away,"  and  whirl  away  the  consecrated  hours, 
amid  the  fascinations  of  a  novels  or  romance. 

But  what  would  such  persons  say,  should  they  see  a  neighbor 
making  preparations  for  a  journey  of  business,  on  that  morning? — 
or  proceeding  to  his  field  to  dress  out  his  corn  ? — or,  shouldering 
his  musket,  and  with  dog  by  his  side,  setting  forth  on  a  hunting 
excursion?  Would  such  employments  and  recreations,  in  their 
view  be  proper?  But  where  is  the  difference  in  the  sight  of  God, 
between  these  and  reading  profane  history,  or  secular  biography — 
a  book  of  travels — or  some  voyage  round  the  world — a  newspaper, 
or  a  novel  ?  Both,  to  say  the  least,  are  flagrant  violations  of  that 
divine  law,  which  says,  "  Remember  the  Sabbath  day  to  keep  tt 
holv^  Yet  many  moral  people  would  scarcely  be  disturbed  in 
conscience  by  reading  such  works  on  the  Sabbath,  while  they 
would  be  shocked  at  the  impiety  of  the  employments  and  recrea- 
tions named  above. 

But  it  is  urged,  that  the  Sabbath  is  a  long  and  wearisome  day. 
Not  to  the  true  Christian.  You  hear  no  such  complaints  from  him. 
Ills  delight  is  too  much  in  the  worship  of  God,  and  in  meditation 
on  "  the  law  of  the  Lord,"  to  make  the  Sabbath  a  dull  and  tedious 
day.  To  those,  however,  who  find  no  enjoyment  in  spiritual  ob- 
jects and  ernployments,  it  is  wearisome.  But  are  they  hence  ex- 
cusable in  prcstitutmg  the  day  to  secular  purposes  ?  By  no  means. 
They  should  possess  such  a  heart  as  loill  delight  in  God's  service, 
and  in  the  performance  of  all  those  duties  \\hich  he  has  enjoined. 
They  should  love  the  Bible,  and  so  love  it  as  never  to  neglect  it, 
for  any  other  book,  however  scriptural,  and  useful  it  may  be. 

The  Bible  should  be  read — pondered — improved.  But  while 
special  attention  to  that  is  doubtless  all  important,  the  exclusive 
reading  of  it  is  not  required.  Other  works  may  be  profitably  pe- 
rused. But  not  those,  which  are  of  an  irreligious  tendency,  nor 
even  those,  which  might  be  deemed  of  a  neutral  character. 

The  woiks  suitable  for  the  Sabbath  are  such,  as  falling  in  with 
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die  Bible,  tend  to  enlighten  ihe  mind,  and  improve  the  affections 
— such  as  illustrate  the  grace  of  God — as  lead  to  prayer,  repent- 
ance, faith,  and  good  works. 

Such  books  introduced  into  families  are  safe  and  useful.  The 
more  interest  and  incident  they  have,  the  more  attractive  and  im- 
pressive they  vp'ill  be  likely  to  be. 

In  the  belief  that  ample  materials  existed  for  a  volume  of  a 
religious,  but  miscellaneous  character-r-well  adapted  for  family 
reading  on  the  Sabbath — not  to  the  exclusion  of  the  Bible — no, 
not  for  a  moment — but  uniting  with  its  holy  influence,  and  often 
illustrating  its  truths,  and  enforcing  its  precepts,  the  author,  some 
time  since,  commenced  the  task  of  collecting,  and  arranging  them. 
He  has  gone  on,  till  a  large  volume  has  been  gathered.  His  labors 
are  now  submitted.  Judging  from  the  effects  of  many  of  the 
pieces  upon  his  own  mind,  he  cannot  doubt,  that  they  will  be 
found  interesting  and  profitable. 

He  hopes  that  the  work  will  do  good; — will  subserve  the  mter- 
ests  of  the  Redeemer's  kingdom — the  welfare  of  immortal  minds. 
And,  if  it  shall  be  the  means  of  impressing  one  soul  with  the  im- 
portance of  personal  religion — of  comforting  one  heart — of  rousing 
one  Christian  to  watchfulness  and  prayer — or  of  increasing  benev- 
olent effort  for  the  salvation  of  a  ruined  world,  he  will  not  have 
labored  in  vain,  nor  have  spent  his  strength  for  nought. 


RELIGIOUS  ANECDOTES. 


Circulate  the  MiMe, 

It  has  been  related  of  a  British  subject  of  some  dis 
vinction,  that  for  some  misdemeanor,  he  was  cast  into 
prison,  and  condemned  to  death.  Friends  interested 
themselves,  and  procured  from  the  royal  clemency  a 
pardon  ;  which  was  committed  to  the  proper  officer  to 
be  forwarded.  The  officer,  however,  being  unfriendly 
to  the  prisoner,  retained  the  pardon  in  his  own  hands, 
till  the  time  appointed  was  past,  and  the  unhappy  jyrisoncr 
loas  executed.  Who  does  not  feel  his  indignation  moved, 
ni  view  of  such  unfaithfulness  ? 

The  Bible  is  an  offer  of  pa7'do?i  from  the  clemency  of 
heaven,  sent  down  for  condemned  and  perishing  sinners, 
while  y^t  they  are  "prisoners  of  hope."  Whoever  re- 
ceives it,  is  bound  to  communicate  the  knowledge  of  it 
to  his  fellow  prisoners  far  and  near,  that  they,  with 
himself,  may  partake  the  benefit.  Every  one  into  whose 
hands  it  falls,  is,  from  this  very  fact,  commissioned  to 
publish  it.  It  is  made  his  dutp.  He  is  appointed  to  the 
office  of  publishing  it. —  "  Let  him  that  heareth  say. 
Come !"  A  responsibility  is  upon  him,  from  which  he 
can  never  be  free.  Suppose  then  he  fail  in  his  duty. 
Suppose  he  let  the  pardon^lie  by  him,  till  the  poor  brother 
for  whom  it  was  designed,  dies  without  having  heard  of 
it.  Is  he  guiltless?  The  British  sheriff"  was  guilty  of  a 
fearful  crime.  Is  it  less  to  hold  back  the  knowledge  of 
heaven's  pardon  from  those  for  whom  it  was  intended, 
till  the  day  of  mercy  with  them  is  for  ever  past? 

Q,ueen  Elizabeth  gave  to  the  Earl  of  Essex  a  Ring, 

assuring  him  that  into  whatever  disgrace  he  might  fall, 

or  whatever  prejudices  she  might  herself  be  induced  to 

euitertain  against  him,  yet  if  he  sent  her  that  rins',  she 
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would  immediately,  Vipon  tlic  sight  of  it,  recall  her  former 
tenderness.  Difficulties  at  length  arose,  and  he  was  im- 
prisoned in  the  Tower.  }le  sent  the  ring  to  the  Uueen, 
and  wondered  that  he  d'd  not  receive  from  her  some 
favorable  regard.  The  iwg,  however,  had  been  stopped 
on  the  way.  The  Queen,  not  receiving  it,  supposed  him 
obstinate,  and  signing  the  death-warrant,  the  Earl  was 
executed. 

Was  no  wrong  done  hin?  ?  Who  would  be  willing  to 
take  tlie  responsibility  of  stopping  that  ring?  '^riie  indi- 
vidual who  did  stop  it,  the  Co?\'itess  of  Nottingham,  when 
she  came  to  die,  was  overwh'^imed  with  remorse.  She 
sent  for  the  Glueen,  and  disclosed  to  her  the  fact.  The 
Q,ueen  bursting  into  a  furious  passion,  shook  the  dying 
Countess  in  her  bed,  crying  to  her,  ^^ihat  God  might 
pardon  her,  but  she  never  couldy  The  Bible  is  much 
more  than  that  ring.  It  is  the  token  of  love  from  God  to 
his  creatures.  Into  whatever  difliculues  they  may  fall,  if 
they  present  to  him  this,  in  humble  reliance  on  the  grace 
it  reveals,  he  assures  them  of  his  compaifsion  and  the  re- 
turns of  his  favor.  He  will  remember  ih'^.m  in  mercy ;  he 
will  save  them.  Who  will  not  fear  to  have  this  token  of 
Heaven's  love  stop  on  its  way  in  his  hand'>'^  Who  will 
not  hasten  it  to  its  destination,  that  every  r.Teature  may 
know  his  privileges,  and,  by  the  use  of  them,  ob^-^in  eter- 
nal life?  Neglect  may  bring  guilt,  which  it  vnll  be  diffi- 
cult to  forgive.  It  may  fill  the  sovd  with  anguvsh..  v^hen 
it  will  be  too  late  to  rectify  the  evil. 


The  ^afe  Contract. 


A  respectable  merchant  in  ctfie  of  our  principal  t\\^^\ 
\vas  traveling,  some  few  years  since,  in  a  county  of  i>«. 
State  of  New- York.  He  arrived  on  Saturday  evening,  p^ 
a  public  house,  where  he  had  been  accustomed  to  lodge  \r 
IraveUng  that  way.  After  having  taken  some  refresh 
nient,  in  connection  with  a  number  of  travelers,  amont 
whom  were  two  or  three  families  removinor  to  the  ne\\ 
settlements,  he  began  the  distribution  of  a  Tract  to  each 
indivi-dual,  presentino:  the  Tracts  in  a  respectful  manner, 
and  recommending  tlicm,  from  the  pleasure,  and,  as  he 
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hoped,  advantage,  which  he  himself  had  derived  from 
their  perusal.  To  the  families  which  were  removing  to 
the  new  settlements,  he  gave  several,  to  be  carried  by 
them  to  the  place  of  their  destination. 

Before  he  had  completed  the  circle  of  his  distributions, 
he  offered  a  tract  to  a  poor  man,  who  declined  receiving 
it,  saying,  "  It  is  of  no  use  to  give  one  to  me,  sir,  for  I 
can't  read." 

"Well,"  said  the  merchant,  "it  is  probable  you  are  a 
married  man,  and  if  so,  perhaps  your  wife  can  read  it  to 
you." 

"  Yes,"  said  he,  "  my  wife  can  read,  but  I  have  no  time 
to  hear  it  read." 

"You  certainly  can  hear  it  read  to-morrow,"  said  the 
merchant,  "  which  is  the  Sabbath." 

"Sir,"  said  he,  "I  have  no  more  time  on  the  Sabbath, 
than  any  other  day:  I  am  so  poor,  1  am  obliged  to  work 
on  the  Sabbath.  It  takes  me  the  six  days  to  provide  for 
my  family,  and  on  the  Sabbath  I  am  obliged  to  get  my 
wood." 

"  If  you  are  so  poor  as  that,"  said  the  merchant,  "  you 
must  be  very  poor." 

"  I  am,"  said  he;  and  proceeded  to  mention  that  he  had 
no  cow,  and  that  his  family  were  very  destitute. 

"  It  is  no  wonder  you  are  poor,"  replied  the  merchant, 
"  if  you  work  on  the  Sabbath.  God  won't  prosper  those, 
who  thus  profane  the  day.  And  now,"  said  he,  "  my 
friend^  1  have  a  proposition  to  make  to  you.  You,  land- 
lord, will  be  my  surety,  that  my  part  of  the  contract  will 
be  fal filled.  From  this  time,  leave  off  working  on  the 
Sabbath.  If  you  have  no  wood,  with  which  to  be  com- 
fortable to-morrow,  get  a  little  for  your  necessity,  the 
easiest  way  you  can,  and  then,  on  Monday  mornmg, 
provide  a  supply  for  the  week;  and,  hereafter,  leave  cff 
your  other  labors  every  week,  early  enough  to  provide  a 
full  week's  store  of  wood  on  Saturday.  Q,uit  all  your 
work  on  the  Sabbath; — reverence  that  day;  and  at  the 
end  of  six  months,  whatever  you  Avill  say  you  have  lost 
by  keeping  the  Sabbath,  I  will  pay  you  to  the  amount  of 
one  hundred  dollarsP 

The  poor  man  solemnly  confirmed  the  contract,  and 
the  landlord  engaged  to  be  responsible  for  the  due  payment 
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m  the  money.  With  this,  their  interview,  wiiich  had 
been  continued  for  a  considerable  time,  and  withal  a 
very  serious  one,  was  closed. 

About  hve  months  afterwards,  tlie  merchant  put  up 
cigain  at  the  same  pubhc  house,  for  the  niglit;  and  before 
he  retired  to  rest,  began,  as  before,  to  distribute  to  each 
person  present,  a  Tract.  He  observed  a  plain,  but  well 
dressed  man,  who  seemed  to  be  eyeinir  him  with  special 
interest,  and  who,  when  he  approached  him,  said,  "  Did 
you  never  distribute  Tracts  here  before,  sir?" 

"  Probably  I  have  ;  I  am  not  unfrequently  distributing 
them." 

"  Did  you  not,  four  or  five  months  ago,  give  a  Tract  to 
a  man  here,  wlio  said  he  worked  on  tlie  Sabbath  ?  " 

The  merchant  replied,  that  he  recollected  the  circum- 
stance very  well. 

"  Well,  sir,"  continued  the  other,  "I  am  that  man.  I 
carried  home  the  Tract  you  gave  me  (it  was  the  Tract 
entitled,  '  /Subjects  for  Consideration^  No.  46,')  and  told 
my  wifo  every  word  of  our  conversation.  She  said  you 
were  right;  and  we  sat  down  to^relher,  and  she  read  the 
Tract  aloud.  So  much  affected  were  we  with  the  Tract, 
and  with  what  you  had  said,  that  we  scarcely  slept  any 
all  night.  In  the  morning  we  rose  ;  1  went  and  procured 
a  handful  of  wood,  with  which  to  get  our  breaktast,  and 
after  breakfast  was  over,  we  sat  down  and  read  the  Tract 
again.  Bye-and-bye,  one  of  the  neighbors  came  in,  as 
was  usual,  to  loiter  away  the  day  in  vain  conversation. 
We  told  him  what  had  happened;  lie  said  you  were 
right;  and  my  wife  read  the  tract  again  to  liim  and  my- 
self. Other  neighbors  came  in,  and  we  did  the  same  by 
them.  They  came  again  the  next  Sabbath,  and  we  again 
read  the  tract  to  them;  and  now,  sir,  we  have  at  my 
iioiise,  every  Sabbath,  a  religious  meeting;  this  Tract 
has  been  read  every  Sabbath  since  I  saw  you,  and  the 
*"eading  of  it  is  now  accompanied  with  religious  conver- 
sation and  prayer!" 

"Well,"  said  the  merchant,  "if  you  have  kept  your 
promise,  you  perhaps  would  be  glad  of  your  money:  how 
much  have  I  to  pay'/" 

"Oh,  nothing,  sir,"  replied  the  other,  "I  have  never 
prospered  so,  as  1  have  since  I  observed  the  Sabbath^  to 
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keep  it  holy.  When  I  saw  yoii  before,  we  had  no  cow — 
now  we  have  a  cow.  and  all  our  wants  are  comfortably 
supplied.  We  were  never  so  happy  before;  and  never 
can  be  thankful  enough  for  what  you  have  done  for 
us" 

The  landlord  assured  the  merchant  that  he  never  hjcid 
known  such  an  alteration  in  a  neio^hborhood,  as  had  taken 
place  n  that,  since  he  was  last  there.  Before,  the  whole 
neighborhood  spent  their  Sabbaths  at  work,  or  in  visiting, 
fishing,  hunting,  and  other  amusements;  but  now  they 
were  seriously  attentive  to  the  subject  of  religion,  and 
met  every  Sabbath  for  the  worship  of  God. 

Reader,  on  looking  round  upon  your  neighborhood, 
cannot  you  discover  some  poor  family,  like  the  one  above 
described,  by  whom  the  Sabbath  is  not  observed,  and 
who,  you  have  reason  to  believe,  are  poor  because  it  is 
not  observed?  And,  passing  by  their  wretched  habita- 
tion, on  your  way  to  church  on  a  Sabbath  morning,  did 
you  never  observe  the  children  abroad,  sauntering  around, 
idle,  wretched  and  apparently  half  famished?  May  be 
you  have  seen,  at  the  same  tim.e,  neighbors  wending  their 
way  to  this  wretched  house,  to  spend  the  day  in  idleness, 
and  possibly  in  intemperance.  Such  persons  are  wont 
to  lay  in  a  double  portion  of  the  maddening  poison  on 
Saturday.     These  probably  have  done  so. 

Does  not  the  sight  of  such  profanation  of  the  day  of 
God  disturb  you?  Can  you  pass  on,  and  not  sigh  over 
such  wretchedness  and  guilt?  Does  not  the  condition  ot 
these  poor  children  excite  your  sympathy? 

Now,  had  you  put  a  few  Tracts  in  your  pocket,  before 
1<  aving  home,  might  you  not,  on  this  day  of  mercy  to  a 
dying  world,  have  just  stepped  in  and  said,  "neighbor, 
will  you  do  me  the  favor  to  read  this  little  pamphlet  to- 
day ? "  or,  you  might  hand  one  to  the  children  and  say 
"sit  down  and  peruse  it — or  carry  it  to  your  mother,  and 
jsk  her  to  read  it  to  you." 

Lifting  up  your  heart  to  God  while  so  doing  for  his 
blessing — what  a  result  might  you  not  expect?  You 
would  pass  on  with  a  light  and  happy  heart.  You  would 
enter  the  sanctuary  with  a  new  object  in  view — to  pour 
out  your  soul  In  prayer,  that  that  family  might  be  met 
by  the  Spirit  of  God.     Lifting  up  your  voice,  you  would 
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siufr  with  unwonted  joy — feeling  that  you  had  that  mom 
ing  done  so. — 

Go  imitate  the  errace  divine, 
The  grace  that  olazes  like  a  sun  ; 
Hold  forth  your  fair,  though  feeble  light, 
Through  all  your  lives  let  mercy  shine. 

Possibly  the  action  of  the  morning  in  its  holy  influence, 
might  reach  down  to  generations  unborn.  Tliat  mother's 
heart  might  be  touched — that  father,  hard,  and  obdurate 
now,  might  himself,  at  length,  yield  to  divine  truth — 
those  children  might  become  the  sons  and  danshters  of 
the  Lord  Almighty.  You  might  see  them  at  no  distant 
day,  well  dressed — well  fed — happy — and  as  you  passed 
on  to  the  house  of  God,  they  might  come  forth,  and  walk- 
ing with  you,  might  whisper  to  your  delighted  soul,  "We 
had  rather  be  door-keepers  in  the  house  of  God,  than 
dwell  in  the  tents  of  wickedness." 


J^aith  and  IlRbeUef. 


Two  negro  women  in  Antigua,  members  of  a  religious 
society,  but  dead  many  years  since,  exhibited  a  remarka- 
ble contrast  of  faith  and  unbelief 

One  of  these  women  had  accumulated,  for  a  person  in 
her  station,  what  might  be  considered  much  wealth:  but 
she  was  haunted  with  such  an  apprehension  of  dying  in 
want,  that  she  was  afraid  of  laying  out  money  even  for 
necessary  food,  and  under  various  pretexts  evaded  paying 
the  usual  small  contributions  toward  tlie  support  of  reli- 
gion in  the  society  to  which  she  belonged.  One  day,  she 
brought  to  a  friend  a  number  of  guineas,  and  told  her  that 
she  must  keep  them  for  her,  and  when  she  came  to  lie 
down,  not  to  let  flies  "  nt/am  "  her — meaning  that  when 
she  was  confined  to  a  dying  bed,  some  one  must  be  em- 
ployed to  take  care  of  her.  Her  friend  aslced  her  how  she 
knew,  that  she  should  be  confined  to  a  bed  of  sickness 
previois  to  her  d^ath,  and  advised  her  to  make  a  proper 
use  of  her  money,  to  dismiss  all  care  of  providing  for  an 
event,  which  might  never  happen,  and  to  trust  herself 
with  Him,  by  whom  the  hairs  of  our  head  are  all  num- 
bered. But  she  was  deaf  to  this  christian  counsel,  and 
continued  anxious  and  careful  about  trifles.    Complaining 
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bitterly  one  day  to  the  same  friend  of  sonib  insignificant 
'oss,  which  she  had  suffered,  while  her  faithful  monitor 
was  laboring  to  convince  her  of  the  impropriety  of  such 
complaints, "the  woman  exclaimed,  "Oh!  my  head!" — 
fell  down — and  died  shortly  after! 

The  other  woman,  a  poor  held  negro,  had  a  heart  over- 
flowing with  the  love  of  God  and  man.  She  might  have 
been  exempted,  by  pleading  poverty,  from  paying  her 
contributions  to  her  society;  but  she  thought  it  an  honor 
to  be  allowed  to  contribute  her  mite  to  the  support  of 
religion.  On  one  of  the  occasions,  when  she  had  to  pay 
her  contribution,  she  had  but  tv/o  "  dogs  "  (of  tlie  value 
of -three  half-pence)  in  the  world,  and  her  children  must 
be  fed.  She  could  not  bear  to  withhold  her  trifle,  nor 
could  she  leave  her  children  unfed.  Recollecting  that 
she  had  a  little  corn,  she  sent  one  of  her  boys  to  grind  it; 
and  sent  the  other  to  pick  a  weed,  which  the  negroes  boil 
for  food.  Having  prepared  their  suppers  for  them,  she 
left  them  with  a  light  heart,  and  proceeded  to  the  estate, 
where  she  was  to  meet  her  friends.  When  she  put  down 
lier  two  ^'  dogs,"  she  raised  her  eyes  to  heaven,  with  these 
emphatic  words — "  Take  it  Massa !  it  is  to  you  I  give  it !" 

In  her  way  hon'  3,  the  next  morning,  she  had  to  pass 
the  house  of  a  1  ^dy,  who  knew  her.  The  lady  seeiug 
her,  called  out,  "  O  Mary !  I  bought  a  quarter  of  pork  of 
you  so  long  ago,  that  I  had  quite  forgotten  it;  how  much 
was  it?"  Mary  could  not  recollect  the  amount ;  but  the 
lady,  determined  not  to  let  her  lose  by  it,  gave  her  tv/o 
dollars,  and  sent  her  to  her  housekeeper  for  some  rice  and 
salt  pork  to  take  home  with  her,  to  which  the  house- 
keeper added  some  flour  and  pork  from  herself.  In  rela- 
ting this  circumstance  afterward,  Mary  remarked,  that  if 
toe  give  God  any  tilings  he  does  not  'pay  us  again  as 
our  fellow-creatures  do,  but  fiives  us  tivicc,  and  titree 
times  as  ranch  in  return.  This  excellent  christian  has 
been  heard,  when  praying  with  other  females,  to  be  so 
drawn  out  in  love  to  her  lellow-creatures,  that  when  she 
20i:ld  particularize  no  further,  she  has  supplicated,  in  the 
warmth  of  her  love  for  mankind,  and  with  true  sublimity 
of  conception— that  there  might  be  ^^  a  full  Heaven,  and 
an  empty  Hell  ( " 
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True  Jfloral  Courage. 

Til  E  Rev.  Mr.  Fletcher  had  a  wild  and  profligate  nephew 
hi  the  army,  who  had  been  dismissed  from  the  Sardinian 
service,  for  very  bad  conduct.  He  had  engaged  in  seve- 
ral duels,  and  had  spent  his  money  in  vice  and  folly.  The 
wicked  youth  waited  one  day  on  his  eldest  uncle,  General 
De  Gons;  and  presenting  a  loaded  pistol,  threatened  to 
shoot  him,  unless  he  would  that  moment  advance  him 
five  hundred  crowns.  The  General,  thougli  a  brave 
man,  well  knew  what  a  desperate  fellow  he  had  to  deal 
with,  and  gave  a  draft  for  the  money,  at  the  same  time, 
speaking  freely  to  him  on  his  conduct.  The  young  man 
departed  in  hi^rh  spirits,  with  his  ill-gotten  money. 

In  the  evenmo:,  passing  the  door  of  his  younger  uncle, 
Mr.  Fletcher,  he  called  on  him,  and  began  with  inform- 
ing him,  what  General  De  Gons  had  done;  and,  as  a 
proof,  showed  a  draft  under  De  Gons'  own  hand.  Mr. 
Fletcher  took  the  draft  from  his  nephew,  and  looked  at 
him  with  surprise.  Then  after  some  remarks  putting  it 
into  his  pocket,  said,  "  It  strikes  me,  young  man,  that  you 
have  possessed  yourself  of  this  note  by  some  wrong 
method ;  and  in  conscience,  I  cannot  return  it,  but  with 
my  brother's  knowledge  and  approbation."  The  ne- 
phew's pistol  was  in  a  moment  at  his  breast.  "  My  life," 
replied  Mr.  Fletcher,  with  perfect  calmness,  "  is  secure  in 
the  protection  of  an  Almighty  power;  nor  will  he  suffer 
it  to  be  the  forfeit  of  my  integrity,  and  your  rashness." 
This  firmness  drew  from  the  nephew  the  observation, 
"  that  his  uncle  De  Gons,  though  an  old  soldier,  was 
more  afraid  of  death  than  his  brother."  "  Afraid  of 
death ! "  rejoined  Mr.  Fletcher,  "  do  you  think  I  have 
been  twenty-five  years  a  mmister  of  the  Lord  of  life,  to  be 
afraid  of  death  now?  No,  sir,  it  is  for  yo7i  to  be  afraid  of 
death.  You  are  a  gamester  and  a  cheat;  yet  you  call 
yourself  a  gentleman!  Yow  are  the  seducer  of  female 
innocence ;  and  still  say  you  are  a  gentleman !  Yoii  are 
a  duellist,  and  for  this  you  style  yourself  a  man  of  honor! 
Look  there,  sir,"  pointing  to  the  heavens,  "  the  broad  eye 
of  Heaven  is  fixed  upon  us.  Tremble  in  the  presence  of 
your  Maker,  who  can  in  a  moment  kill  your  body,  £ind 
forever  punish  your  soul  in  HelL" 
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The  unhappy  young  prodigal  turned  pjxie,  and  trem- 
Dledj  with  fe^ir  and  rage.  He  stiil  tlireatened  his  uncle, 
with  instant  death.  Mr.  Fletcher,  though  thus  threatened, 
gave  no  alarm,  sought  for  no  weapon,  and  attempted  not 
to  escape.  He  calmly  conversed  with  his  profligate  rela- 
tion ;  and,  at  length,  perceiving  him  to  be  affected,  ad- 
dressed him  in  the  kindest  language,  till  he  fairly  disarmec 
and  subdued  him !  He  would  not  return  his  brother's 
draft;  but  engaged  to  procure  for  the  young  man  some 
immediate  relief  He  then  piiayed  with  him ;  and  after 
fulfilling  his  promise  of  assistance,  parted  with  him,  with 
much  good  advice  on  one  side,  and  many  fair  promises 
on  the  other. 


Js  it  i€ell  tvith  thee  ? 


The  story  of  the  Shunamite  mother  is  one  of  tender 
interest.  In  the  simple  language  of  Scripture,  the  tale  is 
told  with  more  power  than  the  fancy  of  the  poet  has  ever 
given  it ;  and  no  one  can  read  it,  without  being  moved 
with  sympathy  for  the  bereaved,  and  admiration  of  the 
sweet  submission,  with  which  she  bowed  to  the  heavenly 
blow.  God  had  given  her  a  son, — an  only  begotten,  and 
well  beloved  son, — and  it  was  not  strange  that  a  mother's 
heart  should  entwine  itself  most  tenderly  around  him, 
and  all  her  hopes  of  earthly  happiness  should  be  hushed 
with  her  darling  boy.  In  his  infancy  she  had  watched 
him  with  a  mother's  love,  and  now,  he  was  just  blooming 
in  the  beauty  of  childhood,  and  beginning  to  repay  the 
debt,  which  to  none  but  a  mother  Is  due, 

"  And  it  fell  on  a  day,  that  he  went  out  to  his  father,  to 
the  reapers.  And  he  said  unto  his  father,  My  head !  my 
head  !  And  he  said  to  a  lad,  Carry  him  to  his  mother. 
And  when  he  had  taken  him,  and  brought  him  to  his 
mother,  he  sat  on  her  knees  till  noon,  and  then  died. 
And  she  went  up,  and  laid  him  on  the  bed  of  the  man  of 
God,  and  shut  the  door  upon  him,  and  went  out." 

In  this  hour  of  her  terrible  affliction,  it  was  natural 
mat  she  should  fly  to  the  man  of  God,  for  counsel  and 
comfort.  He  had  promised  her  this  child  from  God,  and 
the  trembling  hope  doubtless  lingered  around  her  heart, 


24  S  A  IJ  li  A  T  H  -  D  A  Y 

that  He,  who  had  given  her  the  child,  could  give  hirn 
back.  He  saw  her  coming,  and  sendiug  his  servant,  asked 
her,  "/i-  it  well  with  tfieel  Is  it  well  with  thy  husband  .^ 
Is  it  well  with  thy  child/"  and  she  answered,  '  It  iswdV' 
Was  it  well  with  tliee,  O  mother !  when  thy  first  born, 
tlune  only  child,  thy  bright  and  beautihil  boy,  was  cut 
down  like  a  morning  tlower?  Was  it  well  with  thee, 
when  the  oaly  flower,  that  ever  blossomed  in  thy  bower, 
was  withered,  and  the  light  of  thy  happy  home  had  gone 
out  in  darkness; — when  the  merry  laugh  of  that  lovely 
child  would  no  more  cheer  thy  heart,  nor  liis  opening 
beauty  gladden  thine  eye?  Was  it  well  with  thee,  fond 
mother,  when  all  thy  earthly  hopes  were  blasted,  and  the 
child  of  thy  bosom  was  cold,  in  the  arms  of  death  ?- 

Yes,  it  was  well!  And  severe,  as  she  must  have  felt 
the  blow  to  be,  with  the  meekness  of  pious  resionation  to 
the  holy  will  of  the  Lord,  she  acquiesced  in  tbe  dispensa- 
tion, though  it  made  her  house  desolate,  and  her  heart  a 
desert. 

This  is  a  profitable  question  to  put  to  any  and  every 
one,  at  all  times,  and  one,  on  the  answer  of  which,  the 
most  tremendous  consequences  may  depend. 

In  affliction,  the  enquiry  may  appear  more  appropriate, 
as  it  was  originally  addressed  to  one  in  the  depths  of  dis- 
tress. But  it  is  not  to  be  confined  to  those  who  mourn. 
It  is  often  better  with  those  who  weep,  than  witli  those 
who  rejoice.  "  Blessed  are  they  that  mourn ;  for  they 
shall  be  comforted."  Those  who  are  called  to  weep  over 
the  loss  of  those  they  love,  and  those  who  weep  on  ac- 
count of  sin,  have  found  that  it  was  well  for  them  to  bo 
in  sorrow.  In  such  times  the  comforter  has  come,  and 
dried  up  their  tears,  and  given  them  beauty  for  ashes,  and 
the  oil  of  joy  for  mourning.  Their  sorrow  has  been  suc- 
ceeded by  that  peace,  that  passeth  all  nnderstandjng,  and 
joy,  that  the  world  knoweth  not  of.  And  when  the  Lord, 
by  the  mouth  of  his  servant,  has  inquired,  "  Is  it  well  with 
thee  V  the  ready  reply  has  been,  "  It  is  toelV 

The  question  ought  rather  to  be  put  as  a  test  of  charac- 
ter. It  is  well  with  those,  and  those  only,  who  have 
found  peace  in  believing  m  the  Lord  .Tesus  Christ.  With 
them  It  is  well,  under  all  the  vicissitudes  of  life ; — in  the 
trying  liour  of  ieath,  and  in  the  eternal  world.     Put  the 
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question  to  the  believer,  and  hear  his  answer.  Porliaps 
the  world  calls  him  poor.  He  has  struggled  all  his  days 
against  the  current  of  adversity,  but  is  still  poor.  But  he 
does  not  murmur.  He  feels  that  it  is  well  with  him,  and 
better  than  it  was  with  his  master,  when  he  dwelt  among 
men. 

Perhaps  some  sudden  change  of  circumstances  has 
swept  away  his  property,  and  reduced  him  from  affluence 
to  poverty.  He  feels  his  loss  more  keenly,  than  he  would 
have  felt  poverty,  had  he  never  been  rich.  But  he  knows 
that  he  has  not  lost  his  all.  He  has  an  inheritance  that 
is  incorruptible,  undefiled,  and  that  fadeth  not  away,  re- 
served eternal  in  the  heavens.  Thither  he  turns  his  eye, 
when  this  world  perishes  with  the  using,  and  as  the  last 
vestige  of  his  fortune  passes  from  his  hands,  he  cries,  "  It 
is  wellP 

Death  comes  to  his  fireside,  and  takes  away  the  joy  of 
his  heart,  the  delight  of  his  eyes,  the  comfort  of  his  life. 
He  loves.  He  weeps.  He  feels  the  bereavement,  but  in 
the  exercise  of  quiet  resignation  to  His  will,  who  strikes 
the  blow,  he  finds  grace  to  say  "  It  is  loeliy  So  when  he 
comes  to  lie  down  on  a  death  bed  himself,  he  would  love 
to  live  and  rejoice  in  the  joy  of  those,  who  now  weep 
around  him.  But  he  knows  that  to  die  is  gain, — to  depart 
and  be  with  Christ  is  far  better— and  though  the  pains  of 
death  are  terrible,  and  the  ties  that  bind  to  life  are  strong, 
still,  as  he  feels  his  heartstrings  breaking,  he  can  say  with 
truth,  "  It  is  loelV  And,  oh !  is  it  not  well  with  him, 
when  Eternity  opens  on  his  soul ;  when  he  quits  this  vale 
of  tears  ;  this  land  of  sorrow,  and  pain,  and  death,  and  en- 
ters the  gates  of  heaven?  As  he  treads  the  golden  streets 
of  the  new  Jerusalem,  as  he  casts  his  crown  at  the  foot 
of  the  eternal  throne,  as  he  sits  down  with  Abraham,  and 
Isaac,  and  Jacob,  in  the  kingdom  of  God,  as  he  looks  up- 
ward to  the  face  of  the  Lamb,  and  meets  his  smile  of 
transporting  love,  will  he  not  exclaim,  in  the  fulness  of 
his  satisfied  soul,  ^^  It  is  loell!^'' 

Thus  the  believer  answers  this  question.  What  saith 
the  sinner  ?  When  afflictions  assail  him,  he  has  not  the 
strong  consolation  of  those  who  have  fled  for  a  refuge  to 
the  hope  set  before  them  in  the  gospel.  He  mourns  as 
those  who  have  no  hope.     When  his  property  is  stripped 
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from  Iiim,  he  murmurs  at  his  lot.  When  those  he  lovci 
are  removed  by  death  from  his  arms,  liis  heart  rises  in 
rebellion  at  the  dealings  of  God.  When  he  comes  to  lie. 
down  to  die  himself,  he  may  cry  peace,  peace,  to  his  soul, 
but  his  troubled  conscience,  the  voice  of  God,  assures  him, 
there  is  no  peace.  It  is  not  well  with  the  sinner  in  life-  - 
nor  in  death.  In  that  awful  hour,  when,  of  all  othei 
4iours,  he  needs  the  christian's  stay,  he  is  torn  by  the  tor- 
ments of  his  own  bosom,  and  harrowed  by  the  awfui 
^irebodings  of  the  future.  But  he  must  die.  Eternity 
:pens  on  his  soul.  Hell  throws  wide  its  gates.  He  en- 
ers  the  gloomy  mansions.  He  feels  the  gnawing  of  the 
,vorm  that  never  dies ;  the  fire  that  is  never  quenched 
;cindles  upon  him,  and  burns  with  its  fiercest  flame.  That 
is  his  eternal  couch.  Ages  will  roll  along,  but  no  pang 
of  hell  will  die,  no  ray  of  hope  give  sweet  relief,  no  drop 
of  water  falls  on  his  parched  tongue. 

Reader  !  perhaps  that  lost  soul  is  thine.  Is  it  well  with 
thee  ?  If  not  now,  it  may  not  be  in  death,  or  in  eternity. 
It  will  not  be,  unless,  before  the  evil  day  overtakes  thee, 
thou  art  persuaded  to  fly  unto  Jesus  Christ,  to  make  him 
thy  friend.  Then,  it  shall  be  well  with  thee,  in  sickness 
and  in  health,  in  life  and  in  death,— and  well  with  thee 
to  all  eternity. 


•^  JProntahle  Thought. 

A  YOUNG  man  was  once  led  by  his  companions  to 
5cene  of  dissipation,  where  they  indulged  in  festivity  ant. 
sin.     In  the  midst  of  their  enjoyment,  the  clock  struck 
one.      The   following  passage   from    "Young's    Nign* 
Thoughts,"  rushed  on  the  young  man's  mind — 

"  The  bell  strikes  one.    We  take  no  note  of  time 
But  from  its  loss.    To  give  it  then  a  tongue 
Is  wise  in  man.    As  if  an  angel  spoke, 
I  feel  the  solemn  sound  ;  if  heard  aright, 
It  is  the  knell  of  my  departed  hours. 
Where  are  they  1    With  the  years  beyond  the  flood 
It  is  the  signal  that  demands  despatch. 
How  much  is  to  be  done  1    My  hope  and  fears 
Start  up  alarmed,  and  see  life's  narrow  verge. 
Look  down— on  what?    A  fathomless  abyss, 
A  dread  eternity." 


■\\M 


■*v       -^    '.rv. 


fe 


^i^\^  "■ 


A  Noble  Youth. 


P.  27. 
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The  effect  of  the  recollection  of  this  passag-e  was  sol- 
emn and  powerfal.  He  could  no  lon2:er  enjoy  the  scene 
around  him.  He  quickly  retired,  but  his  soul  continued 
to  be  troubled  ;  nor  did  he  fmd  rest  till  he  had  chosen  the 
Savior.  Reader,  when  you  hear  the  clock  tell  the  de- 
parture of  another  hour,  will  you  ask  yourself  what  report 
It  bore  to  heaven?  And  how  many  more  hours  you  are 
.'ikely  to  have,  to  waste,  perhaps  in  sin  ? 


mfl  J%^oUe  'Wouth. 


The  following  anecdote  was  related  to  a  gentleman, 
during  a  night  he  spent  in  a  farmhouse  in  Virginia,  some 
few  years  ago  : — 

In  December,  17 — ,  towards  the  close  of  a  dreary  day, 
a  woman  with  an  infont  child  were  discovered  half  buried 
in  the  snow,  by  a  little  Virginian,  seven  years  old.  The 
lad  was  returning  from  school,  and  hearing  the  moans  of 
some  one  in  distress,  threw  down  his  satchel  of  books, 
and  repaired  to  the  spot  whence  the  sound  proceeded, 
with  a  firmness  becoming  one  of  riper  years.  Rakintr 
the  snow  from  the  benumbed  body  of  the  mother,  and 
using  means  to  awaken  her  to  a  sense  of  her  deplorable 
condition,  the  noble  youth  succeeded  in  getting  her  upon 
her  feet ;  the  infant  nestling  on  its  mother's  breast,  turned 
its  eyes  towards  their  youthful  preserver  and  smiled,  as  it 
seemed,  in  gratitude  for  its  preservation.  With  a  counte- 
nance filled  with  hope,  the  gallant  youth  cheered  the 
sufferer  on,  himself  bearing  within  his  tiny  arms  the  in- 
fant child,  while  the  mother  leaned  for  support  on  the 
shoulder  of  her  little  conductor.  "  My  home  is  hard  by," 
would  he  exclaim,  as  oft  as  her  spirits  failed ;  and  thns 
for  three  miles,  did  he  cheer  onward  to  a  happy  haven, 
the  mother  and  child,  both  of  whom  otherwise  must  have 
perished,  had  it  not  been  for  the  humane  feeling  and  per- 
severence  of  this  noble  youth. 

A  warm  fire  and  kind  attention,  soon  relieved  the  suf- 
ferer, who.  it  appeared,  was  in  search  of  her  husband,  an 
emigrant  f^i-om  New  Hampshire,  a  recent  purchaser  of  a 

farm   in  the  neighborhood  of near   this   place. 

Diligent  inquiry  for  several  days  found  hiir   and  in  five 
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months  after,  tne  identical  house  in  which  we  are  now 
•setting  was  irected,  and  received  the  happy  family.  The 
child  grew  up  to  manhood  — entered  the  army — lost  a 
Innb  at  New  Orleans,  but  returned  to  end  his  days,  a  so- 
lace to  the  declining  years  of  his  aged  parents. 

"  Where  are  tliey  now?"  I  asked  the  narrator. 

"  Here."  exclaimed  the  son.  "  1  am  the  rescued  one — 
there  is  my  mother,  and  here,  imprinted  on  my  naked  arm 
IS  the  name  of  the  noble  youth,  our  preserver  !" 

1  looked,  and  read  "  \V infield  Scott.'''' 


The  Kins  mid  the  Soldier. 

A  KING  was  riding  along  in  disguise,  and  seeing  a 
soldier  at  a  public  house  door,  stopped,  and  asked  the 
soldier  to  drink  with  him  ;  and  while  they  were  talking 
the  king  swore. 

The  soldier  said,  "  Sir,  I  am  sorry  to  hear  a  gentleman 
swear."  His  majesty  took  no  notice,  but  soon  swore  again. 
The  soldier  said,  "  Sir,  I'll  pay  part  of  the  pot  if  you 
please,  and  go ;  for  I  so  hate  swearing,  that  if  you  were 
the  king  himself,  I  should  tell  you  of  it."  "  Should  you 
indeed?"  said  the  king.  "I  should,"  said  the  soldier. 
His  majesty  said  no  more,  but  left  him.  A  while  after, 
.ne  king  having  invited  some  of  his  lords  to  dine  with 
him^  the  soldier  was  sent  for;  and  while  they  were  at 
dinner,  he  was  ordered  into  the  room,  and  to  wait  a  while. 
Presently  the  king  uttered  an  oath ;  the  soldier  immediate- 
ly, but  with  great  modesty,  said :  "  Should  not,  my  lord, 
the  king  fear  an  oath?"  The  king,  looking  first  at  the 
lords,  then 'at  the  soldier,  said,  "There,  my  lords,  is  an 
honest  man  :  he  can  respectfully  remind  me  of  the  great 
sin  of  swearing;  but  you  can  sit  and  let  me  send  my  sou  i 
to  hell  by  swearing,  and  not  so  much  as  tell  me  of  it. 


The  most  interestins  sight  in  the  World. 

One  day  the  Rev.  Henry  Venn,  author  of  the  "  New 
Whole  Duty  of  Man,"  told  his  children,  that  in  the  eve 
nino:  he  would  tak'e  them  to  see  one  of  the  most  int'^restintr 
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sights  in  the  world.  They  were  anxious  to  know  wha 
it  was,  but  he  deferred  gratifying  their  curiosity,  till  he 
brought  them  to  the  scene  itself  He  led  them  to  a  mis- 
erable hovel,  whose  ruinous  walls  and  broken  windows 
bespoKe  an  extreme  decree  of  poverty  and  want.  "  Now," 
said  he,  "  my  dear  children,  can  any  one  who  Uves  in 
such  a  habitation  as  this  be  happy  ?  Yet  this  is  not  all , 
a  poor  young  man  lies  upon  a  miserable  straw  bed  within 
it.  dying  of  disease,  at  the  age  of  only  nineteen,  consumed 
with  constant  fever  and  afflicted  with  nine  painful  ulcers." 
<■  How  wretched  a  situation!"  they  all  exclaimed.  He 
then  led  them  into  the  cottage  and  addressing  the  poor 
young  man,  said,  "  Abraham  Midwood,  I  have  brought 
my  children  here  to  show  them  that  it  is  possible  to  be 
happy  in  a  state  of  disease,  and  poverty,  and  want ;  and 
now  tell  me  if  it  is  not  so."  The  dying  youth,  with  a 
sweet  smile  of  benevolence  and  piety,  immediately  replied, 
"  Oh,  yes  sir !  I  would  not  change  my  state  with  that  of 
the  richest  person  upon  earth,  who  was  destitute  of  these 
views  which  1  possess.  Blessed  be  God !  I  have  a  good 
hope,  through  Christ,  of  being  admitted  into  those  blessed 
regions  where  Lazarus  now  dwells,  having  long  forgotten 
all  his  sorrows  and  miseries. 

"  Sir,  there  is  nothing  to  bear  whilst  the  presence  of 
God  cheers  my  soul,  and  whilst  1  can  have  access  to  him, 
by  constant  prayer,  through  faith  in  Jesus.  Indeed,  sir,  I 
am  truly  happy,  and  I  trust  to  be  happy  and  blessed 
through  eternity,  and,  I  every  hour  thank  God,  who  has 
brought  me  from  a  state  of  darkness  into  his  marvellous 
light,  and  has  given  me  to  enjoy  the  unsearchable  riches 
of  his  grace  !"  The  impression  made  by  this  discourse 
upon  his  young  hearers  was  never  effaced. 


The  Sage^s  advice  to  JWourners, 

I  SAW  a  pale  mourner  stand  bending  over  the  tomh. 
and  his  tears  fell  often.  As  he  raised  his  humid  eyea  to 
lieavgn,  lie  cried :  "  My  brother  !  Oh  my  brother '" 

A  sage  passed  that  way,  and  said  : 

'^  For  whom  dost  thou  mourn  ?" 
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"  One,"  replied  he,  "  whom  I  did  not  siifRciently  lovu 
while  living  ;  but  whose  inestimable  worth  I  feel." 

"  What  would'st  thou  do  if  he  were  restored  to  thee  ?" 

The  mourner  repUed,  that  he  would  never  offend  him 
by  an  unkind  word,  but  would  take  every  occasion  to 
show  his  friendship,  if  he  could  but  come  to  his  fond  em- 
brace. 

"  Then  waste  not  thy  tmie  in  useless  grief,"  said  the 
sage  ;  "  but  if  thou  hast  friends,  go  and  cherisli  the  living 
remembering  that  they  will  one  day  be  dead  also." 


Course  of  lAfe* 


"Life,"  says  Bishop  Heber,  and  beautifui  is  the  imagery 
which  he  employs  to  express  his  thoughts,  "  life  bears  us 
on  like  the  stream  of  a  mighty  river.  Our  boat,  at  first^ 
glides  gently  down  the  narrow  channel,  through  the  play- 
ful murmu rings  of  the  little  brook,  and  the  windings  of 
its  grassy  bord.er.  The  trees  shed  their  blossoms  over 
our  young  heads  ;  the  flowers  on  the  brink  seem  to  offer 
themselves  to  our  young  hands ;  we  are  happy  in  hope, 
and  we  grasp  eagerly  at  the  beauties  around  us  :  but  the 
stream  hurries  us  on,  and  still  our  hands  are  empty. 

'•  Our  course  in  youth  and  manhood,  is  along  a  wilder 
and  deeper  flood,  and  amid  objects  more  strikmg  and 
magnificent.  We  arc  animated  by  the  moving  picture 
of  enjoyment  and  industry,  which  passes  before  us  ;  we 
are  excited  by  some  short-lived  success,  or  depressed  and 
rendered  miserable,  by  some  equally  short-lived  disappoint- 
ment. But  our  energy  and  our  dependence  are  both  in 
«rain.  The  stream  bears  us  on,  and  our  joys  and  our 
griefs  are  alike  left  behind  us.  We  may  be  shipwrecked, 
but  we  cannot  anchor ;  our  voyage  may  be  hastened  but 
cannot  be  delayed.  Whether  rough  or  smooth,  the  rivei 
hastens  towards  its  home,  till  the  roaring  of  the  ocean  is 
in  our  ears,  and  the  tossing  of  its  waves  is  beneath  our 
heel  and  the  lands  lessen  from  our  eyes,  and  the  floods 
are  lifted  up  around  us,  and  the  earth  loses  sight  of  us, 
and  we  take  our  last  leave  of  earth  and  its  inhabitants 
and  of  our  farther  voyage  there  is  no  witness,  but  the  In 
finite  and  Eternal." 


MISCELLANY.  31 

And  do  we  still  take  so  much  anxious  thought  for  the 
future  days,  when  the  days  which  have  gone  by,  have  so 
strangely  and  uniformly  deceived  us  ?  Can  we  still  so 
set  our  hearts  upon  the  creatures  of  God,  when  we  find 
by  sad  experience,  that  the  Creator  only  is  permanent? 
Or,  shall  we  not  rather  lay  aside  every  weight,  and  every 
sin  which  doth  so  easily  beset  us,  and  think  of  ourselves 
henceforth  as  wayfaring  persons  only,  who  have  no  abi- 
ding inheritance,  but  are  sustained  during  our  pilgrimage 
with  the  hope  of  a  better  world. 


The  JVasher^W^oinan. 

A  LADY  some  time  ago,  in  her  daily  pursuit  of  objects 
on  whom  to  bestow  comforts  and  blessings,  derived  from 
the  resources  of  a  large  fortune  and  benevolent  heart, 
found  on  a  miserable  pallet,  in  a  miserable  dwelling,  a 
wretched  female  in  great  bodily  agony,  and,  as  it  turned 
out,  a  few  hours  only  from  dissolution.  She  learned  with 
grief,  that  this  poor  woman  was  a  victim  of  intemperance, 
and  that  a  course  of  drunken  habits  was  dragging  her 
into  a  premature  grave.  After  a  few  solemn  words  to  the 
dying  creature,  the  lady  was  surprised  that  she  turned 
roiuid  and  feebly  said,  "  Madam,  do  you  not  know  me  ?" 
So  altered,  however,  were  her  sunken  and  emaciated  fea- 
tures, that  it  was  some  time  before  she  recognized  the 
changed  countenance  of  one  who  had  been  her  laundry 
servant.  Much  moved  at  the  sight,  the  lady  exclaimed, 
"  Ah  !  is  it  you — in  such  a  place,  in  such  distress,  and 
oh  !  in  such  perilous  circumstances,  as  regards  your  im- 
mortal soul  ?"  "  It  is,"  replied  the  dying  woman  with 
firmness  and  composure,  "  here  I  am,  and  it  is  yo?/;,  who 
have  brought  me  to  this."     If  a  beam  out  of  the  wall  had 

spoken  the  sentence,    Mrs.  could  not  have   been 

more  confounded.  -Oh,  Madam,"  continued  the  depart- 
ing sniner,  "  dinna  you  mind  how  often  1  refused,  how 
unwilling  I  was  to  taste — I  mean  the  whiskey  at  the 
washing  ?  Oh,  and  how  you  pressed  me  till't  and  gart 
me  do't.  Oh  !  dinna  ye  min'  that  ?  How  sair  I  pled  wi 
you,  that  you  wud  na  gar  me  do't?" 
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The  Scotch  Maker  in  Jjondon* 

A  rotund,  full-priced  baker,  who  was  in  the  habit  of 
bringing  tiis  miserable  debtors  into  "  Westminster  Court 
of  Requests,"  one  day  stepped  into  the  plaintiffs  box  with 
papers  and  ledger  in  hand,  to  mnke  good  bis  claim  for 
twenty-iive  shillings,  for  bread  supplied  to  a  Mr.  John 
Howard. 

A  tall  young  woman,  wearing  a  handsome  fur  mantilla, 
and  evidently  careful  to  exhibit  the  externals  of  gentility, 
presented  herself  to  answer  the  demand.  Her  age  might 
be  either  eighteen  or  twenty-eight ;  the  hollow  cheek  and 
spare  form,  produced  by  early  sorrow  or  privation,  or 
both,  prevented  a  closer  approximation  to  the  truth. 

A  Commissioner. — Is  the  amount  disputed? 

Young  Lady. — Certainly  not.  I  have  only  to  say,  on 
the  part  of  my  lather,  that  he  sincerely  regrets  his  inability 
to  settle  the  amount  at  once. 

Chairman. — How  will  you  pay  it? 

Young  Lady.  — I  have  five  shillings  to  offer  now,  and 
my  father  wishes  to  have  the  indulgence  of  paying  the 
rest  at  half  a  crown  a  week. 

Commissioner. — The  bill  is  for  bread,  and  it  has  been 
standina:  for  some  time.  Judging  from  your  appearance, 
I  should  think  your  father  cannot  be  in  such  circumstan- 
ces as  to  make  it  difficult  to  procure  the  iew  shillings  left 
unpaid  on  this  bill. 

Young  Lady. — Appearances  are  often  deceitful.  It  is 
equally  distressing  to  my  father  and  myself  to  ask  even 
for  one  day  ;  but  unexpected  sickness  in  our  family  has 
totally  exhausted  our  little  means. 

Baker,  (pocketing  the  money). — Twa  and  saxpcnce  a 
week  is  not  enough.  Ye  ganof  about  toon  wi  a  grand 
boa,  and  a  fine  silk  dress,  while  my  wife  maun  wear  a 
plaid  shawl  and  a  cotton  goon,  because  the  likes  o'  ye 
will  eat  an  honest  mon's  bread  wi'oot  paying  for't.  That 
fme  tippet  ye  hae  gotten  on  maun  hae  cost,  may  be  sax 
o:owden  o-uiueas. 

"  It  is  true,"  said  the  young  lady  coloring,  "my  dress 
may  appear  rather  extravagant,  and  if  I  could  with  pru- 
d..nce  dress  at  less  cost,  I  would  do  so  ;  but  upon  a  re- 
spectable exterior,  on  my  part,  as  a  teacher  of  music,  de" 
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pends  the  subsistence  of  a  sick  father  and  two  young 
sisters.  (The  baker  shut  his  book  abruptly,  and  thrust 
his  papers  into  his  pocket.)  As  for  the  boa  you  allude  to, 
that  was  pledged  this  morning  to  raise  a  few  shillings  to 
pay  you  the  five  you  have  just  *cceived,  and  to  provide  tbod 
ibr  those  who  have  tasted  little  else  beyond  dry  bread  for 
the  last  week.  Tlie  tippet  I  have  on  was- kindly  lent  rne 
by  my  landlady,  as  the  day  is  v/et  and  cold." 

"  Well,  Mr.  Baker,"  said  the  Chairman  in  a  tone  of 
compassion,  "  perhaps  you  will  agree  to  the  young  lady's 
terms  ?" 

"  Oh,  aye,"  said  to  baker,  "  twa  and  saxpence  a  month. 
Pit  it  down  if  you  wull." 

Chairman. — Two  and  sixpence  a  week  was  offered. 

''  Mak  it  just  what  ye  lik,"  said  the  baker. 

The  order  was  made  and  handed  to  the  young  lady 
As  she  was  leaving  the  court,  the  Baker  stopped  her. 
"  Gie  me  hand  o'  that  bit  paper,"  said  the  baker.  The 
request  was  complied  with.  "  Noo,"  said  the  baker, 
thrusting  some  silver  into  her  hand,  "  tak  bock  your 
croon-piece,  and  dinna  fash  yoursel  at  a'  wi'  the  weekly 
payment.  Ye  shall  hae  a  four  pund  loaf  ilka  day  at  my 
shope,  and  ye  may  pay  me  just  when  ye're  able,  and  if  1 
niver  git  the  siller  may  be  I'll  niver  miss  it ;  but  mind, 
young  leddy,"  said  he  angrily,  '-'gin  ye  deal  wi'  ony  ither 
baker,  I'se  pit  this  order  in  force  agin  yere  father." 

The  young  lady  looked  her  gratitude.  The  baker  had 
vanished. 

The  world  has  often  been  pronounced  cold  and  selfish, 
and  the  experience  of  thousands  has  confirmed  the  truth 
of  the  declaration.  But,  as  in  a  dark  and  cloudy  night 
now  and  then  a  star  peers  out  to  cheer  the  lost  wanderer, 
so  among  the  selfish  multitude,  there  is  here  and  there  a 
heart,  which,  like  the  "  Scotch  Baker's,"  can  feel  and  flow 
forth  in  tenderness  and  sympathy,  in  view  of  the  wretch- 
edness and  penury  of  others.  I  love  to  contemplate  such 
instances  of  kind  hearted  generosity,  even  though  they 
may  spring  from  no  higher  source  than  natural  sympathy 
They  show  what  man  sometimes  is,  even  in  his  ruin* 
What  ma}  ho  not  become  ■ 

"  When  Grace  hath  well  refin'd  his  heart?" 


34  SABBATH-DAY 

There  is  room  enough  for  the  exercise  of  kindnp.^  every 
where.  But.  how  mauy  modest,  virtuous  and  sh  nking 
beings,  in  our  large  cities,  whose  sufferings  and  depriva 
tions  the  world  never  knows,  find  themselves  obliged  tc 
toil  by  day  and  by  night  to  furnish  food  for  a  father — and 
that  father  may  be  one,  w^io  has  sunk  himself  by  intem- 
perance and  vice  to  infamy  and  want — but  who  is  still  a 
father; — or,  for  a  mother,  pining  under  wasting  consump- 
tion ; — or,  for  orphan  brothers  and  sisters,  while  hundreds 
around  them  feast  on  the  richest  viands,  and  sleep  on  the 
softest  couch. 

Oh  !  when  will  this  winter,  which  locks  up  the  gene- 
rous affections  of  the  soul  have  ended?  When  shall  we 
return  from  our  aphelion  state  within  the  warming  influ- 
ence of  that  world,  where  all  is  love,  and  where  each  one 
finds  in  every  one  he  meets,  a  friend  and  brother? — May 
those  who  read  the  foregoing  simple,  but  touching  tale, 
learn  a  lesson  of  kindness. 

O  may  our  sympathizing  breasts 

That  generous  pleasure  know  ; 
Kindly  to  share  in  other's  joy, 

And  weep  for  other's  woe. 
When  the  most  helpless  sons  of  grief, 

In  low  distress  are  laid, 
Soft  be  our  hearts  their  pains  to  feel, 

And  swift  our  hands  to  aid. 


Christian  JFinnncss, 


When  the  Rev.  Mr.  Baird  was  once  pleading  the  caus^ 
of  France,  he  related  the  following,  which  he  received 
from  the  lips  of  one  of  the  Evangelists,  employed  by  the 
Missionary  Society  of  Paris.  This  evangelist  was  preach- 
ing in  one  of  the  towns  of  France,  and  a  lady,  the  wife  of 
one  of  its  Avealthicst  citizens  attended  at  the  chapel,  and 
became  deeply  interested  in  the  subject  of  her  soul's  sal- 
vation. Her  husband,  who  was  an  infidel,  opposed  her, 
violently;  and,  at  length,  when  she  become  a  decided 
christian,  told  her  that  it' she  went  to  the  chapel  again, /i6» 
would  take  her  life.  Knowing  well  the  character  of  the 
man,  and  firmly  believing  that  he  would  execute  his 
threat,  she  called  upon  the  minister  to  ask  his  advice. 
I  know  not,  said  he,  what  to  give,  but  we  will  pray  tu 
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God  for  wisdom.  They  Imeeled,  and  prayed  together. 
She  arose  from  her  knees  ;  and,  without  saying  a  word, 
eturned  home.  The  next  Sabbath,  she  was  found  in 
the  house  of  God,  hstening  as  if  for  the  last  time  on  this 
side  of  the  eternal  world.  At  the  close  of  the  service  she 
returned,  and  upon  entering  her  house,  her  husband  met 
her,  when  the  following  conversation  ensued ;  "  Have 
you  been  to  the  chapel  ?"  "  Yes."  "  Did  I  not  tell  you, 
that  I  would  kill  you,  if  you  went  again  ?  How  dared 
you  to  go  ?"  "  Yes,  but  we  must  obey  God  rather  than 
man."  Perceiving  that  he  hesitated,  she  embraced  tho 
opportunity  of  expostulating  with  him.  "Why,"  said 
she,  "  do  you  intend  to  kill  me  ?  Have  I  been  a  worse 
wife  to  you — a  worse  mother  to  your  children,  since  1 
became  a  christian  ?"  "  No,"  replied  he,  letting  his  weap- 
on fall  from  his  hand,  "  no,  and  I  promise  never  to  oppose 
you  any  more.  And  now,"  continued  he,  "I  wish  you 
to  fray  for  meP  They  bowed  before  the  mercy  seat, 
and  she  poured  out  her  soul  in  prayer  for  him.  He  is 
now  one  of  the  most  active  members  of  the  church. 


Gn2*  Father  im  Meai^en, 

The  Bible,  says  Bonnet,  in  his  meditations  on  the 
Lord's  Prayer,  insists  much  upon  this  comparison  of  an 
earthly  Father,  and  our  Father  in  Heaven  ;  and  it  chal- 
lenges the  tenderest  affections  of  a  parent's  heart  to  surpass 
in  any  respect  the  love  and  care  of  our  Heavenly  Father. 
"  What  man  is  there  of  you,  whom  if  his  son  ask  bread, 
will  he  give  him  a  stone  ?  or  if  he  ask  a  fish,  will  he  give 
him  a  serpent  ?  If  ye,  then,  being  evil,  know  how  to  give 
good  gifts  unto  your  children,  how  much  more  shall  your 
Father  which  is  in  heaven,  give  good  things  to  them  that 
ask  him."  Does  a  suflering  or  an  erring  child  meet  with 
assistance  or  compassion  from  his  father?  "Like  as  a 
father  pitieth  his  children,  so  the  Lord  pitieth  them  that 
fear  him.'- 

The  Bible  does  not  stop  even  here ;  the  experience  of 
the  christian  contains  still  richer  treasures  of  consolation. 
If  there  be  found  a  father  so  unnatural  as  to  abandon  his 
own  childj  or  if  death,  striking  a  beloved  father,  leave  his 
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child  an  unprotected  orphan,  the  arms  of  a  heavenly  Ft 
ther  are  stretched  out  to  receive  him,  to  surround  hiru 
with  love  and  paternal  care :  "  When  my  father  and  mo- 
ther forsake  me,  the  Lord  will  take  me  up."  And  this 
assurance,  which  David  had  found  so  blessed  a  reality, 
when  he  pronounced  these  words,  is  the  same  to  every 
soul  whose  confidence  is  in  the  Lord.  Yes,  I  have  seen 
the  young  child  returning  sad  and  dejected,  after  accom- 
panying its  father  to  the  tomb,  and  have  heard  it  ask  in 
the  agony  of  grief — "  Who  will  now  be  my  guide  and  my 
support,  in  this  life  of  misery,  upon  which  I  am  about  to 
enter,  alone,  and  poor,  weak,  and  without  hope  V  And 
then,  I  have  seen  the  hand  of  a  faithful  servant  of  God 
pointing  upwards,  while  with  accents  of  tenderness  and 
sympathy  he  said — "  My  child  !  remember  that  thou  has* 
still  a  Father  in  Heaven ;"  and  these  words,  these  lew 
words,  found  the  way  to  that  young  heart,  and  never 
after  departed  from  it ;  and  these  few  words  gave  a  direc- 
tion to  his  whole  future  life  by  shedding  over  it  a  new 
light. 


•In  Incident* 


The  following  passage  occurs  in  the  recently  publish- 
ed memoirs  of  Mrs.  Hemans  : 

"  It  was  about  this  time  that  a  circumstance  occurred, 
oy  which  Mrs.  Hemans  was  greatly  atlected  and  im- 
pressed. A  stranger  one  day  called  at  her  house,  and 
begged  earnestly  to  see  her.  She  was  then  just  recover- 
ing from  one  of  her  frequent  illnesses,  and  was  obliged 
to  decline  the  visits  of  all,  but  her  immediate  friends. 
The  applicant  was,  therefore,  told  that  she  was  viable  to 
receive  him ;  but  he  persisted  in  entreating  for  a  few 
minute's  audience,  with  such  urgent  importunity,  that  at 
last  the  point  was  conceded.  The  moment  he  was  ad- 
mitted, the  gentleman  (for  suc?h  his  manner  and  appear- 
ance declared  him  to  be,)  explained  in  words  and  tones  of 
the  deepest  feeling,  that  the  object  of  his  visit  was  to 
acknowledge  a  debt  of  obligation,  which  he  could  not 
r3st  satiotied  without  avowing — that  to  her  he  owed,  in 
the  fir?t  io-itance,  .hat  faitli  and  those  hopes,  which  were 
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now  more  precious  to  him  than  hfe  itself;  for  that  it  was 
by  reading  her  poem  of  "  The  Sceptic.^  he  had  been  first 
awakened  from  the  miserable  delusions  of  infidelity,  and 
induced  to  "Search  the  Scriptures."  Having  poured 
forth  his  thanks  and  benedictions  in  an  uncontrollable 
gush  of  emotion,  this  strange  but  interesting  visitant  took 
his  departure,  leaving  her  overwhelmed  with  a  mingled 
sense  of  joyful  gratitude  and  wondering  humility 


Menry  ^lartym. 

Some  years  since,  an  English  gentleman  spent  several 
weeks  at  Shiraz,  Persia.  He  attended  a  public  dmner 
with  a  party  of  Persians,  among  whom  was  one,  who 
took  but  little  part  in  the  conversation.  He  was  below 
middle  age,  serious,  and  mild  in  countenance.  His  name 
was  Mahomed  Rahem.  In  the  course  of  a  religious  con- 
versation, the  Englishman  expressed  himself  with  some 
levity ;  at  which  Mahomed  fixed  his  eyes  upon  him,  with 
such  a  look  of  surprise,  regret,  and  reproof,  as  reached  his 
very  soul.  Upon  inquiry,  the  gentlem.an  found  he  had 
been  educated  as  a  Mollah,  (priest)  though  he  had  never 
ofiiciated ;  that  he  was  much  respected,  was  learned,  re- 
tired in  his  habits,  and  was  drawn  out  to  that  party  only 
by  the  expectation  of  meeting  an  Englishman,  to  whose 
nation  and  language  he  was  much  attached.  In  a  sub- 
sequent interview,  Mahomed  Rahem  declared  himself  a 
christian,  and  gave  the  following  account  of  the  happy 
change  in  his  views  and  feelings  : — 

"  In  the  year  1223  (of  the  Hegira)  there  came  to  this 
city  an  Englishman,  who  taught  the  religion  of  Christ, 
with  a  boldness  hitherto  unparalleled  in  Persia,  in  the 
midst  of  much  scorn  and  ill-treatment,  from  our  mollahs, 
as  well  as  the  rabble.  He  was  a  beardless  youth,  and 
evidently  enfeebled  by  disease.  He  dwelt  among  us  for 
more  than  a  year.  I  was  then  a  decided  enemy  to  infi- 
dels, as  the  christians  are  termed  by  the  ibllowers  of 
Mahomet ;  and  I  visited  this  teacher  of  the  despised  sect 
with  the  declared  object  of  treating  him  with  scorn,  and 
exposing  his  doctrines  to  contempt.  Although  I  perse- 
vered for  some  time  in  this  behavior  to  him,  I  found  tha* 
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every  interview  increased  my  respect  for  the  individual, 
and  diminished  my  faith  in  the  rehgion  in  which  1  had 
been  educated.  His  extreme  forbearance  towards  his  op- 
ponents, the  cahii  and  yet  convincing  manner,  in  which 
he  exposed  the  fallacies  and  sophistries  by  which  he  was 
assailed,  (for  he  spoke  Persian  excellently)  gradually  in- 
clinoi  me  to  listen  to  his  arguments,  to  inquire  dispas- 
sionately into  the  truth  of  them,  and,  finally,  to  read  a 
tract  which  he  had  Vv^'itten,  in  reply  to  a  defence  of  Islam- 
ism  by  one  of  our  chief  mollahs.  Need  I  detain  you 
longer?  the  result  of  my  examination  was,  a  conviction 
that  the  young  disputant  was  right.  Shame,  or  rather 
fear,  withheld  me  from  avowing  this  opinion.  1  even 
avoided  the  society  of  the  christian  teacher,  though  he 
remained  in  the  city  so  long.  Just  before  he  quitted 
Shiraz,  1  could  not  refrain  from  paying  him  a  final  visit. 
Our  conversation — the  memory  of  it  will  never  fade  from 
my  mind — sealed  my  conversion.  He  gave  me  a  book  : 
it  has  ever  been  my  constant  companion ;  the  study  of  it 
has  formed  my  most  delitrhtful  occupation  ;  its  contents 
have  often  consoled  me."  Upon  this  he  put  into  his 
hands  a  copy  of  the  New  Testament  in  Persian.  On 
one  of  the  blank  leaves  was  written,  '■  There  is  joy  in 
heaven  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth,  Henry  Martyn. 


JBooh's  of  Fiction  and  the  JBiMe. 

The  Bible  contains  the  literature  of  heaven — of  eter- 
nity. It  is  destined  to  survive  in  human  hearts  every 
other  book,  and  command  the  ultimate  veneration  and 
obedience  of  the  world. 

When  Sir  Walter  Scott  returned,  a  trembling  invalid 
from  Italy,  to  die  in  his  native  land,  the  sight  of  his 
''  sweet  home,"  so  invigorated  his  spirits,  that  some  hope 
was  cherished,  that  he  might  recover.  But  he  soon  re- 
lapsed. He  found  that  he  must  die.  Addressing  liis 
son-in-law,  he  said,  "  Bring  me  a  bookJ^ — "  What  book  ? ' 
replied  Lockhart.  "  Can  you  ask,"  said  the  expiriiig  ge- 
nius, whose  fjiscinating  novels  have  charmed  the  world, 
but  have  no  balm  for  death — "  Can  you  ask  2vhat  book'.^ 
-^there  is  but  o?je." 
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hOj  there  is  but  one  book,  that  God  has  given  to  us — 
Pt  us  give  that  one  book  unmutilated  to  the  world. 


Jlnecdotes  respecting  the  Mihle. 

There  are  a  few  anecdotes  relating  to  the  pubhcation 
of  the  first  authorized  translation  of  the  Bible,  which  are 
well  worth  recording,  as  demonstrative  of  the  temper 
in  which  our  first  ancestors  received  the  blessing,  and  the 
use  they  made  of  it.  A  command  was  issued  tliat  every 
church  should  be  provided  with  one  of  these  folio  Bibles. 
It  was  done  ;  but  the  anxiety  of  the  people,  of  such  as 
could,  to  read  the  precious  volume,  and  of  such  as  could 
not,  to  handle  and  turn  over  the  pages  of  that  book,  which 
they  had  been  in  the  habit  of  regarding  as  a  thing  of 
mystery  and  prohibition,  was  so  great,  tliat  it  was  found 
necessary  to  chain  them  to  the  desks.  In  a  country 
church,  I  have  seen  the  very  Bible,  and  the  very  chain 
preserved  as  rehcs,  which  three  hundred  years  ago,  at- 
tested the  popular  feeling  on  this  subject.  But  so  deeply 
rooted  were  the  old  prejudices  of  the  governino-  authori- 
ties, that  it  was  four  years  after  the  Bible  was  placed  in 
the  churches,  before  the  king  could  be  persuaded  to  re- 
voke the  decrees  which  forbade  his  subjects  to  have  it  in 
their  private  possession.  At  last,  they  were  graciously 
'permitted  by  royal  license^  to  purchase  Bibles  for  their 
own  reading  at  home.  Then  it  was  that  every  body 
who  could  afford  it  bought  a  copy  of  the  Scriptures  ,  such 
as  could  not  buy  the  whole,  purchased  detached  pas- 
sages. A  cart  load  of  hay  was  known  to  be  given  for  a 
few  chapters  of  St.  Paul's  epistles.  And  many  there 
were,  who,  having  learnt  to  read  in  their  old  age,  that 
fhey  might  have  pleasure  in  poring  over  the  written 
word,  and  reading  with  their  own  eyes  the  wonderful 
things  of  God,  exclaimed  with  the  prophets,  "  Thy  words 
were  found  and  I  did  eat  them ;  and  thy  word  was  unto 
me  the  joy  and  rejoicing  of  my  heart."  The  crosses  and 
public  places  often  presented  the  moving  sight  of  men, 
women  and  children,  crowding  round  a  reader,  who  was 
rehearsing  the  Songs  of  Zion,  and  the  prophecies  of  the 
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seers  of  Israel,  or  the  tender  discourses  of  the  Redeemei 
of  marLkind. 

One  poor  man,  named  John  Marbec,  was  so  desirous 
of  making  himself  master  of  a  Bible,  that  he  determined 
to  write  "one  out,  because  he  had  not  money  enough  to 
buy  one ;  and  when  he  had  accomplished  that  laborious 
task,  he  set  about  the  still  more  trying  toil  of  making  a 
concordance. 

"  They  would  hide  the  forbidden  treasure  under  th 
floors  of  their  houses,"  says  Mr.  Blunt  in  his  admirable 
« Sketch  of  the  Reformation,'  "  and  put  their  lives  in  peril, 
rather  than  forego  the  book  they  desired ;  they  would  sit 
up  all  night,  their  doors  being  shut  for  fear  of  surprise, 
reading,  or  hearing  others  read  the  word  of  God ;  they 
would  bury  themselves  in  the  woods,  and  there  converse 
with  it  in  solitude ;  they  would  tend  their  herds  in  the 
fields,  and  still  steal  an  hour  for  drinking  in  the  good 
tidings  of  great  joy. 

Su^ch  being  the  avidity,  with  which  the  Scriptures  were 
cherished,  let  the  reader  imagine  the  consternation  which 
overwhelmed  the  pious  of  his  country,  when  the  capri- 
cious Henry  reversed  his  former  decrees  in  favor  of  bibli- 
cal learning,  and  threatened  his  people  with  imprisonment, 
confiscation  and  fire,  if  any  below  the  privileged  classes 
should  presume  to  search  the  scriptures.  This  terrible 
stretch  of  royal  prerogative  was  confirmed  by  act  of  par- 
liament in  1543 ;  and  it  seemed  like  a  seal  of  human 
folly  and  infatuation  forced  upon  a  tyrant  king  and  a 
subservient  Senate,  to  refute  future  calumnies  against 
Protestantism,  and  to  be  handed  down  to  posterity  as 
proof,  that  the  Reformation  was  carried  on,  not  by  the 
cold  mechanism  of  State  politics,  but  by  the  fervent  zeal 
and  undaunted  devotion  of  holy  men,  in  spite  of  kings 
and  parliaments.  Our  protestant  forefathers  would  have 
been  crushed,  and  their  names  and  their  labors  forgotten, 
if  the  will  of  their  temporal  and  spiritual  rulers  could 
have  been  accomplished.  This  proclamation  of  1543  set 
forth  that  no  books  were  to  be  printed  about  religion, 
without  the  king's  consent ;  none  might  read  the  scrip- 
tures in  an  open  assembly,  or  expound  it,  but  he  who 
was  licensed  by  the  king  or  his  ordinary.  Every  noble- 
man or  gentleman  might  cause  the  Bible  to  be  read  to 
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him  in  or  about  his  house.  Every  merchant,  who  was  a 
house- keeper,  might  also  read  it,  but  no  women,  nor  arti- 
ricers,  apprentices,  journeymen,  serving-men  under  the 
degree  of  yeom^^n,  and  no  husbandman,  nor  laborer, 
might  read  it. 

Such  were  the  struggles  of  Protestanism  !  nearly  two 
hundred  years  after  Wickliffe's  translation  first  appeared ; 
even  after  the  authorized  version  was  published  and  cir 
culated;  the  king,  who  is  falsely  described  by  our  oppo 
nents,  as  the  nursing  father  of  our  faith,  strove  by  every 
means  with  which  absolute  power  invested  him,  to  stifle 
the  infant  religion,  which  he  is  said  to  have  engendered. 


The  ^€iptism>—»l  Sketch  fi*oni  Meal  jLife. 

It  was  the  afternoon  of  a  cold  winter  day.  The  snovv* 
had  been  drifted  over  the  plain,  that  spread  itself  around 
the  cottage  of  Mrs.  Seldon.  From  the  summit  and  sides 
of  the  hills  that  lifted  themselves  above  the  little  valley,  it 
seemed  to  have  been  whirled  and  wreathed  in  high  and 
dangerous  drifts  about  the  house.  Now  the  wind  was 
hushed,  and  the  sun  broke  from  the  clouds.  Serene  and 
quiet  lay  the  untrodden  snow,  as  if  a  storm  had  never 
swept  across  its  dazzling  surface.  As  I  left  the  village, 
and  urged  my  way  towards  the  cottage,  I  saw  the  curtain 
lifted  from  the  window,  and  presently  the  door  was  open- 
ed, and  the  old  nurse  gave  me  a  cordial  welcome.  "  We 
feared  you  would  not  come  ;"  and  she  added  in  a  hushed 
tone,  '•  to-morrow  it  would  have  been  too  late."  I  had 
no  time  to  answer,  for  she  quickly  led  the  way  to  the  little 
room,  where  the  widowed  mother  lay.  The  racking  pain 
had  left  her,  and  her  face  was  kindled  with  joy — not  of 
earth — as  the  sim  shone  upon  it.  Near  the  bed  was  a 
table,  upon  which  a  white  cloth  had  been  spread  A  basin 
of  water  stood  upon  it,  and  a  Bible  lay  near.  Two  chil- 
dren, bright  and  gentle,  stood  by  the  nurse,  gazing  silently 
upon  the  sweet  face  of  the  mother.  I  went  to  the  bedsidp, 
and  spoke  to  her  in  a  low  tone.  "  Yes,  I  have  strength," 
she  whispered.  "  I  have  done  with  earth — earthly  ties 
are  sundered," — and  the  flush  deepened  on  her  cheek,  as 
she  cast  lier  eyes  upon  her  children.     '•  I  have  committed 
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my  orphans  to  God.  ,  I  have  loved  them  beyond  hfe — but 
I  have  given  them  np.  Now,  sir,  let  the  solemn  ceremo- 
ny be  pWormed."  She  called  the  children  to  her,  and 
they  bent  their  young  heads,  as  we  all  kneeled  in  prayer. 
Her  right  hand  rested  upon  that  of  the  oldest,  and  with 
the  other  she  clasped  the  little  round  arm,  that  lay  across 
her  breast.  She  closed  her  large  dark  eyes,  and  her  lips 
moved — moved  in  earnest  prayer.  Then,  clasped  hand 
in  hand,  the  little  ones  came,  and  stood  by  the  table. 
Beautiful  and  simple  as  the  baptismal  rite  always  is,  it 
was  peculiarly  touching  and  beautiful,  in  that  room  of 
death.  A  dying  mother  then  gave  her  children  to  God. 
When  the  children  returned  to  their  mother,  she  pressed 
them  to  her  bosom — kissed  them — and  asked  God  to 
bless  them. 

"  Mother,"  asked  the  oldest,  "  has  the  water  made  our 
hearts  clean  ?" 

"  God  cleanses  the  heart,  my  child.  When  your  mo- 
ther is  dead,  remember  tliis — she  gave  you  to  God.  You 
are  no  longer  mine,  but  his." 

"  I  am  glad,  moVner,  because  God  will  be  your  father, 
too  ;  and,  mother,  if  you  live  with  God,  and  he  takes  care 
of  sister  and  me,  then  he  can  tell  you  when  we  are  good, 
and  that  will  make  you  happy." 

A  peaceful  smile  passed  over  the  pale,  languid  features 
of  the  mother,  as  she  again  pressed  her  children,  and  ex- 
claimed, "  God  bless  you,  my  precious  ones  !" 

Death,  whatever  may  be  our  preparation,  comes  unex- 
pectedly at  last,  and  between  the  rising  and  setting  of  that 
day's  sun,  a  life  of  devoted  piety  was  quietly  closed. 
There  was  a  long  silence  around  the  bed  of  death,  and 
beautiful  to  those  that  stood  about  was  the  face  from 
which  anxiety  and  sorrow  had  forever  departed,  now  re- 
posing in  evc'^asting  rest.  As  her  pale  cheek  flushed, 
and  her  eyes  kmdled  witli  the  last  glow  of  lile,  lier  voice 
was  earnest  in  prayer  for  her  children,  and  her  last  words 
heard  distinctly  by  us  all,  were,  "Into  tl^y  hands  1  com 
mit  them." 
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Observance  of  the  Sahhath. 

Among  many  excellent  speeches,  which  were  made  at 
the  "  Chelsea  Association  for  the  observance  of  the  Sab- 
bath," none  were  more  interesting  than  that  of  Mr.  Chan- 
cellor, who  is  well  known  as  one  of  the  largest  proprietors 
of  carriages  let  out  for  hire,  in  the  neighborhood  of  Lon- 
don. The  following  portion  of  his  speech  shows  the 
liappy  result  of  a  conscientious  sacrifice. 

"  About  four  years  and  a  half  ago,  it  came  into  my 
mind,  that  1  was  acting  wrongly  in  allowing  my  public 
conveyances  to  run  on  the  Sabbath  day ;  but  I  had  doubts 
what  to  do,  for  I  knew  if  I  gave  it  up,  it  would  be  a  loss 
of  £500  a  year  to  me,  and  my  family  was  large.  I  made 
it  a  subject  of  prayer  to  God ;  and,  at  length,  my  mind 
was  made  up  on  the  subject.  It  is  impossible  to  describe 
ihe  peace  and  happiness,  which  I  have  enjoyed  since  this 
lesolution.  I  would  not  return  to  my  former  practice  for 
ten  thousand  pounds.  I  now  always  pay  my  men  early 
on  Saturday  morning,  instead  of  Saturday  night,  and 
great  is  the  benefit  resulting  from  it.  I  used  often-  to  hear 
of  their  joining  in  riots,  at  the  public  houses  on  Saturday 
nights,  but  now  nothing  of  the  kind  occurs.  Our  Sun- 
day is  really  a  day  of  rest ;  and  it  is  delightful  to  me  to 
see  my  men  at  church,  and  reading  their  Bibles.  I  wish 
many  of  my  neighbors  might  follow  my  example,  for  they 
would  find  happiness  from  it  here,  and  I  am  sure  they 
vi'ould  in  Heaven." 


IFill  your  principles  stand  the  test  Qf  a  dy« 
■lug  hoiirf 

Colonel  Ethan  Allen  was  a  bold  and  distinguished 
officer  in  the  American  Revolution.  He  could  face  the 
enemies  of  his  country,  with  the  most  undaunted  bravery, 
and  in  the  field  of  battle  he  never  shrunk  from  danger. 
But  hfi  was  an  opposer  of  Christianity,  and  even  gjoried 
in  tlie  character  of  an  infidel.  His  wife,  however,  was  a 
pious  v^oman.  and  taught  her  children  to  love  and  respect 
religion,  while  he  told  them  that  it  was  all  a  delusion. 
But  an  hour  at  length  came,  when  the  confidence  of  Col. 
Allen  in  his  own  sentiments  was  severely  tried,  and  like 


44  SABBATH-DAY 

many  other  infidels,  he  dared  not  defend  them.  A  belov. 
ed  daughter  was  taken  sick ;  and,  at  length,  her  situation 
became  alarming.  In  this  solemn  period,  she  sent  a  mes- 
sage to  her  father,  requesting  to  see  liim.  He  hastened 
to  her  bedside,  when  she  thus  addressed  him — "  Father,  1 
am  about  to  die — I  shall  soon  be  in  eternity  and  before 
the  bar  of  God — I  wish  to  be  on  safe  ground — now  tell 
me — shall  1  believe  in  the  principles,  which  you  have, 
taught  me,  or  shall  I  believe  what  mother  has  taught  me  7" 
What  a  question  for  a  daughter  to  put  to  a  father  !  Tho 
intrepid  soldier  quailed  before  her — his  chin  quivered — 
his  frame  was  agitated  — he  paused,  unable  to  reply— but 
at  length  laconically  replied — "  Believe  what  your  mother 
has  taught  you  " — and  hurried  from  the  room. 


The  Jflissionary  Garden— Jl  I^reawi. 

Furnished  by  a  young  Lady. 

The  day  had  been  sultry,  and  a^varmsouth  wind  was 
blowing  languidly,  as  I  took  my  evening  walk,  along  the 
banks  of  a  small  stream,  v/hich  ran  at  the  foot  of  my 
garden.  It  was  twilight — the  hour  when  fancy  asserts 
her  sway,  and  when  we  most  often  indulge  in  reverie 
As  1  walked  silently  along,  my  thoughts  were  employed 
on  that  most  grateful  of  all  topics,  to  the  Christian— ^/ie 
extension  and  final  triumph  of  the  Redeemer's  kiiigdom 
in  this  revolted  ivoj^ld. 

My  imagination  transported  me  to  the  time  when, 
wherever  the  voice  of  man  is  heard,  the  song  of  praise 
to  redeeming  love  shall  strike  upon  the  ear ;  and  wherever 
his  footsteps  are  seen,  there  shall  be  found  those,  whose 
feet  run  in  the  way  of  God's  commands  ;  and  I  exult- 
in  gly  exclaimed : 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun, 

Does  his  successive  journeys  run  ; 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 

'Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

But,  in  the  midst  of  these  gladdening  and  soul  reviving 
anticipations,  the  thought  suddenly  presented  itself,  How 
is  all  this  to  be  accomplished  ;  and  when  shall  these  things 
he  7    Although  the  triumph  of  the  Gospel  had  been  the 
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delio-htful  theme  of  my  contemplations ;  yet  I  had  nev?f 
before  seriously  pondered  upon  the  means  of  its  accom- 
plishment ;  and,  now,  as  one  difficulty  after  another  rose 
to  view,  I  began  to  despond  ;  and,  by  the  time  I  had  seated 
myself  on  the  bank  of  the  stream,  something  like  gloom 
and  unbelief  pervaded  my  soul.  I  thought  of  the  nations 
settmg  in  darkness — of  the  shocking  and  sickening  forms 
of  error,  which  thousands  had  embraced,  ar.d  were  cher- 
ishing ;  and,  more  than  all,  of  the  natural  enmity  of  the 
human  heart  to  the  pure  doctrines  of  Christianity.  And 
then,  1  turned  my  gaze  to  the  church  of  Christ,  itself — 
the  light,  which  was  to  illumine  all  this  darkness — the 
salt,  which  was  to  purify  all  this  corruption.  Alas  !  the 
candle  glimmered  faintly  in  the  socket,  and  the  purifying 
savor  was  scarcely  diffused  through  its  own  body. 

At  length,  overcome  with  fatigue,  and  wearied  with 
my  sorrowful  reflections,  I  fell  asleep  ;  and,  as  is  often 
ihe  case,  my  imagination,  uncurbed  by  reason,  pursued  a 
similar  train,  as  during  my  waking  moments. 

I  seemed,  in  my  dream,  to  be  on  the  summit  of  a  moun- 
tain. Stretching  beneath  me,  lay  a  fertile  and  beautiful 
valley,  which  looked  as  if  it  might  be  the  abode  of  happi- 
ness, such  as  seldom  falls  to  the  lot  of  mortals.  As  I 
regarded  it  more  attentively,  I  observed  that  it  was 
regularly  laid  out  like  a  garden,  and  there  were  in  vari- 
ous parts  of  it,  persons  who  seemed  to  be  endeavoring  to 
improve  and  cultivate  it. 

Desirous  of  knowing  more  of  this  interesting  spot,  I 
commenced  descending  the  mountain,  and  at  length 
encountered  a  person,  who  appeared  to  be  a  spectator  like 
myself,  seated  beneath  a  small  arbor.  On  seeing  me  ap- 
proach, he  requested  me  to  take  a  seat  beside  him,  and  in 
answer  to  my  inquiries,  proceeded  as  follows : 

"The  garden  which  you  see,"  said  he,  "belongs  to  a 
great  and  wise  king,  who  resides  far  distant,  but  who, 
nevertheless,  has  herein  interested  himself  for  many  years 
in  the  production  of  the  choicest  fruits  ;  and  destines  this 
spot  to  be  the  favorite  and  best  cultivated  of  any  in  his 
dominions.  For  this  end,  he  has  here  placed  some  of  his 
most  faithful  and  highly  valued  subjects,  to  whose  care 
he  has  committed  it,  giving  them  directions  how  to  keep 
it,  and  promising  them  a  due  reward  for  their  faithful 
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endeavors  to  accomplish  his  object.  His  directions  are 
to  enrich  the  soil,  and  cause  to  grow  every  kind  of  fruit 
and  flower,  that  is  pleasing  to  the  ey-e,  or  whose  fragrance 
is  grateful  to  the  senses.  No  weeds  are  allowed  to  grow 
in  the  ground,  and  nothing  suffered  to  stand,  which  does 
not  in  some  way  contribute  to  the  object  in  view.  But 
there  is  one  tree,  especially,  which  every  subject  is  re- 
quired to  cultivate  on  his  own  allotted  portion.  Most 
precious  is  it  to  the  king.  A  fair  tree  to  look  upon  ;  its 
blossoms  are  fragrant,  and  its  fruit  more  dehcious  than 
that  of  any  other  tree.  It  is  easil  y  injured  and  destroyed  ; 
but  with  kind  and  constant  care,  it  may  be  brought  to 
perfection.  The  seed  the  king  himself  furnishes,  and 
every  implement,  which  the  cultivators  need  for  its 
growth.  Moreover,  there  is  a  day  set  on  which  the  king 
himself  will  come  to  view  this  garden,  when  it  is  ex- 
pected that  it  will  present  to  his  eye  even  greater  lovelines? 
than  Eden  itself." 

At  this  moment,  the  stranger  being  called  away,  I  de- 
scended into  the  garden,  to  observe  more  narrowly,  how 
far  these  highly  favored  persons  had  proceeded  in  their 
delightful  work.  I  readily  distinguished  the  beautifui 
tree  of  which  my  friend  had  spoken.  But  to  m.y  surprise, 
it  appeared  to  be  growing  only  on  small  portions  of  the 
garden.  Wherever  it  raised  its  graceful  head,  however; 
the  neighborhood  was  filled  with  a  fragrance  most  sweet 
and  delightful.  By  far  the  greater  part  of  the  gardei], 
however,  was  either  lying  waste,  or  was  covered  with 
noxious  v/eeds.  Still  greater  was  my  surprise  to  observe 
how  few  were  employed  in  destroying  these  weeds,  or  in 
elforts  to  plant  out  and  rear  the  tree  of  grace  and  beauty. 
On  the  other  hand,  there  were  a  multitude  of  personS; 
who  seemed  to  be  unemployed,  or  who  were  scattering 
the  seed  of  noxious  plants,  which,  as  they  grew  rapidly, 
tlireatened  to  destroy  the  tender  shoots  of  the  king's  fa- 
vorite. These  latter  persons  I  observed  had  on  a  ditferent 
attire,  and  appeared  to  belong  to  a  diii'erent  order.  .  They 
were,  moreover,  apparently  restless,  discontented,  and  un- 
happy ;  while  the  former  seemed  to  wear  the  aspect  of 
great  cheerfulness,  and  to  enter  into  their  employment, 
with  appropriate  zeal  and  diligence.  Occasionally  I  no 
ticed  others  of  a  somewhat  doubtful  character.     Their 
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dress  was  party-colored  ;  and  1  observed  that  at  no  time 
did  they  appear  with  any  earnestness  to  be  laboring  with 
those  who  were  engaged  in  rearing  the  beautiful  tree,  but 
now  and  then  mingled  with  those,  who  were  scattering 
abroad  the  seeds  of  noxious  plants.  In  neither  employ- 
ment, however,  did  they  appear  to  take  much  interetit. 

While  wondering  what  these  things  could  mean,  1 
retreated  a  little  up  the  mountain,  when  my  friend  again 
made  his  appearance  ;  and  I  eagerly  enquired,  who  the 
several  persons  were,  whom  I  had  seen  in  the  garden. 

"  I  will  answer  your  enquiry,"  said  he.  "  Those  who 
are  engaged  in  rearing  the  beautiful  tree,  are  the  true  and 
loyal  subjects  of  our  king,  who  by  filling  the  garden  with 
this  tree,  would  make  it  a  happy  and  delightful  abode. 
The  second  class  are  the  subjects  of  another  king,  or 
rather  usurper — an  enemy  to  the  Lord  of  the  manor,  who 
claims  this  garden  as  his  own — most  unjustly,  however; 
and  he  has  sent  a  portion  of  his  subjects  to  counteract 
ths  efforts  of  the  cultivators  of  the  tree  of  grace,  and  in 
place  of  it,  to  fill  the  garden  with  thorns  and  briers. 
Those  in  party -colored  attire  are  indeed  the  professed 
subjects  of  the  real  owner  of  the  garden ;  but,  devoid  of 
principle,  or  of  a  just  independence,  and  especially  fond 
of  popularity,  they  are  often  found,  notwithstanding  their 
profession,  mingling  with  the  opposite  party,  and  I  regret 
to  add,  to  the  cause  of  the  true  owner  of  the  garden,  do 
more  injury  than  good." 

"I  have  yet,"  said  I,  "another  question  to  propose. 
The  proprietor  of  the  garden,  you  say,  is  one  day  to  ap- 
pear to  inspect  these  premises,  and  the  day  may  not  be 
far  distant.  Yet  before  his  appearance,  these  weeds  are 
to  be  rooted  out — these  thorns  and  briars  must  disappear — • 
the  sterile  portions  must  be  rendered  fertile  :— my  question 
is,  How  can  the  feio  operators  in  the  field — 1  mean 
those  who  would  beautify  and  adorn  the  garden,  accom 
plish  so  much,  perhaps,  in  so  short  a  time,  and  in  oppo- 
sition to  so  many  embarrassments  ?" 

"  My  good  friend,"  the  stranger  replied,  "  for  an  answer 
to  your  question,  observe  for  a  short  time  the  operations 
of  the  faithful  few.  Look  at  yonder  corner.  How  en- 
gaged they  appear  who  are  stationed  there !  how  full  of 
faith  and  zeal !     Were  all  endued  with  the  same  benevo- 
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lence— were  all  willing  to  practice  the  same  self  denial^ 
the  garden  would  soon  have  fewer  unsightly  places.  Go 
imong  them,  and  you  will  hear  them  speaking  in  anxious 
tones,  now  and  then,  of  the  dark  prospects  before  them  ; 
and  some  of  them,  at  times,  appearing  ready  to  faint.  But 
most  of  them  ^o  forward,  animated  by  the  promises  and 
assurances  of  their  king,  that,  at  length  they  shall  see  the 
accomplishment  of  all  their  wishes.  By  and  by,  the  king 
liimself  will  furnish  them  with  more  aid.  He  will  make 
llieir  task  easier.  He  will  bring  greater  numbers  into 
the  field,  patient,  persevering  and  self-denying  laborers, 
through  whose  efforts  and  the  smiles  of  the  good  king, 
'  the  wilderness  and  the  solitary  place  shall  be  glad,  and 
the  desert  shall  rejoice  and  blossom  as  the  rose.' " 

"  But,"  said  I,  "why  might  not  the  improvement  of  the 
garden  go  forward  with  greater  rapidity?  Wh}'"  should 
the  work  so  linger  ?  Could  not  the  king  hasten  this  work 
of  loveliness  and  beauty  ?" 

<'  Doubtless  he  could,"  responded  the  stranger. 

"  And  if  the  improvement  of  the  garden  be  an  object  so 
dear  to  him,  why  does  he  not  accelerate  the  work,  and 
fulfil  the  desires  and  expectations  of  his  friends?" 

"  That  is  a  question,  my  friend,  which  thousands  Iiave 
asked  before  you.  I  will  reply  to  it  as  well  as  I  am  able. 
The  kincf  has  committed  this  work  to  his  friends.  Their 
instrumentality  is  to  be  employed  in  the  improvement 
and  perfection  of  the  garden." 

"  Oh  !  I  see  at  once  the  difficulty  in  the  case,"  said  I, 
"  the  king's  friends  are  not  siifficievtly  engaged  T 

"  That  is  the  tnre  difliculty,"  said  he.  "  Many  of  those 
who  have  professed  attachment  to  the  king,  and  to  the 
improvement  of  the  garden,  seem  to  be  wanting  in  affec- 
tion and  zeal.  Some  of  them  are  too  much  engrossed 
with  their  own  worldly  concerns  to  labor  in  the  garden, 
or  to  aid  in  supporting  those,  who  are  willing  to  work. 
Others  are  too  supremely  selfish ;  and  others  still,  too  in- 
different to  even  inquire  what  is  their  duty.  The  work 
devolves  on  afeio.  These  few  have  really  done  m*ich  ; 
and,  had  they  only  the  co-operation  of  those  who  ought 
to  help,  and  those  who  pretend  to  wish  to  see  the  garden 
subdued,  and  beautified,  and  adorned,  the  work  would 
ofo  on  well." 
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"  Alas  !"  said  I,  "  what  a  pity  that  nnj  prcf ess  ed  friends 
should  unite  with  the  enemyj  and  sow  tares  or  thorns 
instead " 

"  You  are  wrong,  perhaps,"  said  the  stranger  interrupt- 
ing.    They  do  not  inteiid  to  aid  the  enemy " 

•'  Oh  !  no,"  I  replied,  "  they  have  no  such  design — but, 
tn  truth,  what  do  they  do,  but  co-operate  with  the  king's 
enemies  ?  Does  he  not  say,  '  He  that  is  not  for  me  is 
against  me  ?  He  that  gathereth  not  with  me  scatter eth 
abroad  V  And  is  it  not  true,  that  by  reason  of  their  neg- 
lect, or  selfishness,  many  a  spot  which  ought  to  have  been 
cleared  and  fertile,  is  still  a  desert  ?" 

"  Yes,  yoli  are  right,  quite  right.  I  will  recall  what  1 
said,"  replied  the  stranger. 

"  There  is  still  another  thing  which  troubles  me," 
said  I. 

"What  is  it?" 

"  Laborers  here  are  often  suddenly  removed.  Many 
only  begin,  as  it  were,  to  work,  and  the  king  withdraws 
them." 

"  Very  true,"  said  the  stranger,  "  and  often  mysterious 
to  us." 

"Hence  the  importance  of  zeal  and  fidelity,  while  they 
remain  here,"  said  I.  "  Can  they  not  be  made  to  feel . 
that  they  were  sent  into  the  garden  to  work — to  do  all  in 
their  power  to  cultivate  and  beautify  it  ?  Oh  !  how  it 
grieves  me,  that  any  should  so  requite  the  gracious 
sovereign  himself,  and  think  so  little  of  that  purpose,  upon 
which  he  has  set  his  heart.  They  will  by  and  by  see 
their  error,  and  most  bitterly  lament  their  ingratitude  and 
folly." 

"  That  they  will,"  said  the  stranger,  "  and  I  fear  that 
many  who  have  here  said  and  sung 

'  I  love  thy  kingdom,  Lord — ' 

Will  hear  the  king  say  at  last,  when  they  seek  to  enter 
into  his  paradise  above,  '  Depart — I  never  knew  you — 
depart  ye  workers  of  iniquity.'  " 

"1  hope  /shall  not  be  of  the  number,"  said  I. 

"  I  hope  not  truly,"  said  the  stranger.  "  I  hope  that, 
strangers  as  we  are  to  one  another,  or  at  least  as  we  have 
hcen^  we  may  both  be  found,  not  only  to  have  '  loved  the 
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kingdom'  of  the  great  and  good  King,  whose  garden  this 
is.  but  that  it  will  be  proved,  that  we  have  personal  ^ 
done  much  to  accomphsh  his  wishes  in  respect  to  it — " 

At  this  moment  the  sound  of  music  broke  upon  us. 
"  That  is  a  beautiful  strain,"  said  I. 

"  Sweet  indeed,"  said  the  stranger.  ''Let  us  catch  the 
words." 

"  They  are  a  part  of  that  beautiful  song,"  said  I^  "  the 
first  line  of  which  you  just  quoted : 

*  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend  : 
To  her  my  toils  and  cares  be  giv'n, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end.'  " 

"  Delightful !  delightful !"  exclaimed  the  stranger.  "Let 
us  join  them.     We  are  acquainted  with  that  song." 

"  Not  only*can  we  sing  it,"  said  I,  "  but  I  trust  we  arc 
williag:  to  unite  with  them  in  doing  all " 

I  did  not  finish  the  sentence.  The  dew  was  falling 
fast.  My  limbs  were  chilled  with  the  damps  of  the  eve- 
ning. I  hastened  to  my  chamber,  and  my  dream  taughi 
me  a  lesson  which  I  trust  I  shall  not  soon  forget.  God 
grant  that  I  may  always  value  his  cause  the  more,  by 
iiaving  the  importance  of  it  so  clearly  impressed  upon 
me,  and  never  feel  that  any  toils  are  too  severe,  or  any 
s/\crifices  too  great,  if  by  such  toils  and  sacrifices  I  may 
c  .ntribute  to  its  advancement  in  the  world. 


Fraying  for  the  Sick 


Mr.  Mason,  of  New  York,  was  requested  to  visit  a  lady 
in  dying  circumstances  in  that  city,  who,  with  her 
husband,  openly  avowed  infidel  principles,  though  they 
attended  on  his  ministry.  On  approaching  her  bedside 
he  asked  her  if  she  felt  herself  a  sinner,  and  her  need  of 
a  Savior.  She  frankly  told  him  she  did  not ;  and  tliat 
she  believed  the  doctrine  of  a  Mediator  to  be  all  a  farce ! 
"Then,"  said  the  doctor,  "I  have  no  consolation  for 
you — not  one  word  of  comfort.  There  is  not  a  single 
passage  in  the  bible,  that  warrants  me  to  speak  peace  to 
one,  who  rejects  the  Mediator  provided.  You  must  take 
the  consequence  of  your  infidelity."     So  saying,  he  was 
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jabout  leaving  the  roorrij  when  some  one  said— "Well,  if 
jyou  cannot  speak  consolation  to  her,  you  can  pray  for 
her.'- — He  assented ;  and  kneeling  down  by  the  bed-side, 
prayed  for  her  as  a  guilty  sinner,  just  sinking  into  hell ; 
and  then  left  the  house. 

To  his  utter  astonishment,  a  day  or  two  after,  he 
received  a  message  from  the  lady,  earnestly  desiring  that 
he  would  visit  her,  without  delay.  What  was  his  amaze- 
ment, when  on  entering  the  room,  she  held  out  her  hand 
to  him,  and  with  a  benignant  smile  said,  "  It  is  all  true — 
all  that  you  said  on  Sunday  is  true.  1  have  seen  myself 
the  wretched  sinner  you  described  me  to  be  in  prayer.  I 
have  seen  Christ  to  be  that  all-sufficient  Savior  you  said 
he  was— and  God  has  mercifully  snatched  me  from  the 
abyss  of  infidelity,  in  which  I  was  sunk,  and  placed  me 
on  that  Rock  of  Ages.  There  I  am  secure—  there  I  shall 
remain — I  know  whom  I  have  believed." 

All  was  like  a  dream  to  him.  But  she  proceeded,  and 
displayed  as  accurate  a  knowledge  of  the  method  of  salva- 
tion revealed  in  the  gospel,  and  as  firm  a  reliance  on  it, 
as  if  she  had  been  a  disciple  of  Christ  for  half  a  century. 
Yet,  there  was  no  boasting,  or  presumption— all  was  hu- 
mility, resignation,  and  confidence.  She  called  her 
husband,  and  charged  him  to  educate  their  daughter  in 
the  fear  of  God ;  and  above  all,  to  keep  from  her  those 
novels  and  books  of  infidel  sensuality^  by  lohich  she  had 
been  so  nearly  ruined ;  and  on  the  evening  of  the  same 
day,  expired  in  fullness  of  joy,  and  peace  in  believing. 

The  account  which  the  doctor  received  from  her 
attendants  was  this — that  his  prayer  fastened  upon  her 
mind — that  soon  after  he  had  left  her,  she  became  alarmed 
respecting  the  state  of  her  soul — that  at  one  period,  such 
was  her  agony,  that  although  on  the  Sunday  her  voice 
was  so  feeble  that  she  could  scarcely  be  heard,  yet  her 
cries  were  distinctly  audible  from  the  second  story  to  the 
cellar  of  the  house,  and  that  at  length  she  found  peace 
in  believing  in  Christ,  as  he  is  exhibited  in  the  gospel. 
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Power  of  lleligion» 

Lord was  a  man  of  the  world.     His  plcasurija 

were  drawn  from  his  riches,  his  honors,  and  his  friends. 
His  daughter  was  the  idol  of  his  heart.  Much  had  been 
expended  for  her  education ;  and  well  did  she  repay,  in 
her  intellectual  endowments,  the  solicitude  of  her  parents. 
She  was  highly  accomplished,  amiable  in  her  disposition, 
and  winning  in  her  manners.  They  were  both  strangers 
to  God. 

At  length  Miss attended  a  Dissenters'  meeting  in 

London ;  was  deeply  awakened,  and  was  soon  happily 
converted.  Now  she  was  delighted  in  the  service  of  the 
sanctuary,  and  in  social  meetings.  To  her  the  charms 
of  Christianity  were  overflowing.  She  frequented  those 
places,  where  she  met  v/ith  congenial  minds,  animated 
v/ith  similar  hopes. 

The  change  was  marked  by  the  fond  father,  with  pain- 
ful solicitude.  To  see  his  lovely  daughter,  thus  infatu- 
ated, was  to  him  an  occasion  of  deep  grief;  and  he 
resolved  to  correct  her  erroneous  notions  on  the  subject 
of  the  real  pleasure  and  business  of  life.  He  placed  at 
her  disposal  lar^e  sums  of  money,  hoping  she  would  be 
induced  to  go  into  the  fashions  and  extravagances  of 
others  of  her  birth,  and  leave  the  meetings.  But  she 
maintained  her  integrity.  He  took  her  long  journeys, 
and  conducted  in  the  most  engaging  manner,  in  order  to 
direct  her  mind  from  religion  ;  but  she  still  delighted  in 
the  Savior. 

After  failing  in  many  projects,  which  he  fondly  antici- 
pated would  be  effectual,  he  introduced  her  into  company, 
imder  circumstances  that  she  must  either  join  in  the 
recreation  of  the  party,  or  give  offence.  Hope  lighted 
up  in  the  countenance  of  this  affectionate,  but  misguided 
father,  as  he  saw  his  snare  about  to  entangle  the  object 
o{  his  solicitude.  It  had  been  arranged  among  his  friends, 
that  several  young  ladies  on  the  approaching  festive  occa- 
sion, should  give  a  song  accompanied  by  the  piano-forte  ! 

The  hour  arrived  ;  the  party  assembled.  Several  had 
performed  their  parts,  to  the  great  delight  of  the  party. 

which  was  in  high  spirits.     Miss was  now  called 

on  for  a  song,  and  many  hearts  beat  high  in  hopes  of 
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victory.  Should  she  decline,  she  was  disgraced  ;  should 
she  comply,  their  triumph  was  complete.  This  was  the 
moment  to  seal  her  fate  !  With  perfect  self-possession 
she  took  her  seat  at  the  piano-forte,  and  run  her  fingers 
over  its  keys,  and  commenced  playing  and  singing,  in  a 
sweet  air,  the  following  words  : 

"  No  room  for  mirth  or  trifling  here, 
"  For  worldly  hope  or  worldly  fear, 

"  If  life  so  soon  is  gone  ; 
"  If  now  the  Judge  is  at  the  door, 
"  And  all  mankind  must  stand  before 

"  Th'  inexorable  throne  ! 

"  No  matter  which  my  thoughts  employ, 
"  A  moment's  misery  or  joy  ; 

'  But  0  !  when  both  shall  end. 
"  Where  shall  I  find  my  destined  place? 
"  Shall  I  my  everlasting  days, 
"  With  fiends  or  angels  spend  !" 

She  arose  from  her  seat.     The  whole  party  was  sub- 
dued.    Not  a  word  was  spoken.     One  by  one  left  the 

house.     Her  father  wept  aloud.     Lord never  rested 

until  he  became  a  christian.  He  lived  an  example  of 
christian  benevolence,  having  given  to  benevolent  enter- 
prises, before  his  death,  nearly  half  a  million  of  dollars. 


Mpitonie  of  JVar. 

The  history  of  every  war,  says  the  Ettrici^  Shepherd, 
in  his  "Lay  Sermons,"  is  very  like  a  scene  1  once  saw  in 
Nithsdale.  Two  boys  from  different  schools  met  one  fine 
day  upon  the  ice.  They  eyed  each  other  with  rather 
jealous  and  indignant  looks,  and  with  defiance  on  each 
brow. 

"  What  are  ye  glowrin  at  Billy?" 

"  What's  that  to  you  ?  I'll  look  where  I  have  a  mind, 
an'  hinder  me  if  ye  daur." 

A  hearty  blow  was  the  return  to  this,  and  there  was 
Eucn  a  battle  began  !  It  being  Saturday,  all  the  boys  ot 
both  schools  were  on  the  ice,  and  the  fight  instantly  be- 
came general  and  desperate.  At  one  time,  they  fought 
with  missile  weapons,  such  as  stones,  and  snow  balls ; 
but,  at  length,  they  coped  in  a  rage,  and  many  bloody 
paps  were  liberally  given  ?nd  received,  I  wet  up  to  try 
5* 
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if  I  could  pacify  them ;  for  by  this  time  a  numoer  of  Uttlo 
girls  had  joined  in  the  affray,  and  I  was  afraid  they  would 
be  killed  ;  so,  addressing  the  one  party,  1  asked  wli'at  they 
were  pelting  the  others  lor?  what  they  had  done  to  them? 

'•  O,  neathing  at  a'  man  ;  we  just  want  to  give  them  a 
good  thrashin  !" 

After  fighting  till  they  were  quite  exhausted,  one  of 
tlie  principal  heroes  stepped  forth  between,  covered  with 
blood,  and  his  clothes  torn  to  tatters,  and  addressed  the 
belligerent  parties  thus : — 

''  Weel,  I'll  tell  you  what  we'll  do  wi'  ye :  if  ye'U  let 
us  alane,  we'll  let  you  alane." 

There  was  no  more  of  it;  the  war  was  at  an  end,  and 
the  boys  scattered  away  to  their  play. 

I  thought  at  the  time,  and  have  often  thought  since, 
that  that  trivial  atTray  was  the  best  epitome  of  war  in 
general,  that  I  had  ever  seen.  Kings  and  ministers  of 
tiie  state  are  just  a  set  of  grown-up  children,  exactly  like 
the  children  1  speak  of,  with  only  this  material  difference, 
that  instead  of  fighting  out  the  needless  quarrels  they 
have  raised,  they  sit  in  safety  and  look  on,  while  they 
send  out  their  innocent  but  servile  subjects  to  battle  ;  and 
then,  after  a  waste  of  blood  and  treasure,  are  glad  to  make 
the  boy's  conditions,  "  If  ye'U  let  us  alane,  we'll  let  you 
alane." 


•1  Straight  Moail  to  Heaven. 

It  is  stated,  that,  as  an  eloquent  preacher  delivered  a 
discourse,  in  which  he  set  forth  the  intense  and  eternal 
torments  of  the  finally  impenitent,  one  of  the  modern  res- 
torationists  was  present ;  and  having  a  desire  to  show  his 
knowledge,  followed  the  preacher  to  the  house,  where  he 
took  tea  after  the  exercises  of  the  day  were  closed,  and 
introduced  himself  by  saying — 

"  Well,  sir,  I  have  been  to  hear  you  preach,  and  have 
come  here  to  request  you  to  prove  your  doctrine." 

"  I  thouo^ht  I  had  proved  it,  for  I  took  the  Bible  for 
testimony,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Well,  I  do  not  find  any  thing  in  my  Bible  to  prove 
that  the  sinner  is  eternalli^  iamncd^  and  I  do  not  believo 
any  such  thing." 
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"  What  do  you  believe  ?" 

"  Why  1  believe  that  mankind  will  be  judged  according 
to  the  deeds  done  in  the  body ;  and  those  that  deserve 
punishment  will  be  sent  to  hell,  and  remain  there  until 
the  debt  is  paid,"  <fec. 

Said  the  preacher,  "  I  have  but  a  word  to  say  to  you  ; 
and  first,  for  what  did  Christ  die  ?  And  lastly,  there  is  a 
straight  road  to  heaven ;  but  if  you  are  determined  to  go 
round  hell  to  get  there,  I  cannot  help  it." 

The  man  took  his  leave,  but  his  mind  was  "  ill  at  ease." 
There  is  a  straight  road  to  heaven  still  rang  in  his  ears; 
he  went  home,  read  his  Bible  attentively,  and  was  soon 
convinced  of,  and  acknowledged  his  error,  and  after  a 
suitable  time  united  with  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 


Mis  hop  Polk. 


At  the  consecration  of  Bishop  Polk,  as  Missionary 
Bishop  of  Arkansas,  the  distinguished  Bishop,  M'llvaine, 
delivered  a  discourse,  in  which  he  touchingly  alludes  to 
his  instrumentality  in  the  conversion  of  that  gentleman, 
while  a  Cadet  at  West  Point : 

But  you  will  indulge  me,  brethren,  with  a  moment  to 
say  a  few  words  to  him,  whose  consecration  to  the  office 
of  Missionary  Bishop  is  now  to  "take  place.  You  can 
Httle  conceive  with  what  a  special  and  most  affectionate 
interest,  the  speaker  will  participate  in  this  solemnity.  A 
little  of  it  may  be  explained  by  the  following  brief  relation. 

It  is  now  nearly  thirteen  years,  since  a  very  remarkable 
work  of  grace  occurred,  in  the  Ivlilitary  Academy  of  the 
United  States.  During  a  condition  of  almost  universal 
indifference  to  religion,  and  of  wide  spread  infidelity, 
against  which  the  efforts  of  the  ministry  of  one  man,  set 
for  the  defence  of  the  gospel,  seemed  for  a  long  time  to 
make  not  the  least  way ;  suddenly,  almost,  in  a  very  few 
days,  many  minds,  without  communication  with  one  ano 
ther,  and  without  personal  intercourse  with  the  minister 
appeared  deeply,  and  almost  simultaneously  interested  ii. 
the  great  matters  of  eternal  life.  Officers  as  well  as  Cadets 
participated  in  this,  and  to  such  an  extent,  that  the  minis- 
ter's study  was  soon  occupied  every  evening  with  assen> 
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1)1  ies,  composed  of  both,  for  prayer  and  the  exposition  of 
the  Word  of  God ;  and  a  serious  impression,  more  or  less 
deep  and  abiding,  was  spread  over  a  large  part  of  the 
whole  military  community.  Several  became  at  that  pe- 
riod very  decided  soldiers  of  Christ.  Many  others  receiv- 
ed impressions  then,  which  God  has  since  ripened  into 
manifest  and  energetic  piety.  Many  more  received  the 
seed  of  the  word,  in  whom,  though  it  seemed  to  die,  it  has 
since,  under  the  continued  influence  of  the  spirit,  sprung 
up  and  brought  forth  fruit.  Some  are  still  in  military 
hie.  Others  have  been  long  since,  adorning  the  christian 
profession  in  the  ministry  of  the  gospel. 

The  very  first  appearance  of  this  work  of  grace,  so  re- 
markably and  singularly  the  work  of  God,  was  the  corning 
of  a  Cadet,  alone  and  most  unexpectedly,  to  introduce 
himself  to  the  Chaplain,  and  unburdien  the  sorrows  of  a 
contrite  heart.  All  around  him  was  coldness  and  scepti- 
cism. To  speak  decidedly  in  lavor  of  religion,  was  then 
so  unusual  in  the  Academy,  that  it  made  one  singular. 
To  converse  with  the  Chaplain  on  that  subject,  had  not 
yet  been  ventured  by  any,  except  out  of  opposition  to  the 
truth.  That  any  one  would  appear  there  seriously  seeking 
eternal  life,  even  the  Chaplain  was  afraid  to  hope.  But 
ihe  darkest  part  of  the  night  is  nearest  the  dawn.  A  Ca- 
det did  venture  to  come.  In  open  day,  to  the  Chaplain's 
study,  too  deeply  concerned  to  heed  what  would  be  said 
of  him.  He  was  personally  unknown  to  the  Chaplain. 
His  message  he  tried  to  utter,  but  could  not.  Again  he 
tried,  and  again ;  but  the  heart  was  too  full  for  speech. 
At  length  it  was:  ^'Tell  me  what  must  I  do— I  have 
come  about  my  soul.  I  knoio  not  tohat  I  want — /  am 
entirely  in  the  dark.  What  must  I  seek  7  where  must 
Igo7 

Such  was  the  first  declaration  of  one,  who,  for  some 
days,  had  been  awakened  under  the  preaching  and  read- 
ing of  the  truth.  A  sermon  preached  on  the  scriptures, 
and  a  tract  sent  at  a  venture,  from  the  Chaplain's  study 
to  whomsoever  it  might  meet,  had  been  blessed  to  hi: 
soul.*     Doubts  and  cavils  were  all  abandoned.     Implicit 

♦The  Tract  was  sent  by  a  Cadet,  who,  in  obedience  to  the  request  of  a 
pious  father,  of  whose  death  he  had  just  heard,  liad  come  to  introduce  liim- 
self  to  the  Chaplain.    He  was  not  then  of  a  serious  mind  in  religion.    A 
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submission  seemed  his  engrossing  principle.  From  that 
moment,  the  young  man  appeared  to  take  up  the  cross, 
and  to  stand  decidedly  and  boldly  on  the  Lord's  side. 
The  singular  and  very  prominent  evidence  of  the  hand 
of  God  In  this  case,  was  very  greatly  blessed  to  others. 
Bye-and-bye,  he  professed  Christ  in  the  sacrament  of  bap- 
tism, which  was  administered  to  him,  with  others,  recently 
turned  to  the  Lord,  in  the  Chapel  of  the  Military  Academy, 
and  in  presence  of  all  the  corps.  After  graduating  at 
that  institution,  and  leaving  the  army,  he  passed  through 
a  regular  course  of  study  for  the  holy  ministry,  and  was 
successively  ordained  deacon  and  presbyter.  Many  years 
have  since  elapsed.  The  Chaplain  has  since  been  called 
to  a  higher  order  in  the  ministry,  and  more  enlarged  res- 
ponsibilities in  the  church.  The  Cadet,  meanwhile,  after 
many  vicissitudes  of  active  duty  and  disabling  ill  health, 
supposed  he  had  settled  himself  for  the  rest  of  his  life,  as 
a  preacher  and  pastor  to  an  humble  and  obscure  congre- 
gation of  negroes,  whom  he  had  collected  together  from 
neighboring  plantations ;  to  whom,  living  upon  his  own 
pecuniary  means,  he  appropriated  a  part  of  his  own  house 
for  a  church,  and  to  whose  eternal  interests  he  had  chosen 
cheerfully  and  happily  to  devote  himself,  as  their  spiritual 
father,  with  no  emolument  but  their  salvation.  But  such 
was  just  the  true  spirit,  for  the  highest  of  all  vocations  in 
the  church.  To  be  a  servant  of  servants,  is  the  very 
school  in  which  to  prepare  for  the  chief  ministry  under 
him,  who  took  on  him  the  form  of  a  servant.  The  church 
needed  a  Missionary  Bishop  for  a  vast  field,  for  great  self- 
denial,  for  untiring  patience,  for  courageous  enterprise. 
Her  eye  was  directed  to  the  self-appointed  pastor  of  that 
humble  congregation.     With  most  impressive  unanimity 

Tract  was  put  into  his  hand  for  himself;  another,  as  bread  upon  the  waters, 
with  the  direction,  ''  drop  it  any  where  in  the  barracks :  perhaps  I  shall  hear 
from  it.''  He  smiled,  promised  compliance,  and  dropped  it,  unseen,  in  the 
room  of  his  friend,  the  Cadet  above  named.  That  day  a  week,  the  Chaplain 
heard  from  it,  as  related  in  the  discourse.  But  still,  he  who  dropped  it  was 
not  known  to  care  for  his  soul.  The  other,  having  learned  from  the  Chap- 
lain to  what  Cadet  he  was  so  indebted,  put  a  pious  book  in  his  way — (Grego- 
ry's Letters.)  Soon  they  were  in  prayer  together  in  private.  Soon,  he  who 
was  first  in  Christ  presented  the  other,  as  one  seeking  the  peace  of  God,  at 
the  place  where  the  prayers  of  Cadets  were  then  icont  to  be  made,  (the  Chap- 
lain^s  study.)  One  of  them  is  now  a  Bishop ;  the  other,  a  most  beloved 
minister  of  the  Gospel,  well  known  as  the  devoted  and  successful  PiStW  of 
one  of  the  largest  flocks  of  the  Diocese  of  Virginia. 
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did  she  call  him  away  to  a  work,  not  indeed  of  more  dig- 
nified duty,  bat  of  more  eminent  responsibility  ;  not  indeed 
of  more  exquisite  satisfaction  to  a  christian  heart,  (for 
what  can  give  a  true  christian  heart  more  exquisite  satis- 
faction, than  to  lead  such  of  tha  poor  to  Christ  ?)  but  of 
severer  trials,  and  vastly  greater  difficulties  and  hardships. 
Counting  tlie  cost,  he  has  not  dared  to  decline  it.  Ke- 
garding  the  call  as  of  God,  he  has  embraced  the  promised 
grace,  and  is  now  ready  to  be  offered.  And  thus  the 
Chaplain  has  met  the  Cadet  again,  seeing  and  adoring  the 
end  of  the  Lord  in  that  remarkable  beginning;  and  now 
with  unspeakable  thankfulness  to  God,  for  what  he  here 
witnesses,  may  he  say  to  this  candidate,  the  Bishop  elect, 
in  the  words  of  St.  Paul  to  his  beloved  disciple :  "  Thou, 
therefore,  my  son,  be  strong  in  the  grace,  that  is  in  Clirist 
Jesus.  Endure  hardness  as  a  good  soldier  of  Jesus 
Christ.  And  the  things  thou  hast  heard  of  me  among 
many  witnesses,  the  same  commit  thou  to  faithful  men, 
who  shall  be  able  to  teach  others  also."  I  call  you  son^ 
in  affectionate  recollection  of  the  past.  I  call  you  brother 
now,  in  affectionate  consideration  of  the  present  and  the 
future.  Dear,  beloved  brother,  I  see  plainly  in  prospect 
the  hardness  you  are  to  endure.  I  mean  not  hardness  to 
the  body.  Of  this,  indeed,  you  will  have  no  lack  in  your 
wide  circuits  of  travel  and  labor.  But  this  is  not  the  cross 
I  speak  of.  Hardness  to  the  spirit,  1  mean  :  trials  of  pa- 
tience, and  faith,  and  love,  and  meekness ;  trials  of  the 
heart,  painful  and  constant, — such  as  Jesus  knew  so 
acutely,  because  his  spirit  was  so  pure,  his  heart  so  ten- 
der, his  sense  of  the  hatefulness  of  sin  so  deep— trials, 
such  as  you  will  feel  acutely,  in  proportion  as  you  attain 
towards  the  purity  and  elevation  of  the  mind  of  your  dear 
Master.  But  "God  hath  not  given  us  the  spirit  of  lear." 
Be  thou  partaker  of  the  afflictions  of  the  gospel,  according 
to  the  power  of  God.  "  Endure  hardness  as  a  good  sol- 
dier of  Christ."  Be  ever  looking  unto  him,  glorious  cap- 
tain of  your  salvation! — ever  considering  him,  who 
endured  such  contradiction  of  sinners  against  himself; 
have  in  him  the  simple  confidence  of  a  good  soldier; 
show  the  implicit  obedience,  the  patient  watchfulness,  the 
intrepid  zeal,  the  entn'e  devotcdness  of  a  good  soldier  of 
Jesus  Christ.     Your  strength  is  all  in  him.     It  is  enough. 
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Use  it.  It  waits  your  call.  Draw  upon  that  right  hand 
of  power,  till  you  are  "  strong  in  the  LordP  Carry  the 
spirit  of  the  pastor — of  the  pastor  of  that  congregation  of 
slaves,  the  spirit  of  a  servant  of  servants,  into  the  highest 
walks  of  your  ofnce.  A  ruler  by  commission  ;  be  always 
the  servant  of  all  in  spirit  and  in  work.  Wash  the  disci- 
ples' feet.  Do  any  thing  to  bring  sinners  to  the  washing 
of  regeneration  and  the  renewing  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
Count  all  things  but  loss,  that  the  loss  may  •'  win  Christ 
and  be  found  in  him."  Be  yourself  an  example  of  the 
plainest,  the  most  pointed,  distinct,  earnest  and  constant 
preaching  of  Christ.  This,  and  the  raising  up  and  send- 
ing out  of  others  to  the  same  work,  is  the  high  vocation 
to  which  you  are  called.  Strive  to  surround  yourself 
with  a  ministry  after  this  pattern ;  a  ministry  of  men 
schooled  in  the  experience  of  the  preciousness  of  Christ ; 
schooled  in  the  mind  of  Christ ;  taught  of  God  how  to 
set  him  forth  to  the  consciences  and  hearts,  to  the  wants 
and  fears,  and  woes  of  this  lost  and  blinded  race.  "  Lay 
hands  suddenly  on  no  man."  Aim  indeed  at  a  numerous 
ministry,  because  absolutely  needed.  Aim,  infinitely 
more,  at  a  ministry  full  of  the  Holy  Ghost;  knowjng 
Christ,  teaching  Christ,  following  Christ ;  ready  to  endure 
all  things  for  Christ,  and  his  kingdom.  When  difficulties 
thicken,  and  helpers  are  few,  and  the  wilderness  is  dark 
and  dry,  remember  that  you  do  not  minister  to  others, 
without  being  ministered  unto  ;  you  have  a  '■'•Good  Shep- 
herd''^— outot  sight — but  always  near;  ever  holding  you 
with  his  right  hand.  Jesus  ministereth  to  you.  Let  him 
minister.  Open  your  whole  soul  to  the  working  of  his 
silent,  all-subduing  ministry.  It  will  lift  up  your  heart, 
and  fill  you  with  peace,  and  make  your  wilderness  and 
solitary  place  to  be  glad. 

Finally,  remember,  the  time  is  short.  The  six  working 
days  of  this  short  week  will  soon  be  over ;  the  everlasting 
Sabbath  will  soon  begin.  Labor  hard.  The  work  is 
great;  but  what  we  do  must  be  done  quicidy.  "We 
must  give  ourselves  continually  to  prayer,  and  the  minis- 
try of  the  word."  We  look  "  for  the  appearing  of  the 
great  God  and  our  Savior  Jesus  Christ."  Watch  and 
work !  With  a  father's  heart,  I  pray  for  you.  With  a 
brother's  heart,  I  pray  for  you  ;  commending  you  to  God 
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and  the  word  of  his  grace."  The  God  of  peace,  who 
brought  again  from  the  dead,  onr  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  that 
great  Shepherd  of  the  sheep,  through  the  blood  of  the 
everlasting  covenant,  make  you  perfect  in  every  good 
work  to  do  his  will,  working  in  you  that  which  is  well 
pleasing  in  his  sight,  through  Jesus  Christ ;  to  whom  be 
glory  lor  ever  and  ever.     Amen. 


The  Monster  and  Ms  Black  Boy, 

A  POOR  black  boy,  the  property  of  a  slaveholder  in 
Africa,  having  heard  of  the  preaching  of  the  missionaries, 
felt  a  strong  desire  to  go  and  hear  about  Jesus  Christ. 
For  this  purpose  he  crept  secretly  away  one  evening,  but 
being  obliged  to  pass  under  the  window  of  the  house,  his 
master  observed  hmi,  and  called  out,  "  Where  are  you 
going  V  The  poor  fellow  came  back  trembling,  and  said, 
"  Me  go  to  hear  the  missionaries,  Massa."  "  I'o  hear  the 
missionaries  !  indeed;  if  you  ever  go  there,  you  shall  have 
nine  and  thirty  lashes,  and  be  put  in  irons."  With  a  dis- 
consolate look  the  poor  black  replied,  ''  me  tell,  massa,  me 
tell  the  great  Massa."  "  Tell  the  great  massa  !"  replied 
the  master,  "  What  do  you  mean  ?"  "  Me  tell  the  great 
Massa,  the  Lord  in  heaven,  that  my  massa  was  angry 
with  me,  because  I  wanted  to  go  and  hear  his  word." 
The  master  was  struck  with  astonishment,  his  color 
changed,  and  unable  to  conceal  his  feelings,  he  hastily 
turned  away,  saying,  "  Go  along,  and  hear  the  mission- 
aries." 

Being  thus  permitted  the  poor  boy  gladly  complied.  In 
the  mean  time,  the  mind  of  the  master  became  restless 
and  uneasy.  He  had  not  been  accustomed  to  think  he 
had  a  master  in  heaven,  who  knew  and  observed  all  his 
actions ;  and  he  at  length  determined  to  follow  his  slave, 
and  see  if  there  could  be  any  peace  for  his  troubled  spirit; 
and  creeping  unobserved,  he  slunk  into  a  secret  corner, 
and  eagerly  listened  to  the  words  of  the  missionary. 
That  day  Mr,  Kickerer  addressed  tlie  natives  from  these 
words  :  "Lovest  thou  me?"  "Is  there  no  poor  sinner," 
said  he,  "  who  can  answer  this  question  ?  Not  one  pooi 
?'ave,  who  loves  Jesus  Christ  ?  No  one  who  dares  to  con- 
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fesshim?  Here  the  poor  slave  boy,  unable  to  restrain 
any  longer,  sprang  up  and  holding  up  both  his  hands, 
while  the  tears  streamed  down  his  cheeks,  cried  out  with 
eagerness.  "  Yes,  massa,  me  love  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
me  do  love  him  with  all  my  heart."  The  master  was 
still  more  astonished  and  he  went  home  convinced  of  the 
blessings  the  Gospel  brings,  and  became  a  decided 
Christian. 


The  fJeiv  and  his  Mamghter. 

An  aged  clergyman,  in  the  western  part  of  Virgnna,  as 
he  was  preaching  to  a  large  audience,  observed  a  man  in 
the  congregation,  who  had  in  every  respect  the  appear- 
ance of  a  Jew.  He  was  well  dressed,  and  appeared  ab- 
sorbed in  deep  and  devout  attention,  during  the  services  ; 
at  the  close  of  which  the  clergyman  went  to  him,  and 
thus  addressed  him.  "  Sir,  am  1  not  correct  in  supposing 
that  I  am  addressing  one  of  the  children  of  Abraham  ?" 
"You  are,  sir."  "  But  how  is  it  that  I  meet  a  Jew  in  a 
Christian  assembly." 

The  substance  of  his  narrative  was  as  follows.  He 
was  a  very  respectable  man,  of  superior  education,  who 
Jiad  lately  come  from  London,  with  his  books,  his  riches, 
and  an  only  child,  a  daughter  in  her  seventeenth  year. 
He  had  found  a  beautiful  retreat  on  the  fertile  banks  of 
the  Ohio,  had  buried  his  wife  before  he  left  Europe,  and 
now  knew  no  pleasure,  except  in  the  society  of  his  be- 
loved child.  She  was,  indeed,  worthy  of  a  parent's  love 
— she  was  extremely  beautiful  in  her  person,  but  possess- 
ed the  superior  charms  of  a  cultivated  mind  and  amiable 
disposition  ;  no  pains  had  been  spared  on  her  education. 
She  could  read  and  speak  with  fluency,  several  different 
languages,  and  her  manners  were  most  pleasing.  No 
wonder,  then,  that  a  father,  for  advanced  in  age,  should 
place  his  whole  affection  on  this  only  child  of  his  love  ; 
especially  as  he  knew  no  source  of  happiness  beyond  this 
world.  Being  a  strict  Jew,  he  educated  her  in  the  strict- 
est principles  of  his  religion. 

It  was  not  long  since  that  his  daughter  was  taken  ill. 
The  rose  fadeci  from  her  cheek,  her  eye  lost  its  iirc,  her 
6  5 
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Strength  decayed,  and  it  soon  became  apparent  that  her 
disease  was  incurable  and  fatal.  The  father  hung  over 
the  bed  of  his  daughter,  with  a  heart  ready  to  burst  wilh 
anguish.  He  often  attempted  to  converse  with  her,  but 
seldom  spoke  except  by  the  language  of  tears.  He  spared 
no  trouble  or  expense  in  procuring  medical  assistance, 
but  no  human  skill  could  turn  aside  the  arrow  of  death. 

The  father  was  walking  in  a  small  grove  near  his 
house,  weeping,  when  he  was  sent  for  by  his  dying 
daughter.  With  a  heavy  heart  he  entered  the  door  of 
her  chamber,  soon,  he  feared,  to  be  the  chamber  of  death. 
He  was  now  to  take  a  last  farewell  of  his  child,  and  his 
religious  views  gave  him  but  a  feeble  hope  of  meeting 
her  hereafter.  The  child  grasped  the  hand  of  her  parent 
and  addressed  him  with  all  the  energy  which  her  expir- 
ing strength  permitted. 

"  Father,  do  you  love  me  ?" 

"  My  child,  you  know  I  love  you,  that  you  are  more 
dear  to  me  than  all  the  world  beside." 

"  But  father  do  you  love  me  ?" 

"  Why,  my  child,  will  you  give  me  pain  so  exquisite? 
Have  I,  then,  never  given  you  any  proofs  of  my  love?" 

"  But,  my  dearest  father,  do  you  love  me  ?"  The  father 
could  not  answer — the  child  added;  "I  know,  mydeor 
father,  you  have  ever  loved  me  ;  you  have  been  the  kind- 
est of  parents,  and  I  tenderly  love  you.  Will  you  grant 
me  one  request  ?  O,  my  father,  it  is  the  dying  request  of 
your  daughter,  will  you  regard  it  ?" 

"  My  dearest  child,  ask  what  you  will,  though  it  take 
every  shillino-  of  my  property,  whatever  it  may  be  it  shall 
be  granted — I  will  grant  it." 

"  My  dear  father,  /  heg  yon  never  agam  to  speak 
agamst  Jesus  of  NazarethJ^ 

The  Father  was  dumb  with  astonishmont.  "  I  know,'* 
continued  the  dying  girl,  "  I  know  but  little  about  this 
Jesus,  for  I  was  never  taught,  but  I  know  that  he  is  the 
k:?avior  for  he  has  manifested  himself  to  me  since  I  have 
been  sick,  even  to  the  salvation  of  my  soul ;  1  believe  he 
will  save  me,  although  I  had  never  loved  him  before  ;  I 
feel  that  I  am  going  To  him ;  that  I  shall  ever  be  with  him. 
And  now,  my  father,  do  not  deny  me  ;  I  beg  that  you  will 
never  aofahi  sneak  a^irainst  this  Jesus  of  Nazareth.     I  en- 


MISCELLANY.  63 

irpal  you  tc  obtain  a  Testament  which  tells  of  him,  and 
1  pray  that  you  may  know  him  ;  and  when  I  am  no  more, 
that  you  may  love  and  always  serve  him." 

The  exertion  liere  overcame  the  weakness  of  her  feeble 
body  ;  she  stopped,  and  her  father's  heart  was  too  full  even 
for  tears.  He  left  the  room  in  great  horror  of  mind  ;  and 
before  he  could  recover  himself,  the  spirit  of  his  beloved 
daughter  had  taken  its  flight,  we  may  trust,  to  the  Savior 
whom,  though  she  scarcely  knew,  she  yet  loved  and  hon- 
ored. The  first  thing  the  parent  did,  after  committing  to 
the  dust  this,  his  only  and  beloved  child,  was  to  procure 
a  New  Testament,  which  he  read  diligently;  and  taught 
by  the  Spirit  from  above,  is  now  numbered  amongst  the 
meek  and  humble  followers  of  his  once  despised  Savior. 


George  III^  at  a  Prayer  •/fleeting. 

His  late  majesty,  George  the  Third,  had  heard  of  a  poor 
man  at  Windsor,  who  had  occasionally  a  prayer  meeting 
at  his  house.  He  one  day  disguised  himself,  and  went  to 
the  door  to  inquire  of  the  man  the  nature  of  the  meetings, 
and  to  ask  permission  to  attend.  The  poor  man,  not 
knowing  the  illustrious  individual  with  whom  he  was 
conversing,  supposed  him  to  be  a  person  laboring  under  a 
concern  about  his  immortal  interests,  and  asked  him  to 
walk  in ;  he  then  conversed  with  him  on  the  great  sub- 
jects of  religion,  with  which  the  apparent  stranger  was 
m,uch  pleased  ;  and  expressing  his  gratitude  asked  if  he 
might  be  permitted  to  come  again.  This  proposition  was 
agreed  to.  He  afterwards  paid  the  man  another  visit, 
when  the  concerns  of  his  soul  and  of  eternity,  again  occu- 
pied his  attention.  These  visits  vv^ere  repeated,  until  one 
day  when  the  king  Avas  there,  one  of  his  attendants  came 
to  the  door,  with  a  loud  rap,  which  brought  the  poor  man 
to  his  door,  when  he  was  surprised  on  being  asked  if  his 
majesty  was  there?  To  which  the  man  innocently  re- 
})lied,  no.  On  going  in,  he  informed  his  strange  visitor 
of  the  singular  inquiry  that  had  been  made.  On  this  his 
majesty  explained  the  whole  affair ;  thanked  the  good  man 
for  his  kind  attention  and  advice,  and  told  him  that  as  he 
was  found  out,  he  could  no  more  enjoy  his  company,  but 
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must  bid  him  farewell.  His  majesty's  regrets  on  this  oc- 
casion were  extremely  great,  as  he  derived  pleasure  from 
the  simple  and  familiar  piety  of  this  humble  disciple. 


The  JDoctruie  of  Ti'ansuh^tantiatiou. 

A  Roman  Catholic  gentleman  in  England  being  en- 
gaged to  marry  a  Protestant  lady,  it  was  mutually  ai^reed 
that  there  should  be  no  contests  on  the  subject  of  religion. 
For  some  years  after  their  union,  this  agreement  was 
scrupulously  observed;  but  in  the  course  of  time,  the 
priest,  who  had  paid  them  frequent  visits,  expectins:  to 
find  no  difficulty  in  making  a  convert  of  the  lady,  began 
fo  talk  upon  the  peculiarities  of  his  religion.  He  particu- 
larly insisted  upon  the  doctrine  of  transubstantiation,  and 
grew  troublesome  by  his  importunity.  To  avoid  being 
farther  teazed  by  him,  she  one  day  seemed  to  be  over- 
come by  his  arofuments,  and  agreed  to  attend  at  mass  with 
her  husband  the  following  Sabbath,  provided  she  might 
be  allowed  to  prepare  the  wafer  herself  The  priest  not 
suspecting  any  thing,  and  glad  on  any  terms  to  secure 
such  a  convert,  gave  his  consent.  The  lady  accordingly 
appeared  at  the  Chapel  with  her  husband,  and  after  the 
consecration  of  the  wafers,  which  she  had  brought  with 
her,  she  solemnly  demanded  of  the  priest,  whether  it  was 
really  converted  into  the  body  of  Christ?  To  which  ques- 
tion he  without  hesitation  replied,  Tliat  there  loas  a  con- 
version made  of  the  loliole  snbstance  of  the  bread  into 
the  body  of  Christ,  and  that  there  remained  no  more  of 
its  form  or  substance. 

"If  this  be  really  the  case,"  said  she,  "you  may  eat 
the  wafer  without  any  danger ;  but  as  for  myself  I 
should  be  afraid  to  touch  it,  as  it  is  mixed  with  arsenic 
The  priest  was  overwhelmed  by  a  discovery  so  unexpect 
ed,  and  was  too  wise  to  hazard  his  life  upon  a  doctrine 
for  which  he  liad,  however,  contended  with  all  the  earn- 
estness of  perfect  assurance.  The  lady's  husband  was  sc 
struck  by  this  practical  confutation  of  a  doctrine  which 
he  had  before  implicitly  believed,  that  he  never  afterwards 
appeared  at  the  mass. 
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fc'f  Sllnner  leil  to  the  Savior. 

It  was  a  beautiful  afternoon  of  a  summer  Sabbath, 
vv^heu  a  younger  brother,  about  sixteen  years  of  age,  came 
into  my  room,  and  throwing  his  arms  around  my  neck, 
said,  "  I  want  you  to  pray  for  me." 

It  was  a  moment  of  surpassing  interest,  and  emotions 
never  to  be  told,  or  forgotten,  were  awakened  in  my  heart. 
He  had  always  been  what  is  called,  "a  good  boy" — his 
life  had  been  marked  by  the  strictest  morality,  and  his 
attendance  on  the  duties  of  religion  made  it  impossible  to 
detect  in  his  character  any  thing  amiss.  And  while  I 
had  looked  on  him  as  a  stranger  to  the  Savior,  and  in 
need  of  regenerating  grace,  I  never  expected  to  see  him 
strongly  excited  in  view  of  sin,  or  the  prey  of  peculiar 
distress.  He  seemed  so  near  the  kingdom  of  God  ;  like 
the  young  man  in  the  gospel,  he  had  outwardly  kept  all 
the  commandments,  so  that  it  appeared  as  if  he  must  be 
easily  led  to  embrace  the  Savior,  His  morality  had 
allayed  my  anxiety  in  his  behalf,  and  the  interest  he  had 
ever  manifested  in  the  subject  of  religion,  tempted  me 
almost  to  forget  that  he  was  still  in  his  sins,  an  enemy  of 
God,  and  an  heir  of  hell.  And  when  he  broke  in  upon 
me  with  the  solemn  demand  that  1  should  pray  for  him, 
it  startled  me,  as  if  he  had  come  in  starving  and  asked 
for  bread. 

Perceiving  that  he  was  in  great  distress  of  mind,  I 
desired  him  to  set  down  for  a  moment,  and  tell  me  the 
occasion  of  his  anxiety  freely ;  and  then  I  would  comply 
with  his  request.  He  said  that  the  subject  of  relio^ion 
had  for  years  been  often  before  him,  and  hie  had  always 
intended  to  become  personally  interested  in  it ;  but,  he 
added,  ''when  in  your  prayer  meeting  last  evening  you 
closed  your  remarks  with  the  words,  "  Choose  ye  ^Ai^ 
day  whom  ye  will  serve,"'  I  resolved  that  I  would  seek 
earnestly  the  salvation  of  my  soul.  But  at  that  time  1 
felt  no  unusual  concern,  and  this  morning  scarcely  any 
more  ;  but  my  resolution  was  firm  to  choose  the  Lord  for 
my  portion.  And  this  afternoon,  in  church,  the  sermon 
came  home  to  my  case,  and  I  feel  that  I  am  a  sinner,  a 
great  sinner,  sinking  into  hell ;  and  I  want  you  to  pray 
for  me." 
0* 
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Wc  kneeled  down,,  and  I  offered  prayer,  while  he  wep^ 
in  bitterness  by  my  side.  After  a  few  moments,  and  still 
on  onr  knees,  I  asked  him  what  appeared  to  weigh  tlio 
most  heavily  on  his  heart.  He  said  that  he  liad  been 
chiefly  distressed  by  the  fear  of  the  hell  to  which  lie  was 
exposed,  but  now  that  had  ceased  to  fill  him  with  peciiliui 
horror,  and  his  sins  appeared  so  great,  and  so  wicked, 
that  he  must  sink  under  their  power.  We  spoke  of  the 
peculiar  aggravation  of  his  guilt,  who  had  enjoyed  the 
highest  religious  privileges,  had  been  early  consecrated 
by  pious  parents  to  God,  and  had  been  the  child  of  many 
prayers  and  tears,  and  had  still  refused  to  give  his  heart 
to  Christ.  And  as  li  s  ingratitude  was  revealed,  he 
seemed  to  abhor  himself  as  unworthy  of  the  dust.  And 
now  dispair  was  filling  his  breast.  Such  sins,  so  many, 
so  great,  so  inexcusable,  can  never  be  forgiven.  1  asked 
him  if  he  felt  that  God  would  be  just  in  shutting  him  out 
of  heaven,  and  making  him  miserable  forever.  Oh  yes, 
he  replied,  he  deserved  the  everlastino;  wrath  of  a  holy 
God.  He  could  never  suffer  more  than  he  deserved  ;  but 
it  was  not  hell,  it  was  sin  that  made  him  miserable.  He 
would  suffer  any  thins:,  every  lliinof,  if  he  could  only  be 
delivered  from  this  dreadful  load  of  sin. 

We  spoke  of  the  character  of  God  ;  of  his  spotless 
purity,  that  could  not  bear  with  sin  ;  of  his  jusiice,  that 
burns  to  punish  it;  of  his  truth,  that  had  sworn  to  take 
vengeance  on  the  unofodly.  But  he  anticipated  all  this, 
and  my  words  were  too  weak  to  meet  the  views  he  already 
had  of  these  attributes,  conspiring  ao-ainst  his  soul.  1 
spoke  of  the  love  of  God;  love  ao-ainst  which  he  had 
sinned  so  long  and  deeply  ;  love,  that  had  given  him  the 
religious  privileges  of  his  youth  ;  love,  that  was  now 
keeping  him  out  of  hell ;  love,  that  even  now  offered  to 
pardon  and  save  him. 

"No,  no,"  said  he,  "I  have  sinned  too  much  for  tha?. 
There  can  be  no  pardon  for  so  vile  a  wretch  as  I."  And 
sinking  under  this  despairing  thought,  he  gave  utterance 
to  his  grief  in  sobs  and  tears. 

It  was  an  awful  moment.  1  loved  hiin  as  my  own 
soul ;  and  his  arm  clung  round  my  neck,  as  if  1  were 
holding  him  out  of  the  pit.  He  seemed  ready  to  perish. 
I  plead  at  the  throne  of  grace,  that  the  convicted  sinner 


MISCELLANY.  67 

might  find  mercy  in  this  hour  of  his  extremity.  I  asked 
him  to  pray  ;  and  the  few  broken  petitions  that  he  was 
able  to  offer,  discovered  the  depths  of  distress  from  which 
lie  cried.  Thus  far  I  had  said  nothing  to  him  of  the 
Savior,  as  waiting  to  be  gracious.  T  had  set  before  him 
his  sins,  as  they  appeared  in  contrast  with  the  hoUness  of 
God,  and  had  endeavored  to  lead  him  to  a  deep  sense  of 
gidlt^  on  account  of  those  sins.  He  had  been  well  in- 
structed in  the  great  truths  of  religion,  but  the  thought 
of  a  possibility  of  finding  salvation  from  such  sins  as  he 
felt  on  his  soul,  seemed  not  to  have  entered  his  mind. 
And  when  at  this  juncture  I  spoke  to  him  of  the  atone- 
ment, which  Christ  had  made  for  guilty  man,  he  could 
see  no  provision  that  met  his  case.  I  called  up  the 
precious  and  frequent  promises  of  God  ;  the  gracious  and 
glorious  offers  of  salvation  that  Jesus  Christ  has  made  ; 
I  explained  to  him  how  consistent  it  was  for  God  to  pardon, 
since  Christ  had  suffered  ;  and  how  willing  that  Savior 
was  to  have  mercy  on  the  chief  of  repenting  sinners. 
We  went  to  Calvary,  and  dwelt  on  the  dying  sacrifice, 
and  I  asked  him,  if,  with  that  bleeding  witness  of  God's 
willingness  to  provide  salvation  for  sinners,  he  could 
doubt  the  eternal  word.  Here  his  unbelief  was  staggered. 
Seizing  upon  the  first  gleam  of  hope,  I  besought  him  to 
cast  himself  upon  the  sovereign  mercy  of  God  in  Christ 
Jesus.  "  You  are  a  lost  sinner,  self  condemned  and  per- 
ishing. You  acknowledge  that  God  will  be  just  in 
sending  you  to  hell.  But  you  see  the  provision,  which 
he  has  made  for  just  such  sinners.  Can  you  not  trust 
your  immortal  interests  in  the  hands  of  that  Savior." 

The  solemnity  of  eternity  appeared  to  rest  on  his  soul, 
as  he  poured  out  his  heart  in  prayer,  and  committed  him- 
self unto  Him,  who  is  able  and  willing  to  save.  We 
wept  in  silence  in  the  fulness  of  our  souls  that  knew  no 
words  to  express  the  emotions  of  that  hour.  With  per- 
fect calmness,  almost  incredible  after  the  storm  through 
which  he  had  just  passed,  we  rose  from  our  knees — we 
had  been  praying  and  conversing  for  about  two  hours — 
and  walked  out  together.  A  Sabbath's  sim  was  just 
setting,  but  a  brighter  sun,  with  healing  in  its  beams,  was 
rising  on  his  heart.  We  met  some  young  and  uncon- 
verted friends,  and  at  my  request  he  told  them  what  God 
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had  done  for  his  soul,  and  tenderly  invited  them  to  seel< 
the  Savior  he  had  found. 

My  brother  is  nov/  a  minister  of  the  New  Testament, 
and  will  never  forget  the  two  hours  that  we  spent  on  our 
knees  in  the  summer  of  1831. 


The  Price  of  Happiness, 

An  interesting  but  care-worn  mendicant,  in  vacan 
mood  of  mind,  entered  one  day  the  store  of  a  wealthy 
merchant  in  the  city  of  New  York,  and  as  he  paced  along 
his  eye  rested  on  an  unusual  quantity  of  gold  and  silver 
coin  which  the  clerks  were  busied  in  counting.  His 
heart  sunk  within  him,  as  he  felt  the  chill  of  November, 
which  reminded  him  of  the  poverty  of  his  lot,  and  the 
misery  of  his  family,  and  turning  away  in  despair,  he 
ejaculated  to  himself,  "  How  happy  some  of  that  money 
would  make  me  !"  "  What  is  that  you  say,  my  friend  ?" 
interrogated  the  merchant.  The  confused  mendicant 
begged  to  be  excused — he  was  not  conscious  of  uttering 
any  thing ;  at  any  rate,  his  thought  was  not  intended  for 
his  ear.  But  the  kind  hearted  merchant  would  not  take 
denial,  and  the  poor  man  repeated  what  before  had  invol- 
untarily broke  from  his  lips. 

"  And  how  much,  my  dear  fellow,  would  it  take  to 
make  you  happy?"  '•  O,  I  don't  know! — the  winter  is 
coming  on  apace,  and  1  have  no  wood  :  my  wife  and 
children  are  poorly  clad,  for  I  have  been  sick.  Our  wants 
are  limited,  however,  and  fifteen  dollars  would  dissipate 
the  gloom  of  winter."  "John,  count  this  man  fifteen 
dollars."  The  ingenuous  heart  can  feel,  like  the  grateful 
stranger,  the  nobleness  of  such  bounty,  and  exult  for  hu 
man  nature,  that  meek-eyed  charity  should  find  such  a 
kindred  abode.  A  ray  of  heavenly  light  does  occasionally 
break  upon  this  scene  of  war,  of  selfishness,  and  ambitious 
strife  ;  enough  to  agonize  the  spirit  for  the  future  safety 
of  that  unnumbered  host,  who,  even  in  a  christian  land 
never  feel  the  glow  of  charity,  and  who  never  know  tb^ 
luxury  of  bestowing  a  dollar  upon  the  children  of  want 
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The  Praying  Shepherds 

One  of  the  ejected  ministers  of  Wales,  went  to  Eng-laiid, 
and  hired  himself  as  a  shepherd  to  a  nobleman  of  that 
country.     One  day  the  nobleman's  wife  was  ill,  and  he 
sent  for  the  officiatins:  clergyman  of  the  parish  to  come 
and  pray  for  her.     The  clergyman  being  a  sportsman, 
told  the  messenger  that  he  would  comply  with  the  reques* 
after  his  return  from  hunting.     The  nobleman  hearing 
this,  became  very  uneasy  in  his  mind,  and  thought  it  very 
strange  that  a  professed  minister  of  the  gospel,  preferred 
hunting  to  praying.     A  domestic  told  him  that  the  shep 
herd  could  pray  very  well ;  that  he  went  out  every  niofh 
to  pray  in  a  certain  private  place*;  and  that  he  hdd  v/atch 
ed  him,  and  heard  him  pray  frequently.     The  shepherv 
was  immediately  sent  for,  and  prayed  so  powertiilly,  thf. 
the  nobleman's  heart  was  melted.     He  urged  the  poo 
man  to  recite  his  whole  history,  and  he  rela9tantly  com 
plied.     "  Well,  then,"   said   the   pobleman,    "  you  sha. 
henceforth  be  a  shepherd  of  men.'^    He  built  him  a  meet 
ing  house,  attended  his  ministry,  and  never  again  trouble* 
the  sportsman. 


Miudness  Mewarded* 


Some  years  ago,  during  a  rebellion  in  Ireland,  a  persoh 
named  Edg-Bworth  thoujjht  it  his  duty  to  raise  a  company 
of  soldiers  to  aid  in  restoring  peace ;  and  finding-  one  day 
that  a  large  body  of  rebels  were  only  a  mile  oif,  he  and 
his  fairdly  fled  to  a  place  at  some  distance.  The  only 
person  left  behind  in  the  house  was  a  faithful  housekeep- 
er. On  the  evening  of  the  day  of  the  flight  of  the  family, 
a  large  number  of  the  rebels  entered  the  village.  After 
some  delay  they  went  to  the  gate  of  the  house,  and  the 
housekeeper  expected  every  moment  they  would  enter  by 
violence.  But  why  did  they  not?  One  of  the  rebels 
wh('  had  some  authority,  placed  his  back  against  the  gate 
and  declared  that  no  one  should  open  the  gate,  or  set  the 
foot  of  an  enemy  inside  that  place.  He  said  that  the 
housekeeper  was  a  good  woman,  and  had  done  him  a 
service,  though  she  did  not  know  him,  nor  he  her.     Flo 
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had  never  seen  her  face,  but  she  had  the  year  before  lent 
his  wife  a  small  sum  of  money  to  pay  the  rent  of  his  flax 
ground,  and  he  would  stand  her  friend  now. 

This  led  the  mob  to  talk  over  the  matter ;  and  at  length, 
they  determined  to  send  six  of  their  number,  to  go  into 
the  house  to  demand  fire-arms,  and  to  know  the  truth. 
The  six  men  went  round  to  the  back  door,  and  summon- 
ed the  housekeeper.  One  of  them  presented  a  gun  at  her 
and  asked  for  arms  ;  she  said  that  she  had  none.  Her 
defender,  then,  addressed  himself  particularly  to  her,  and 
inquired  if  she  remembered  him.  She  answered,  "  No  ;" 
to  the  best  of  her  knowledge  she  had  never  seen  his  face. 
He  asked  her  if  she  had  lent  a  woman  money  to  pay  her 
rent  of  flax-ground  the  year  before.  She  replied,  "  Yes, 
she  remembered,"  and  named  the  woman,  the  time,  and 
the  sum.  The  truth  of  what  he  had  stated  was  thus 
proved  to  his  companions.  He  then  bid  her  not  be  alarm- 
ed, for  that  no  narm  should  happen  to  her,  nor  to  any  be- 
longing to  her ;  not  a  soul  should  have  leave  to  go  mto 
her  masters  house,  not  a  twig  should  be  touched,  not  <l 
leaf  should  be  harmed.  With  a  loud  huzza  the  rebel;!, 
went  off;  but  the  care  of  this  grateful  man  for  the  person 
who  had  been  kind  to  him  did  not  cease  here,  for  the 
whole  time  that  the  rebels  were  in  town,  he  kept  guard 
at  the  gate. 

When  Mr.  Edgeworth  returned,  the  town  presented  a 
waost  deplorable  spectacle :  the  windows  were  shattered 
tind  the  doors  were  broken,  but  ivithi/i  his  own  gates  all 
was  safe ;  a  map  which  he  had  consulted  before  his  de- 
parture was  still  on  the  table,  and  a  flower  which  one  ol 
the  children  had  been  copying  was  still  on  the  chimney 
piece. 


•1  fjflerlted  Mebuke. 


Mr.  Locke,  having  been  introduced  by  Lord  Shaftsbury 
to  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  Lord  Halifax;  these  three 
noblemen,  instead  of  conversing  with  the  philosopher,  as 
miffht  naturally  have  been  expected,  on  literary  subjects, 
in  a  very  short  time  sat  down  to  cards.  Mr.  Locke,  after 
looking  for  some  time,  pulled  out  his  pocket-book,  and 
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began  to  write  with  great  attention.  One  of  the  :ompany 
observing  this,  took  the  hberty  of  asking  him  what  he 
was  writing.  "  My  lord,"  said  Locke,  "  I  am  endeavor- 
ing, as  far  as  possible,  to  profit  by  my  present  situation, 
for,  having  waited  with  impatience  for  the  honor  of  being 
in  company  with  the  greatest  geniuses  of  the  age,  I  thought 
I  could  do  nothing  better  than  to  write  down  your  con- 
versation ;  and,  indeed,  I  have  set  down  the  substance  of 
what  you  have  said  this  hour  or  two."  This  well  timed 
ridicule  had  its  desired  effect,  and  these  noblemen,  fully 
sensible  of  its  force,  immediately  quitted  their  play,  and 
entered  into  a  conversation  more  rational,  and  better  suit- 
ed to  the  dignity  of  their  characters,  and  it  may  be  added, 
better  fitted  to  improve  time,  than  so  unprofitable  a  di- 
version. 


Perseverance, 


A  PERSON,  who  suspected  that  a  minister  of  his  ac- 
quaintance was  not  sufficiently  Calvanistic,  went  to  him 
and  said,  "  Sir,  I  am  told  that  you  are  against  the  perse- 
verance of  the  saints."  "  Not  I,  indeed,"  answered  he, 
"it  is  the  perseverance  of  smners  that  I  oppose."  "But 
that  is  not  a  satisfactory  answer,  sir.  Do  you  think  that 
a  child  of  God  cannot  fall  very  low,  and  yet  be  restored  ?" 
He  replied,  "  I  think  it  will  be  very  dangerous  to  make 
the  experiment." 


The  Slack  Ewe. 


Some  time  ago,  as  a  gentleman  was  passing  over  one 
of  the  extensive  downs  in  the  west  of  England,  about  mid- 
day, where  a  large  flock  of  sheep  was  feeding,  and  obser- 
ving the  shepherd  sitting  by  the  road  side  preparing  to 
eat  his  dinner,  he  stopped  his  horse  and  entered  into  con- 
versation with  him  to  this  effect.  "  Well,  Shepherd,  you 
lOok  cheerful  and  contented,  and  I  dare  say  have  very 
few  cares  to  vex  you.  I,  who  am  a  man  of  pretty  large 
property,  cannot  but  look  at  such  men  as  you  with  a  kind 
.■>f  envy."     "  Why,  sir,"  replied  the  shepherd,  "  'tis  true,  I 
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have  not  troubles  like  yours  ;  and  I  could  do  well  enough 
were  it  not  for  that  black  ewe^  that  you  see  yonder  amongst 
my  Hock.  I  have  often  be^^ged  my  master  to  kill  or  sell 
her,  but  he  won't,  though  she  is  the  plague  of  my  life  ;  for 
no  soonerdo  I  sit  down  to  look  at  my  book,  or  take  up  my 
wallet  to  get  my  dinner,  but  away  she  sets  ofT  over  the 
down,  and  the  rest  follow  her ;  so  that  I  have  many  a  weary 
step  after  them — there  !  you  see  she's  off,  and  they  are  all 
after  her !"  "Ah,  friend,"  said  the  gentleman  to  the  shep- 
herd before  he  started,  "  I  see  every  man  has  a  black  ewe 
in  his  flock  to  plague  him,  as  well  as  me  !" 


J'ames  Saunde^'s* 


The  Rev.  T.  T.  Biddulph  of  St.  James'  Church,  Bris- 
tol, mentioned  from  the  pulpit,  about  1818,  that  a  boy, 
some  years  before,  behaved  so  ill  in  St.  James'  Sunday 
School,  that  neither  kindness  nor  severity  appeared  to 
have  any  effect  upon  him.  At  length,  the  teachers  were 
very  reluctantly  obliged  t<^  expel  him,  and  had  almost 
forgotten  the  circumstance.  Lately,  as  a  clergyman, 
(who  was  then  a  teacher  in  the  school.)  was  sitting  in  his 
study,  in  a  distant  country  village,  a  sailor  knocked  at 
the  door.     On  being  admitted  he  said  to  the  clergyman — 

"  I  suppose  you  have  forgotten  me,  sir  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Rev.  Henry  Poole,  "  I  have,  if  I  ever 
knew  you." 

"  Do  you  remember  a  wicked  boy  by  the  name  of  James 
launders  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  he,  "  I  have  much  cause  to  remember 
him  ;  he  gave  me  much  trouble  and  anxiety.  What  do 
you  know  of  him  ?" 

"  I  am  the  lad." 

"  You  are  grown  so,  and  so  much  altered,  1  could  not 
have  believed  it.  Well,  James,  what  account  can  you 
give  of  yourself?" 

"A  very  sorry  account,  sir.  When  I  was  expelled 
from  the  school,  I  left  the  city,  and  wandered,  I  scarcely 
knew  or  cared  where.  At  length  I  found  myself  by  the 
sea  side.  Weary  of  living  by  lying  and  stealing,  1  got  on 
shipboard;  and  after  sailing  in  various  parts  of  the  world 
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I  was  shipwrecked,  in  a  hurricane,  in  the  bay  of  Hondu- 
ras. After  swimming  until  my  strength  failed  me,  I  gave 
myself  up  for  lost.  In  the  middle  of  a  dark  night  I  came 
to  my  senses,  and  found  myself  on  a  rock,  half  covered 
with  water.  I  looked  round  and  called  for  my  shipmates, 
and  found  that  two  of  them  were  situated  like  myself, 
every  moment  expecting  a  watery  grave.  For  the  first 
time  since  I  left  school,  you,  sir,  darted  into  my  mind.  I 
thought  of  your  kindness,  of  my  base  ingratitude,  and 
some  of  the  sacred  truths  you  took  so  much  pains  to  fix 
in  my  memory  ;  particularly  that  passage  in  Numbers 
xxiii.  9j  "  From  the  top  of  the  rock  I  see  him."  In  my  ex- 
tremity, I  looked  to  the  Savior  of  whom  I  had  heard  so 
much,  but  whom  I  had  so  long  slighted  and  despised.  I 
knelt  down,  up  to  my  waist  in  water,  and  cried  mightily 
that  God  would  be  the  rock  of  my  heart,  and  my  portion 
forever.  I  found  your  words  true,  '  that  praying  breath 
was  never  spent  in  vain.' 

"  At  day  break  we  discovered  some  pieces  of  the  wreck, 
on  which  we  ultimately  succeeded  in  reaching  the  shore. 
Then,  many  precious  truths  which  you  had  taught  me 
from  the  Bible,  came  into  my  mind,  though  I  had  almost 
forgotten  during  my  career  of  iniquity,  even  that  there 
was  such  a  book.  1  thought,  sir,  you  would  be  glad  to 
find  that  all  your  care  and  anxiety  on  my  account  was 
not  lost.  I  therefore  walked  from  my  ship  to  thank  you 
in  the  best  manner  I  can,  for  your  former  kindness  to 
me." 

Knowing  the  cunning  adroitness  of  the  lad,  Mr.  Poole 
was  half  inclined  to  discredit  him.  He  inquired  the  name 
of  his  captain,  to  whom  he  wrote,  and  ascertained  that 
since  this  young  man  had  sailed  with  him,  his  conduct 
had  been  so  correct  and  exemplary,  that  whenever  he 
knew  James  Saunders  was  on  deck,  he  made  himself 
perfectly  easy,  knowing  that  the  duties  of  the  ship  would 
be  faithfully  attended  to. 

Many  months  afterward,  Mr.  Poole  received  a  letter  . 
from  the  captain,  saying  that  poor  James  Saunders,  in  a 
distant  part  of  the  world,  was  seized  with  a  fever ;  that 
during  its  progress  he  sent  for  the  sailors,  read  to  theut 
while  he  was  able  out  of  the  Bible,  exhorted  them  to 
cleave  to  the  Rock  of  ages,  which  never  moves  •  to  take 
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example  by  him,  though  one  of  the  vilest  of  sinners,  wi'O 
had  found  mercy  and  grace  to  help  in  every  time  of  neod, 
and  commending  them  all  to  Jesus,  he  fell  asleep  in  Him 
without  a  struggle — a  monument  of  saving  grace  and  re- 
deeming love. 

The  new  school-room  at  Bristol,  accommodating  from 
five  to  six  hundred  children,  being  in  debt  several  hun- 
dred pounds,  some  gentlemen  of  the  committee,  and  other 
friends  of  the  institution  had  lent  the  money  wanted,  in 
sums  to  suit  their  convenience,  and  had  received  bills  for 
their  respective  amounts  bearing  interest.  The  next  day 
after  relating  the  above  incident,  Mr.  Biddulph  received 
from  a  member  of  his  congregation,  a  letter  enclosing  one 
of  those  bills  for  fifty  pounds,  requesting  Mr.  B.  to  burn 
it,  as  the  above  anecdote  had  amply  paid  both  principal 
and  interest  of  it.  Another  of  the  congregation,  who  held 
three  similar  fifty  pound  bills,  sent  them  with  a  like  re- 
quest. Surely  this  is  an  encouragement  for  every  person 
connected  with  Sabbath  schools,  to  persevere  amidst  dis- 
couragements. 

This  case  furnishes  a  signal  instance  of  the  prevalence 
of  prayer,  and  the  utility  of  storing  the  young  mind  with 
portions  of  Scripture,  even  though  it  should  appear  to  be 
castiuE^  the  precious  seed  on  stony  ground.  It  may,  in 
God's  own  good  time,  bring  forth  abundantly,  to  the  praise 
of  our  adorable  Immanuel,  to  whom  be  all  the  glory. 

Sunday-school  teacher  !  "  In  the  morning  sow  thy  seed^ 
in  the  evening  withhold  not  thy  hand  ;  for  thou  knowest 
not  which  shall  prosper  this  or  that."  When  thou  art 
ready  to  retire  with  trembling,  disgust  or  dismay,  think 
of  James  Saunders,  and  go  forward,  leaning  on  your  be- 
loA^d  Redeemer. 


Thomas  Scott. 


Thomas  Scott,  the  author  of  the  invaluatle  Commen- 
tary On  the  Scriptures,  is  nearly  as  well  known  in  the 
United  States  as  in  England.  Thousands  of  families  in 
this  country  possess  that  work  ;  thousands  of  individuals, 
by  means  of  his  labors,  have  better  understood  the  Bible ; 
and  a  multitude,  it  is  believed,  will  meet  the  good  man 
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in  the  kingdom  of  God,  parents  and  children,  who  have 
heard  read  morning  and  evening  his  judicious  exposition, 
and  solemn  practical  reflections,  and,  who,  through  the 
blessing  of  God  upon  the  truth,  have  been  turned  to  the 
wisdom  of  the  just,  through  his  instrumentality.  A  sketch 
of  the  life  of  such  a  man — and  a  sketch  only  do  we  pro- 
pose to  give — may  with  propriety  have  a  place  in  this 
volume,  especially  as  it  shows  what  an  amount  of  good  a 
single  individual  may  accomplish,  and  that  individual 
rising  up  from  obscurity,  and  making  his  way  to  influ- 
ence and  usefulness,  through  a  series  of  formidable  and 
disheartening  obstacles. 

"  My  father,"  says  Doctor  Scott — for  we  will  let  him 
tell  his  own  story,  as  far  as  practicable — "  was  a  grazier,  a 
man  of  small  and  feeble  body,  but  of  uncommon  energy 
of  mind  and  vigor  of  intellect ;  by  which  he  surmounted, 
in  no  common  degree,  the  almost  total  want  of  education. 
His  circumstances  were  very  narrow,  and  for  many  years 
he  strusrsfled  with  uro^ent  difficulties.  But  he  rose  above 
them,  and,  though  never  affluent,  his  credit  was  support- 
ed, and  he  lived  in  more  comfortable  circumstances  to  the 
age  of  seventy-six  years.  He  had  thirteen  children,  ten 
of  whom  lived  to  m.aturity ;  and  my  eldest  brother  was 
twenty-three  years  older  than  my  youngnst  sister.  Hav- 
ing been  taught  principally  by  my  another ^  to  read  fluently 
and  to  spell  accurately,  I  learned  the  first  elements  of 
Latin  at  Burgh,  two  miles  off",  at  a  school,  to  which,  for 
a  while,  I  went  as  a  day  scholar.  But  at  eight  years  of 
age,  I  was  sent  to  Bennington,  a  village  about  four  miles 
north  of  Boston,  where  my  father  had  a  grazing  farm,  thnt 
I  might  attend  a  school  in  the  parish,  kept  by  a  clergy 
man.  Here  I  continued  about  two  years  ;  and  in  additiSfi 
to  writing,  and  the  first  rudiments  of  arithmetic,  I  learned 
a  little  Latin." 

About  this  time  his  eldest  brother,  a  surgeon  in  the 
British  Navy,  died.  Anxious  to  have  a  son  in  the  medi- 
cal profession,  his  father  selected  Thomas,  and  placed  him 
at  school  at  Scorton,  with  that  object  in  view.  For  a 
time  he  applied  himself  with  commendable  diligence  to 
his  Latin  studies  ;  but  was  so  deficient  in  ideas,  that,  ac- 
cording to  his  own  account,  he  "  was  then,  and  for  soiw 
years  afterwards  greatly  at  a  loss  to  write  a  common  letter 
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In  this  school  he  continued  five  years,  when  he  was 
indented  an  apprentice  to  a  surgeon  and  apothecary  at 
Alford,  a  few  miles  distant  from  his  father's  residence. 
Unfortunately,  his  master  was  a  man  of  irreligious  princi- 
ples, which  IMiomas  soon  imbibed,  and  under  the  influ- 
ence of  which,  his  conduct  became  so  flagitious,  thai  in 
two  months  he  was  sent  liome  in  disgrace. 

Mortified  and  displeased,  his  fatherdismissed  all  thoughts 
of  another  situation  for  him,  but  determined  to  bring  him 
up  a  grazier.  To  this  humble  and  depressing  employment 
he  was  confined  for  nine  years,  "  as  entire  a  drudge  as  any 
servant  or  laborer  in  his  father's  employ,  and  almost  as 
little  known  beyond  the  circle  of  inniiediate  neighbors." 
"  As  much  of  my  fiither's  farm,"  he  continues,  "  consisted 
of  low  land,  which  was  often  flooded,  I  was  introduced 
to  scenes  of  hardship,  and  exposed  to  many  dangers  from 
wet  and  cold,  for  which  my  previous  habits  had  not  pre- 
pared me.  In  consequence,  I  was  frequently  ill,  and  at 
length,  suffered  such  repeated  and  obstinate  maladies  that 
my  life  was  more  than  once  despaired  of  Yet  a  kind  of 
indignant,  proud  self-revenge,  kept  me  from  complaining 
of  hardship  ;  though  of  reproach,  and  even  of  reprooi",  1 
was  impatient  to  the  greatest  degree  of  irascibility."  Thus 
situated,  he  was  led  to  be  absent  from  his  father's  house 
as  much  as  possible,  and  to  associate  with  persons  of  the 
lowest  station  in  life,  and  wholly  destitute  of  religious 
principle. 

Yet  even  at  this  time,  he  appears  to  have  thought  of 
the  University;  and,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  of  one  day 
becoming  a  minister  of  the  gospel.  But  his  father,  prob- 
ably from  a  previous  prejudice,  as  well  as  from  a  dislike 
to  his  conduct,  repressed  all  such  aspirings,  and  frequent- 
ly intimated,  that  he  expected  Thomas  would  become  a 
})arish  pauper. 

But  a  discovery  made  about  this  time  roused  his  stifled 
energies,  and  changed  his  business  and  his  fortune.  This 
discovery  was,  that  his  father,  now  advanced  in  years, 
jiad  made  his  will,  by  which  the  whole  farm  was  to  be 
leased  to  another  son,  while  Thomas  "was  to  be  under- 
tenant to  him  for  some  marsh-grazing  land,"  on  which 
was  no  house,  and  no  family  could  be  supported. 

Indignant,  yet  unbroken  in  spirit,  Thomas  at  once  de 
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•erniined  to  take  care  of  h.mself.  He  forthwith  appUed 
himself  to  study  with  a  strange  ond  untiring  zeal ;  at  the 
same  time  resolving,  at  the  first  lavorable  op})ortunity,  to 
leave  his  father's  house,  and  seek  his  fortune  abroad. 

At  length  in  April,  1772,  deeming  himself  to  be  cause- 
lessly and  severely  blamed,  in  a  fit  of  indignant  passion, 
altogether  discreditable  to  himself,  he  leit  his  father's 
house,  and  on  the  following  day  set  off  for  Boston,  where 
a  clergyman  resided,  with  whom  he  had  contracted  some 
acquamtance. 

"  To  this  clergyman,"  says  he,  "  I  opened  my  mind  with 
hesitancy  and  trepidation  ;  and  nothing  could  exceed  his 
astonishment,  when  he  heard  my  purpose  of  attempting 
to  obtain  orders.  He  knew  me  only  as  a  shepherd,  some- 
what more  conversable,  perhaps,  than  others  in  that  sta 
tion,  and  immediately  asked,  '  Do  you  know  any  thing 
of  Latin  and  Greek  ?'  I  told  him  I  had  received  an  edu- 
cation, but  that  for  almost  ten  years,  I  had  not  seen  a 
Greek  book,  except  the  Grammar.  He  instantly  took 
down  a  Greek  Testament,  and  put  it  into  my  hands  ;  and 
without  difficulty  I  read  several  verses,  giving  both  the 
Latin  and  English  rendering  of  them,  according  to  the 
custom  of  our  school.  On  this,  having  strongly  express- 
ed his  surprise,  he  said,  "  Our  visitation  will  be  next 
week ;  the  archdeacon.  Dr.  Gordon,  will  be  here ;  and  if 
you  will  be  in  the  town,  I  will  mention  you  to  him,  and 
induce  him,  if  I  can,  to  send  for  you."  This  being  set- 
tled, I  returned  immediately  to  my  father  for  the  mter- 
vening  days ;  knowing  how  much  at  that  season,  he 
wanted  my  help,  for  services  which  he  could  no  longer 
perform  himself,  and  was  not  accustomed  to  entrust  to 
servants. 

Although  opposed  and  even  ridiculed  by  friends,  he 
still  persevered  and  at  length  went  to  live  at  Boston. 
where  he  applied  himself  diligently  in  the  preparation  for 
taking  orders. 

Considering  the  spirit,  in  which  he  .  eft  his  father, 
although  that  father  seems  not  himself  in  lU  instances  to 
have  acted  judiciously  towards  his  son,  it  is  not  wonder- 
ful that  Providence  should  have  thrown  obstacles  in  his 
path.  On  applying  to  the  Bishop  for  ordination,  the  pre- 
late denied  his  admission,  without  the  consent  of  his 
7*  6 
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father,  and  a  letiar  from  some  beneficed  clergyman  in  the 
neighborhood.  These  were  terms  with  which  he  could 
not  at  that  time  comply,  and  under  a  degree  of  mortifica 
tion,  bordering  on  despair,  he  was  obhged  to  return  home, 
where  he  immediately  resumed  his  shepherds'  clothes, 
and  engaged  in  his  old  employment. 

His  attempt  to  obtain  orders  soon  became  known  in 
tlie  neighborhood,  exciting  much  attention,  and  astonish- 
ment, with  no  small  degree  of  ridicule.  "  This,"  says  he, 
"  raised  the  spirit  of  my  relations  ;  and  the  sentiment  ex- 
pressed by  my  brother,  was  that  of  the  other  branches  of 
the  family.  I  wish,  said  he,  my  brother  had  not  made 
the  attempt ;  but  I  cannot  bear  to  have  it  said,  that  one 
of  our  name  undertook  what  he  was  unable  to  accomplish." 

"In  consequence  of  this  sensation,  my  brother,  and  all 
my  sisters  met  by  appointment  at  my  father's  house;  and, 
with  my  mother,  urged  it  in  the  most  urgent  manner,  as 
his  indispensable  duty,  either  to  consent  to  my  ordination, 
or  to  fix  me  on  a  farm  on  my  own  account.  I  apprehend 
it  was  clearly  foreseen  what  his  concession  would  be,  if 
he  could  be  induced  to  concede  at  all:  and  accordingly, 
after  much  debate,  he  gave  his  consent  in  writing  to  my 
entering  into  orders." 

Thus  placed  in  more  eligible  circumstances,  he  again 
went  to  reside  at  Boston,  where  he  applied  himself  dili- 
gently to  his  studies— "but,"  says  he,  "1  was  greatly 
frowned  on  by  many  of  my  relations ;  and  I  frequently 
heard  the  laugh  of  the  boys,  as  I  walked  about  the  street 
in  a  brown  coat,  and  with  lank  hair,  pointing  me  out  as 
the  'parson!' — If  this  were  a  species  of  persecution,  it 
was  certainly  not  for  Chris fs  sake,  or  for  righteousness' 
sake,  for  I  was  estranged  from  both  at  this  tmie." 

At  this  time,  it  would  seem  that  Mr.  Scott,  according 
to  his  own  confession,  was  destitute  of  evangelical  piety 
and  was  aiming  at  the  sacred  profession  of  the  ministry, 
without  this  most  essential  qualification.  This  proved 
to  him  in  subse  pient  life,  a  source  of  most  sorrowful  re- 
gret. He  did,  indeed,  afterwards  become  pious — truly, 
devotedly  pious,  and  shone  with  uncommon  lustre,  as  a 
disciple  of  Jesus.  But,  at  this  time,  and  for  a  period  after 
receiving  ordination,  he  had  only  the  form,  without  the 
power  of  godliness. 


MISCELLANY.  79 

At  length,  he  received  ordination  and  entered  upon  the 
duties  of  a  curate.  From  this  time,  he  apphed  himself  with 
the  most  unwearied  assiduity  to  the  study  of  the  learned 
languages  and  such  other  subjects,  as  were  connected 
with  the  duties  of  his  profession.  He  spared,  he  tells  us, 
no  pains,  shunned  as  much  as  he  well  could  all  acquaint- 
.ince  and  diversions,  and  even  retrenched  from  his  usual 
hours  of  sleep,  that  he  might  increase  his  intellectual  ac- 
quisitions. In  nine  months,  he  read  through  the  entire 
works  of  Josephus  in  the  original  Greek.  With  the  Sep- 
tuagint  and  the  Hebrew  Bible  he  became  familiar.  His 
progress  in  the  latter  was  remarkable.  "  Of  the  Hebrew," 
he  says,  "  some  twenty  weeks  ago,  I  knew  not  a  letter ; 
and  I  have  now  read  through  one  hundred  and  nineteen 
of  the  Psalms,  and  twenty-three  chapters  of  Genesis  ;  and 
commonly  now  read  two  chapters  every  day,  tracing  eve- 
ry word  to  its  original,  unfolding  every  verbal  difficulty." 
At  the  age  of  sixty,  he  applied  himself  to  the  study  of  Arabic 
and  Susoo — the  latter  an  African  dialect,  and  both  exceed- 
ingly difficult  languages  to  be  mastered.  During  the  ac- 
quisition of  these  languages  and  for  many  years  afterwards, 
he  suffered  severely  from  chronic  complaints.  At  the  age 
of  seventy-two  years,  he  informs  us  that  he  never  studied 
more  hours  each  day  in  his  life.  '•  Never,''  says  he,  "  was 
a  manufactory  more  full  of  constant  employment  than 
our  house ;  five  proof  sheets  of  Commentary  a  week  to 
correct,  and  as  many  sheets  of  copy  (quarto)  to  prepare." 

He  was  employed  upon  his  Commentary  for  thirty-three 
years.  The  marginal  references  alone  cost  him  seven 
years  of  severe  labor.  For  nearly  forty-six  years  he  was 
employed  eight,  ten,  and  sometimes  fourteen  hours  in  a 
day  in  his  study. 

"  The  sale  of  his  works,"  a  writer  remarks,  "  of  plain 
didactic  theology,  during  his  life  time,  amounted  to  tvjo 
hundred  thousand  pounds  sterling.  Probably  an  equal 
sum  has  been  expended  for  these  same  works  since  his 
death.  Of  his  Commentary  on  the  Scriptures,  not  less 
than  thirty-Jive  thcuoand  copies  have  been  sold  in  the 
United  States  alone^  at  a  sum  of  at  least  seven  hundred 
thousand  dollars.  Two  stereotype  editions  of  it  have 
been  published.  The  work  is  now,  at  the  distance  of 
thirty  years   from  its    publication,  as  popular   and    ac- 
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coptable  to  the  relisfious  public  as  ever.  The  annual 
sale  is  now,  in  this  country,  not  less  than  fifteen  lunidred 
copies.  What  an  amount  of  good  has  been  accomplished 
by  a  single  effort  of  this  eutirely  self-taught  man.  At 
least  one  hundred  thousand  families  gathering  their  views 
of  the  meaning  of  the  Christian  revelation  from  the  com- 
ments of  a  single  mind.  This  already  amazing  amount 
of  good,  is  but  a  tithe  of  what  will  yet  be  seen.  Wherever. 
on  all  the  continents  of  this  earth,  the  English  language 
shall  be  spoken,  and  the  English  Bible  shall  be  tound, 
there  the  name  of  Thomas  Scott  will  be  hailed  as  one 
of  the  most  important  benefactors  of  mankind.'"' 


I  J\%ver  Prayed. 


Severe  and  sudden  sickness  seized  a  young  friend  of 
mine,  and  I  hastened  to  his  bed-side.  In  the  midst  of 
conversation,  which  seemed  to  make  little  or  no  impres- 
sion on  his  mind,  I  w.^s  led  to  inquire,  "  Did  you  ever 
pray 7^'  A  faint  and  hesitating  '-No."  was  the  melan- 
choly answer.  A  host  of  sad  thoughts  crowed  on  me, 
awakened  by  this  reply.  A  youth  of  some  eighteen  or 
twenty  summers  was  lying  on  a  dying  bed.  He  had 
lived  in  the  midst  of  the  means  of  grace,  had  been  taught 
the  nature  and  the  duties  of  religion,  had  been  externally 
moral  in  his  deportment,  but  had  never  prayed.  He  had 
been  taught  that  he  was  a  sinner,  but  had  never  asked  to 
be  foro-iven.  He  knew  that  he  was  under  the  curse  of 
the  law  of  God,  and  exposed  to  everlasting  destruction 
from  the  presence  of  the  Lord  ;  but  he  had  never  asked 
God  to  deliver  him  from  the  danger  of  hell,  and  prepare 
him  for  the  enjoyment  of  heaven. 

I  was  distressed  beyond  measure.  It  appeared  incred- 
ible, but  I  had  no  reason  to  doubt  the  sincerity  of  the  dy- 
ino;  youth.  Taking  his  hand,  I  addressed  him  in  words 
similar  to  these: 

"  My  dear  friend  did  you  never  pray  ?  You,  a  crea- 
ture dependent  on  your  Creator  for  every  breath  you 
draw,  for  eveiy  mercy  you  enjoy,  for  every  power  you 
possess,  did  you  never  thank  that  Creator  for  these  gifts? 
A  sinful  creature— having  no  hope,  and  without  God  in 
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the  world — ready  to  perish — under  guilt  that  would  ruin 
the  universe — did  you  never  pray  for  mercy  7  Brouo^ht 
up  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  gospel,  and  often  told  of  that 
Savior,  who  died  for  just  such  sinners  as  you  are,  did  you 
never  go  to  that  Redemer  in  the  dust,  at  the  foot  of  his 
cross,  acknowledge  your  vileness,  and  sue  for  an  interest 
in  his  pardoning  and  atoning  blood  'I  Look,  I  beseech  you, 
at  the  sacrifice  that  God  has  made  for  you.  Look  at  the 
sins,  which  have  separated  between  you  and  God.  Con- 
sider the  infinite  debt  which  you  owe  your  Maker,  and 
your  infinite  inability  to  pa^^  that  debt,  and  then  say 
if  you  ought  not  to  pray  for  a  discharge.  Consider  that 
you  are  not  only  a  debtor,  bankrupt,  and  in  prison,  but  a 
criminal  condemned  already,  and  awaiting  the  day  of  ex- 
ecution to  arrive.  Another  has  undertaken  to  discharge 
your  debt,  and  waits  but  for  you  to  ask  his  aid.  He  has 
consented  to  suffer  the  penalty  of  the  law  in  your  stead, 
and  justify  you  in  the  presence  of  your  condemning  Judge, 
but  he  will  extend  the  benefits  of  his  clemency  to  you 
only  on  condition  that  you  will  as/i^  believing.  You  are 
a  sinner,  d^ang  in  your  sins.  Death  is  feeling  for  your 
heart-strings  now,  and  will  soon  break  them.  The  frail 
thread  of  life  holds  you  out  of  a  burning  hell.  You  must 
perish  unless  you  pray.  Pray,  and  perhaps  3^ou  may  be 
saved." 

With  such  words  I  urged  the  duty  of  prayer  on  this 
dying  friend,  and  the  insensibility  with  which  they  were 
heard,  was  as  great  as  that  with  which  the  multitudes  of 
sinners  listen  to  the  same  entreaties,  when  death  does  not 
appear  so  near.  The  work  of  death  is  going  on,  and  tliat 
youth  does  not  pray.  I  went  from  his  bedside,  reflecting 
that,  perhaps  disease  had  mode  him  still  more  insensible 
than  those  in  health,  and  if  I  made  the  appeal  to  them  1 
might  meet  with  more  success. 

Some  of  them  have  doubtless  read  this,  and  wondered 
that  a  sinner  could  die  without  prayer.  But  is  it  not  more 
strange  that  one  can  live  without  prayer?  Can  you  lie 
down  at  night  and  trust  yourself  to  sleep  without  prayer, 
when  you  know  that  you  are  in  the  hands  of  an  angry 
God,  who  holds  you  in  being,  and  might  in  an  instant 
drop  you  into  devouring  fire?  Can  you  presume  on  his 
goodness,  without  so  much  as  asking  him  to  keep  you. 
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while  you  cannot  keep  yourself?  Can  you  wakc  in  the 
morning,  and  begin  the  business  of  the  day,  without  once 
thinking  of  Him  who  watched  you  while  you  slept,  and 
whose  hand  was  your  shield  ?  Can  you  pursue  the  world, 
and  never  ask  his  aid  in  whose  hand  are  all  your  ways — 
who  must  favor  your  plans  or  they  will  fail  ?  And  these 
are  but  common  obligations.  These  would  bind,  though 
there  were  no  such  thing  as  sin  and  misery,  or  holiness 
and  heaven.  A  wretch,  who  believes  there  is  a  God  and 
denies  every  thing  else,  ought  to  pray.  But  you  believe 
more  than  this.  You  believe  that  the  Bible  is  the  word 
of  God,  and  that  every  word  of  that  book  will  have  a  cer- 
tain fulfilment.  You  know  that  you  must  pray  or  God 
will  never  have  mercy  on  your  sonl :  and  knowing  this, 
and  knowing  that  God  is  waiting  to  be  gracious,  you  re- 
fuse to  pray. 

Should  the  king  come  to  the  door  of  your  cell,  where 
you  were  waiting  for  the  day  of  death  to  come,  and  offer 
to  grant  a  full  and  instant  pardon,  if  you  would  fall  down 
on  your  knees,  and  confess  with  penitence,  your  sin,  and 
trusting  in  his  unbought  goodness,  would  plead  with  him 
for  mercy  ;  would  you  plead  'I  If  he  should  come  to  you 
on  the  scaffold,  as  you  were  on  the  point  of  snffering  the 
penalty  of  the  law,  and  make  you  the  same  offer;  would 
you  pray?  There  is  not  a  more  miserable  evasion  of 
duty  than  the  plea  which  many  put  in  that  they  cannot 
save  themselves,  and,  therefore,  it  is  of  no  use  to  try.  You 
do  not  feel  the  force  of  that  objection.  If  you  did,  you 
would  pray.  Were  you  in  captivity,  dependent  utterly 
on  th3  will  of  your  master  for  life  and  death,  you  would 
jHit  all  yonr  hope  of  escape  in  prayer.  You  would  fall 
down  before  him,  whose  chains  were  on  yon,  and  plead 
with  earnestness  and  tears,  that  be  would  have  compas- 
sion, and  let  you  go.  And  the  more  sensible  you  were 
of  the  impossibility  of  deliverance,  except  throngh  the 
mercy  of  yonr  master,  the  stronger  would  be  your  sup- 
plications, and  the  more  abundant  your  tears.  And  if 
you  felt  your  dependance  on  God  for  deliverance  from 
hell,  you  won  Id  go  down  on  your  knees  and  beg  for  your 
life  as  a  dying  man. 

No ;  God  has  constituted  an  inseparable  connexion 
between  your  salvation  and  prayer.     Your  prayer  will 
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not  make  you  better,  or  God  more  kind.  But  if  you  are 
saved  he  must  save  you,  and  he  will  be  inquired  of  by 
you  to  do  this  thing  for  you.  And  oh !  if  you  never 
frayed^  pray  now.  If  you  have,  pray  more.  Cry  mightily 
unto  God.     Besiege  his  throne. 

"  Perhaps  he  will  admit  your  plea, 
Perhaps  will  hear  your  prayer." 

No.  There  is  no  perhaps,  or  peradventure,  in  any 
promise  that  God  ever  made.  "  Ask,  and  ye  shall  re- 
ceive,"— not  perhaps  ye  shall  receive.  "Seek  and  ye 
shall  find," — not  peradventure  ye  shall  find.  '•  Knock 
and  it  shall  be  opened  unto  you.  For  every  one  that 
asketh,  receiveth ;  and  he  that  seeketh,  findeth,  and  to 
him  that  knocketh  it  shall  be  opened." 


EiOve  your  Enemies. 


A  SLAVE  in  one  of  the  Islands  of  the  West  Indies,  who 
had  originally  c^ome  from  Africa,  having  been  brought 
under  the  influence  of  religious  instruction,  became  sin- 
gularly valuable  to  his  owner,  on  account  of  his  integrity 
and  general  good  conduct.  After  some  time,  his  master 
raised  him  to  a  situation  of  some  consequence  in  the  man- 
agement of  his  estate ;  and  on  one  occasion,  wishing  to 
purchase  twenty  additional  slaves,  employed  him  to  make 
the  selection,  giving  him  instruction  to  choose  those,  who 
were  strong  and  likely  to  make  good  workmen.  The 
man  went  to  the  slave  market,  and  commenced  his  scru- 
tiny. He  had  not  long  surveyed  the  multitude  offered  for 
sale,  before  he  fixed  his  eye  upon  one  old  and  decrepio 
slave,  and  told  his  master  that  he  must  be  one.  Th^ 
master  appeared  greatly  surprised  at  his  choice,  and  re- 
monstrated against  it.  The  poor  fellow  begged  that  h»- 
might  be  indulged ;  when  the  dealer  remarked,  that  i? 
they  were  about  to  buy  twenty,  he  would  give  them  the 
old  man  in  the  bargain. 

The  purchase  was  accordingly  made,  and  the  slaves 
were  conducted  to  the  plantation  of  their  master;  but 
upon  none  did  the  selector  bestow  half  the  attention  and 
care  he  did  upon  the  poor  old  decrepid  African,     He  took 
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him  to  his  own  habitation,  and  laid  him  upon  his  own 
bed ;  he  fed  him  at  his  own  table,  and  gave  him  drink 
out  of  his  own  cup:  when  he  was  cold,  he  carried  him 
into  the  sunshine  ;  and  when  he  was  hot,  he  placed  him 
under  the  shade  of  the  cocoa-nut  trees.  Astonished  at 
the  attention  this  confidential  slave  bestowed  upon  a  fel- 
low-slave, his  master  interrogated  liim  upon  the  subject. 
He  said — "  You  could  not  take  so  much  interest  in  the 
old  man,  but  for  some  special  reason :  he  is  a  relation  of 
yours,  perhaps  your  father  ?" — "  No,  massa,"  answered  the 
poor  fellow,  "  he  no  my  fader."  "  He  is  then  an  older 
brother  ?"  "  No,  massa,  he  no  my  broder  !"  "  Then  is 
he  an  uncle,  or  some  other  relation  ?"  "  No,  massa,  he 
no  be  my  kindred  at  all,  nor  even  my  friend  !"  "  Then," 
asked  the  master,  "  on  what  account  does  he  excite  your 
interest  ?"  '•  He  my  enemy,  massa,"  replied  the  slave ; 
"  he  sold  me  to  the  slave  dealer ;  and  my  Bible  tell  me 
when  my  enemy  hunger,  feed  him,  and  when  he  thirst, 
give  him  drink." 


^ohn  JVewton* 


Two  or  three  years  before  the  death  of  this  eminent 
servant  of  Christ,  when  his  sight  was  become  so.dim,  that 
he  was  no  longer  able  to  read,  an  aged  friend  and  brother 
in  the  ministry,  called  on  him  to  breakfast.  Family  prayer 
succeeding,  the  portion  of  scripture  for  the  day  was  read 
to  him.  It  was  taken  out  of  Bogatsky's  Golden  Treas- 
ury; "By  the  grace  of  God,  I  am  what  I  am."  It  was 
the  pious  man's  custom  on  these  occasions,  to  make  a 
short  familiar  exposition  on  the  passage  read.  After  the 
reading  of  this  text,  he  paused  for  some  moments,  and 
then  uttered  the  following  affecting  soliloquy  : 

"  I  am  not  what  I  ought  to  be  !  Ah  !  how  imperfect  and 
deficient !  1  am  not  what  I  loish  to  be  !  "1  abhor  what 
is  evil,"  and  I  would  " cleave  to  what  is  good!"  I  am 
not  what  I  hope  to  be  !  Soon,  soon  I  shall  put  off  mor- 
tahty:  and  with  mortality,  all  sin  and  imperfection! 
Yet,  though  I  am  not  w^hat  I  ought  to  be,  nor  what  1 
vrish  to  be,  nor  what  1  hope  to  be,  1  can  truly  say,  J  nm 
not  what  I  once  w^as — a  slave  to  sin  and  Satan ;    and   ] 
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can  heartily  join  witn  tlie  apostle,  and  acknowledge,  <  By 
the  grace  of  God^  I  am  what  I  am?  " 


•Undrew  Fuller^ 


"I  don't  know,"  said  a  gentleman  to  the  late  Andrew 
F'uller,  "  how  it  is  that  I  can  remember  your  sermons  bet- 
ter than  those  of  any  other  minister,  but  such  is  the  fact." 
"I  cannot  tell,"  replied  Mr.  Fuller,  "unless  it  be  owing 
to  simplicity  of  arrangement ;  I  pay  particular  atttention 
to  this  part  of  composition,  alwa^^s  placing  things  together 
which  are  related  to  each  other,  and  that  naturally  ibl low 
each  other  in  succession.  For  instance,  added  he,  sup- 
pose 1  were  to  say  to  my  servant,  ^  Betty,  you  must  go 
and  buy  some  butter,  and  starch,  and  cream,  and  soap, 
and  tea,  and  blue,  and  sugar,  and  cakes,'  Betty  would 
be  apt  to  say,  '  Master,  I  shall  never  remember  all  these. 
But  suppose  I  were  to  say,  '  Betty  you  know  your  mis- 
tress is  going  to  have  friends  to  tea  to-morrow,  and  that 
you  are  going  to  wash  the  day  following ;  and  that  for 
the  tea  party,  you  will  want  tea,  and  sugar ;  and  cream 
and  cakes  and  butter ;  and  for  the  washing  you  will  want 
soap,  and  starch  and  blue  ;'  Betty  would  instantly  reply, 
'  Yes  master,  I  can  now  remember  them  all  very  well ! ' " 


The  Force  of  Truth. 


A  GENTLEMAN  was  oucG  askcd  in  company,  what  led 
him  to  embrace  the  truths  of  the  gospel,  which  formerly 
lie  was  known  to  have  neglected  and  despised  !  He  said, 
•'  My  call  and  conversion  to  God,  my  Savior,  were  pro- 
duced by  very  singular  means ;  a  person  put  into  my 
hands  'Paine's  AgQ  of  Reason.'  I  read  it  with  attention, 
and  was  much  struck  with  the  strong  and  ridiculous  rep- 
resentation he  made  of  many  passages  in  the  Bible.  1 
confess,  to  my  shame,  I  had  never  read  the  Bible  through ; 
but  from  what  I  remember  to  have  heard  at  church,  and 
accidentally  on  other  occasions,  I  could  not  persuade  my- 
self that  Paine's  report  was  quite  exact,  or  that  the  Bible 
was  quite  so  ateurd  as  he  representea  it.  I  resolved, 
8 


86  SABBATH-DAY 

therefore,  that  I  would  read  the  Bible  regularly  through, 
and  compare  the  passages  when  I  had  done  so,  that  I 
niight  give  the  Bible  fair  play.  I  accqrdingly  set  myself 
to  the  task,  and  as  I  advanced,  I  was  struck  with  the  ma- 
jesty which  spoke,  the  awfulness  of  the  truths  contained 
in  it,  and  the  strong  evidence  of  its  divine  origin,  which 
increased  with  every  page,  so  that  I  finished  my  inquiry 
with  the  fullest  satisfaction  of  the  truths  as  it  is  in  Jesus, 
and  my  heart  was  penetrated  with  a  sense  of  obligation  I 
had  never  felt  before.  I  resolved  henceforth  to  take  the 
sacred  word  for  my  guide,  and  to  be  a  faithful  Ibllower  oi 
the  Son  of  God." 


JSe  sure  your  Sin  will  Und  you  out. 

No  doctrine  is  more  clearly  revealed  in  the  Scriptures, 
than  that  of  a  future  judgment.  Whatever  crimes,  there- 
fore, are  not  brought  to  light  in  the  present  world  are 
sure  to  be  disclosed  on  that  solemn  and  final  day.  The 
omniscience  of  God  will  bring  them  to  light.  No  matter 
in  what  age  of  the  world  they  have  been  perpetrated,  nor 
in  what  obscure  retreat.  No  m.atter  whether  they  have 
existed  in  the  heart,  or  have  been  acted  out  in  the  life — 
God  is  perfectly  able  to  disclose  them ;  for,  as  the  poet 
says: 

"  Midnight  and  noon  in  this  agree, 
Great  God,  they're  both  alike  to  thee  ; 
Nor  death  can  hide,  what  God  will  spy, 
And  hell  lies  naked  to  his  eye." 

But  it  is  by  no  means  certain  that  the  crimes  of  mankind 
will  not  be  disclosed  even  in  the  'present  world.  God 
has  so  often  in  his  providence  brought  to  light  the  crimes 
of  men,  that  we  may  well  say,  that  no  transgressor  is  sale 
against  developement.  How  often  has  it  happened,  that 
when  the  actor  has  felt  himself  perfectly  secure— when 
time  has  passed  on,  and  years  have  rolled  away,  and  no 
disclosures  have  been  made — on  a  sudden,  and  apparently 
by  accident,  (not  indeed  by  accident,  but  by  the  overruling 
Iiand  of  God,  who  has  seen,  and  remembered  the  crime,) 
it  has  come  to  light.  Some  apparently  trivial  circumstance 
has  excited  suspicion — suspicion  has  led  to  inquiry — and 
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inquiry  has  ended  in  fastening  the  crime  upon  the  perpe- 
trator. 

While  a  ball  is  still  uiifired,  it  is  within  our  power  and 
at  our  disposal.  No  sooner,  howaver,  is  the  match  ap- 
plied to  the  gun  which  contains  it,  than  it  is  oat  of  our 
reach,  and  beyond  our  control.  We  can  neither  recall  it, 
nor  stay  its  ravages.  So  with  sin ;  while  uncommitted 
we  are  free  to  avoid  and  prevent  it ;  but  the  act  once  done, 
and  tlie  guilt  is  upon  us,  and  the  consequences  beyond 
our  reach.  God  can  prevent  them  ;  but  so  far  as  our 
power  extends,  those  consequences  may  last,  and  spread 
wider  and  wider,  till  the  judgment  day.  Nay,  the  evil 
antecedent  to  that  day,  may  be,  in  comparison  with  the 
evil  which  shall  roll  up  after  it,  only  as  the  beginning  of 
sorrows. 

To  impress  the  solemn  truth,  the  author  subjoins  seve- 
ral well  authenticated  instances,  in  which  Divine  Provi- 
dence has  brought  to  light  most  unexpectedly,  and  yet 
most  strikins^ly,  the  perpetrators  of  crimes,  when  they 
were  imagining  themselves,  secure  against  conviction. 
Ponder  upon  these  disclosures,  reader,  and  may  they 
have  the  effect  to  prevent  you  from  sinning  against  a 
God,  who  can  fill  you  with  shame  here ;  or,  if  he  suffers 
your  crimes  to  go  unnoticed  in  the  present  world,  will 
disclose  your  sin  at  his  final  bar  and  there  pour  his  indig- 
nation upon  you. 


A  little  more  than  fifty  years  ago,  a  man  by  the  name 
of  Henry  Thomson  called  at  the  house  of  Mr.  John 
Smith,  a  resident  in  a  retired  part  of  England,  and  request- 
ed a  night's  lodging.  This  request  was  readily  granted, 
and  the  stranger  having  taken  some  refreshment,  retired 
early  to  bed,  requesting  that  he  might  be  awakened  at 
an  early  hour  the  following  morning. 

When  the  servant  appointed  to  call  him  entered  the  room 
for  that  purpose,  he  was  found  in  his  bed,  perfectly  dead. 

On  examining  his  body  no  marks  of  violence  appeared, 
but  his  countenance  looked  extremely  natural.  The  story 
of  his  death  soon  spread  among  the  neighbors,  and  enqui- 
ries were  made  who  he  was,  and  by  what  means  he  came 
by  his  death. 

Nothing  certain,  however,  was  known.    He  had  arrived 
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on  horseback,  and  was  seen  passing  through  a  neighbor- 
ing village,  about  an  hour  before  he  reached  the  house 
where  he  came  to  his  end.  And  then,  as  to  the  manner 
of  his  death,  so  little  could  be  discovered,  that  the  jury 
which  was  summoned  to  investigate  the  cause,  returned  a 
verdict  that  he  died  '•  by  a  visitation  of  God."  When 
this  was  done,  the  stranger  was  buried. 

Days  and  weeks  passed  on,  and  little  further  was 
known.  The  public  mind,  however,  was  not  at  rest. 
Suspicions  existed  that  foul  means  had  hastened  the 
stranger's  death.  Whispers  to  that  eifect  were  expressed, 
and  in  the  hearts  of  many,  Smith  was  considered  as  the 
guilty  man. 

The  former  character  of  Smith  had  not  been  good.  He 
had  lived  a  loose  and  irregular  life,  involved  himself  in 
debt  by  his  extravagances  ;  and,  at  length,  being  suspect- 
ed of  having  obtained  money  wrongfully,  he  suddenly 
fled  from  the  town. 

More  than  ten  years,  however,  had  now  elapsed,  since 
his  return,  during  which  he  had  lived  at  his  present  resi 
dence,  apparetly  in  good  circumstances,  and  with  an  im- 
proved character.  His  former  life,  however,  was  now  re- 
membered, and  suspicion,  after  all,  fastened  upon  him. 

At  the  expiration  of  two  months,  a  gentleman  one  day 
stopped  in  the  place  for  the  purpose  of  making  inquiry 
respecting  the  stranger,  who  had  been  found  dead  in  his 
bed.  He  supposed  himself  to  be  a  brother  of  the  man. 
The  horse  and  clothes  of  the  unfortunate  man  still  re- 
mained, and  were  immediately  known  as  having  belong- 
ed to  his  brother.  The  body  also,  itself  was  taken  up, 
and  though  considerably  changed,  bore  a  strong  resem- 
blajice  to  him. 

He  now  felt  authorized  to  ascertain,  if  possible,  tlie 
manner  of  his  death.  He  proceeded,  therefore,  to  inves- 
tigate the  circumstances,  as  well  as  he  was  able.  At 
length  he  made  known  to  the  magistrate  of  the  district, 
the  information  he  had  collected,  and  upon  the  strengih 
of  tiiis.  Smith  was  taken  to  jail  to  be  tried  for  the  wilful 
murder  of  Henry  Thomson. 

The  celebrated  Lord  IMansfield  was  then  on  the  bench. 
He  chars^ed  tiie  grand  Jury  to  be  cautious  as  to  finding  a 
bill  against  the  "prisoner.     The  evidence  of  his  guilt,  if 
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guilty,  might  be  small.  At  a  future  time  it  might  be 
greater ;  more  information  might  be  obtained.  Should 
the  jury  now  find  a  bill  against  him,  and  should  he  be 
acquitted,  he  could  not  be  molested  again,  whatever  tes- 
timony should  rise  up  against  him.  The  grand  jury, 
however,  did  find  a  bill,  but  it  was  by  a  majority  of  only 
one. 

At  length,  the  time  of  trial  arrived.  Smith  was  brought 
into  court,  and  placed  at  the  bar.  A  great  crowd  throng- 
ed the  room,  eager  and  anxious  to  see  the  prisoner  and  to 
hear  the  trial.  He  himself,  appeared  firm  and  collected. 
Nothing  in  his  manner  or  appearance  indicated  guilt ; 
and,  when  the  question  was  put  to  him  by  the  clerk, 
"  Are  you  guilty,  or  not  guilty  ?"  he  answered  with  an 
unfaltering  tongue,  and  with  a  countenance  perfectly  un- 
changed, "  Not  guilty." 

The  counsel  for  the  prosecution  now  opened  the  case. 
But  it  was  apparent  that  he  had  little  expectation  of  being 
able  to  prove  the  prisoner  guilty.  He  stated  to  the  jury, 
that  the  case  was  involved  in  great  mystery.  The  prisoner 
was  a  man  of  respectability  and  of  property.  The  de- 
ceased was  supposed  to  have  had  about  him,  gold  and 
jewels  to  a  large  amount ;  but  the  prisoner  was  not  so 
m.uch  in  want  of  funds,  as  to  be  under  a  strong  tempta- 
tion to  commit  murder.  And,  besides,  if  the  prisc^ier  had 
obtained  the  property  he  had  effectually  concealed  it.  Not 
a  trace  of  it  could  be  found. 

Why,  then,  was  the  prisoner  suspected?  He  would 
state  the  grounds  of  suspicion.  The  deceased,  Henry 
Thomson,  was  a  jeweller,  residing  in  London,  and  a 
man  of  wealth.  He  had  left  London  for  the  purpose  of 
meeting  a  trader  at  Hull  of  whom  he  expected  to  make  a 
large  purchase.  That  trader  he  did  meet ;  and  after  the  de- 
parture of  the  latter,  Mr.  Thomson  was  known  to  have 
had  in  his  possession  jewels  and  gold  to  a  large  amount. 

With  these  in  his  possession,  he  left  Hull  on  his  return 
to  London.  It  was  not  known  that  he  stopped  until  he 
reached  Smiths,  and  the  next  morning  was  discovered 
dead  in  his  bed.  He  died,  then,  in  Smith's  house,  and  if 
it  could  be  shown  that  he  came  to  his  death  in  an  unnatu- 
ral way,  it  would  increase  the  suspicion,  that  the  prisoner 
was  in  some  way  connected  with  the  murder. 
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Nowj  then,  continued  the  counsel,  it  will  be  proved  be 
yond  the  possibility  of  a  doubt,  that  the  deceased  died  by 
poison.  But  what  was  that  poison?  It  was  a  recent 
discovery  of  some  German  chemsits,  said  to  be  produced 
from  distilling  the  seed  of  the  wild  cherry  tree.  It  was 
a  poison  more  powerful  than  any  other  known,  and  de- 
prived of  life  so  immediately,  as  to  leave  no  marks  of  suf- 
fering, and  no  contortions  of  the  features. 

But,  then,  the  question  was,  by  whom  was  it  adminis 
tered?  One  circumstance,  a  small  one  indeed,  and  ye 
upon  it  might  hang  a  horrid  tale,  was  that  the  stopper  of 
a  small  bottle  of  a  very  singular  description  had  been 
found  in  the  prisoner's  house.  That  stopper  had  been 
examined,  and  said  by  medical  men  to  have  belonged  to 
a  German  vial,  containing  the  kind  of  poison,  which  he 
had  described.  But,  then,  was  that  poison  administered 
by  Smith,  or  at  his  instigation '?  Who  were  the  prisoner's 
family  ?  It  consisted  only  of  himself,  a  housekeeper,  and 
one  man  servant.  The  man  servant  slept  in  an  out-house 
adjoining  the  stable,  and  did  so  on  the  night  of  Thomson's 
death.  The  prisoner  slept  at  one  end  of  the  house,  the 
housekeeper  at  the  other,  and  the  deceased  had  been  put 
in  a  room  adjoining  the  housekeeper's. 

It  would  be  proved,  that  about  three  hours  after  mid- 
night, on  the  night  of  Thomson's  death,  a  light  had  been 
seen,  moving  about  the  house,  and  that  a  figure  holding 
the  light  was  seen  to  go  from  the  room,  in  which  the  pris- 
oner slept  to  the  housekeeper's  room ;  the  light  now  dis- 
appeared for  a  minute,  when  two  persons  were  seen,  but 
whether  they  went  into  Thomson's  room,  the  witness 
could  not  swear ;  but  shortly  after  they  were  observed 
passing  quite  through  the  entry  to  Smith's  room,  into 
which  they  entered,  and  in  about  five  minutes  the  ligh 
was  extinguished. 

The  witness  would  further  state  ;  that,  after  the  person 
had  returned  with  the  light  into  Smith's  room,  and  before 
it  was  extinguished,  he  had  twice  perceived  some  dark 
object  to  intervene  between  the  light  and  the  window,  al- 
most as  large  as  the  surface  of  the  window  itself,  and 
which  he  described  by  saying,  it  appeared  as  if  a  door 
had  been  placed  before  the  light.  Now,  in  Smith's  room, 
there  was  nothing  which  could  account  for  this  appear- 
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ance ;  his  bed  was  in  a  different  part ;  and  there  was  nei- 
ther cupboard  nor  press  in  the  room,  which,  but  for  the  bed, 
was  entirely  empty,  the  room  in  which  he  dressed,  being 
at  a  distance  beyond  it. 

The  counsel  for  the  prosecution  here  concluded  what 
he  had  to  say.  During  his  address  Smith  appeared  in  no 
wise  to  be  agitated  or  distressed— and  equally  unmoved 
was  he  while  the  witnesses  testified  in  substance  what  the 
opening  speech  of  the  counsel  led  the  court  and  the  jur^r 
to  expect. 

Lord  Mansfield  now  addressed  the  jury.  He  told  them 
that  in  his  opinion  the  evidence  was  not  suflicient  to  con- 
demn the  prisoner,  and  that  if  the  jury  agreed  with  him 
in  opinion,  the  court  would  discharge  him.  Without 
leaving  their  seats,  the  jury  agreed  that  the  evidence  was 
not  sufficient. 

At  this  moment,  wlien  they  were  about  to  render  a  ver 
diet  of  acquittal,  the  prisoner  rose  and  addressed  the  court. 
He  said  that  he  had  been  accused  of  a  foul  crime,  and  the 
jury  had  said  that  there  was  not  sufficient  evidence  to 
convict  him.  Did  the  jury  mean  that  there  was  a?i7j  evi- 
dence against  hiai?  Was  he  to  go  out  of  court,  with 
suspicions  resting  upon  him  after  all  ?  This  he  was  un- 
willing to  do.  He  was  an  innocent  man.  and  if  the  judge 
would  grant  him  the  opportunity,  he  would  prove  it.  He 
would  call  his  housekeeper,  who  would  confirm  a  state- 
ment which  he  would  now  make. 

The  housekeeper  had  not  appeared  in  court.  She  had 
concealed  herself,  or  had  been  concealed  by  Smith.  This 
was  considered  a  dark  sign  against  him.  But  he  himself 
now  offered  to  bring  her  forward,  and  stated  as  the  reason, 
not  that  he  was  unwilling  that  she  should  testify,  but 
knowing  the  excitement,  he  was  fearful  that  she  might 
be  bribed  to  give  testimony  contrary  to  fact.  But  he  was 
now  ready  to  relate  all  the  circumstances  he  knew — she 
might,  then,  be  called,  and  be  examined.  If  her  testimo- 
ny does  not  confirm  my  story,  let  me  be  condemned. 

The  request  of  the  prisoner  seemed  reasonable,  and 
Lord  Mansfield,  contrary  to  his  usual  practice,  granted  it. 

The  prisoner  went  on  with  his  statement.  He  said  he 
wished  to  go  out  of  court  relieved  from  the  suspicions 
which  were  resting  upon  him.     As  to  the  poison,   by 
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means  of  which  the  stranger  was  said  to  have  died,  ho 
knew  neither  the  name  of  it,  nor  the  effect  of  it,  nor  even 
of  the  existence  of  it,  until  made  known  to  the  coun- 
sel. He  could  call  God  to  witness  the  truth  of  what  he 
said. 

And,  then,  as  to  Mr.  Thomson,  he  was  a  perfect  stran- 
ger to  him.  How  should  he  know  what  articles  of  value 
he  had  with  him !  He  did  not  know.  If  he  had  such  arti- 
cles at  Hull,  he  might  have  lost  them  on  the  road;  or. 
which  was  more  probable,  have  otherwise  disposed  of 
them.  And  if  he  died  by  means  of  the  fatal  drug,  he 
must  have  administered  it  himself 

He  begged  the  jury  to  remember,  that  his  premises  had 
been  repeatedly  and  minutely  searched,  and  that  not  the 
most  trifling  article  that  belonged  to  the  deceased  had 
been  discovered,  in  his  possession.  The  stopper  of  a  vial 
had  been  found — but  of  this  he  could  only  say,  he  had  no 
knowledge,  and  had  never  seen  it  before  it  v/as  produced 
in  court. 

One  fact  had  been  proved,  and  only  one.  That  he 
would  explain,  and  his  housekeeper  would  confirm  his 
statement.  A  witness  had  testified  that  some  one  had 
gone  to  the  bedroom  of  the  housekeeper,  on  the  ni^ht  in 
question.  He  was  ready  to  admit,  that  it  was  he  himself. 
He  had  been  subject  for  many  years  of  his  life  to  sudden 
fits  of  illness ;  he  had  been  seized  with  one  on  that  occa- 
sion, and  had  gone  to  her  to  procure  her  assistance  ii\ 
ligliting  a  fire.  She  had  returned  with  him  to  his  room 
for  that  purpose,  he  having  waited  for  a  minute  in  the 
passage,  while  she  put  on  her  clothes.  This  would  ac- 
count" for  the  momentary  disappearance  of  the  light.  Af- 
ter remaining  a  few  minutes  in  his  room,  finding  himself 
better,  he  had  dismissed  her,  and  retired  to  bed,  from 
which  he  had  not  risen,  when  he  was  informed  of  the 
death  of  the  guest. 

Such  was  the  prisoner's  address,  which  produced  a 
powerful  effect.  It  was  delivered  in  a  very  firm  and  im- 
pressive manner,  and  from  the  simple  and  artless  manner 
of  the  man,  perhaps  not  one  present  doubted  his  entire 
innocence. 

The  housekeeper  was  now  introduced  and  examined 
by  counsel  for  the  prisoner.     She  had  not  heard  any  part 
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of  the  statement  of  Smith,  nor  a  single  word  of  the  trial. 
Her  story  confirmed  all  he  had  said. 

To  this  succeeded  her  cross-examination,  by  the  coun- 
sel for  the  prosecution.  One  circumstance  had  made  a 
deep  impression  on  his  mind — this  was,  that  while  the. 
prisoner  and  the  housekeeper  were  in  the  room  of  the 
former,  something  like  a  door  had  obstructed  the  light  of 
the  candle,  so  that  the  witness  testified  to  the  fact,  but 
could  not  see  it.  What  was  the  obstruction  /  There 
was  no  door — nothing  in  the  room,  which  could  account 
for  this.  Yet  the  witness  was  positive  that  something 
like  a  door,  did,  for  a  moment,  come  between  the  window 
and  the  candle.  This  needed  explanation.  The  house- 
keeper was  the  only  person  that  could  give  it.  Designing 
to  probe  this  matter  in  the  end  to  the  bottom,  but  not 
wishing  to  excite  her  alarm,  he  began  by  asking  her  a 
few  unimportant  questions,  and  among  others  where  the 
candle  stood,  while  she  was  in  Mr.  Smith's  room. 

"  In  the  centre  of  the  room,"  she  replied. 

"Well,  and  was  the  closet,  or  cupboard,  or  whatever 
you  call  it,  opened  once  or  twice^  while  it  stood  there  ?" 

She  made  no  reply. 

"I  will  help  your  recollection,"  said  the  counsel ;  "af- 
ter Mr.  Smith  had  taken  the  medicine  out  of  the  closet, 
did  he  shut  the  door  or  did  it  remain  open  ?" 

"  He  shut  it." 

"  And,  when  he  replaced  the  bottle  in  the  closet,  he 
opened  it  ao:ain,  did  he  ?" 

"Hedid> 

"  And  how  long  was  it  open  the  last  time  ?" 

"  Not  above  a  minute." 

"  W^ell,  and  when  open,  would  the  door  be  exactly  be- 
tween the  light,  and  the  window?" 

"  It  would." 

"  I  forget,"  said  the  counsel,  "  whether  you  said  i\v\ 
closet  was  on  the  right  or  the  left  hand  side  of  the  win 
dow?" 

"  On  the  left  hand  side." 

"  Would  the  door  of  the  closet  make  any  noise  inopen- 
ing?" 

"None." 

*  Are  you  certain?" 
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"  I  am." 

•'  Have  you  ever  opened  it  yourself,  or  only  seen  Mr 
Smith  open  it  ?" 

"  I  never  opened  it  myself." 

"  Did  you  never  keep  the  key  ?" 

"  Never." 

"Who  did?" 

"  Mr.  Smith  always." 

At  this  moment,  the  housekeeper  chanced       cast  he 
eye  towards  Smith,  the  prisoner.     His  couiitf  ..mce  sue 
denly  changed.     A  cold  damp  sweat  stood  upon  his  brow 
and  his  face  had  lost  all  its  color ;  he  ar>peared  a  living 
image  of  death.     She  no  sooner  saw  hi'a,  than  she  siiriek 
ed  and  fainted.     The  consequence  o^^  aer  answers  flashed 
across  her  mind.     She  had  been  s  -  thoroughly  deceived 
by  the  manner  of  the  advocate,  ai  d  by  the  little  impor- 
tance he  had  seemed  to  attach  to   ler  statements,  that  she 
had  been  led  on  by  one  questior  to  another,  till  she  had 
told  him  all  he  wanted  to  know. 

She  was  obliged  to  be  taken  from  the  court,  and  a  phy- 
sician, who  was  present,  was  requested  to  attend  to  her. 
At  this  time  the  solicitor  for  the  prosecution  (answering 
to  our  State's  attorney)  left  the  court,  but  no  one  knew 
for  what  purpose.  Presently,  the  physician  came  into 
court  and  stated  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  the  house- 
keeper to  resume  her  seat  in  the  box  short  of  an  hour  or 
two. 

It  was  about  twelve  in  the  day.  Lord  Mansfield,  hav- 
ing directed  that  the  jury  should  be  accommodated  with 
a  room,  where  they  could  be  kept  by  themselves,  adjourn- 
ed the  court  two  hours.  The  prisoner  in  the  mean  time 
v;is  remanded  to  gaol. 

It  was  between  four  and  five  o'clock,  when  the  judge 
resumed  his  seat  upon  the  bench.  The  prisoner  was 
again  placed  at  the  bar,  and  the  housekeeper  brought  in 
and  led  to  the  box.  Tlie  court  room  was  crowded  to  ex- 
cess, and  an  awful  silence  pervaded  the  place. 

The  cross-examining  counsel  again  addressed  the  house- 
keeper. "I  have  but  a  few  more  questions  to  ask  you," 
said  he— "take  heed  how  you  answer,  lor  your  own  lift* 
hangs  upon  a  thread." 

"Do  you  know  this  stopper?' 
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<ado." 

"  To  whom  does  it  belong  ?" 

"  To  Mr.  Smith." 

"  When  did  you  last  see  it  ?" 

"  On  the  night  of  Mr.  Thomson's  death." 

At  this  moment,  the  sohcitor  entered  the  court,  bring- 
i)ig  with  him,  upon  a  tray,  a  watch,  two  money-bags,  a 
jewel-case,  a  pocket-book,  and  a  bottle  of  the  same  manu- 
focture,  as  the  stopper,  and  having  a  cork  in  it.  The 
iray  was  placed  on  the  table  in  sight  of  the  prisoner  and 
the  witness,  and  from  that  moment  not  a  doubt  remained 
in  the  mind  of  any  man  of  the  guilt  of  the  prisoner. 

A  few  words  will  bring  this  melancholy  tale  to  its 
close.  The  house,  where  the  murder  had  been  committed, 
was  between  nine  and  ten  miles  distant.  The  solicitor, 
as  soon  as  the  cross-examination  of  the  housekeeper  had 
discovered  the  existence  of  the  closet,  and  its  situation, 
had  set  off  on  horseback,  with  two  sheriff's  officers,  and 
after  pulling  down  a  part  of  the  wall  of  the  house,  had 
detected  this  important  place  of  concealment.  Their 
search  was  well  rewared ;  the  whole  of  the  property  be- 
longing to  Mr.  Thomson  was  found  there,  amounting  in 
value  to  some  thousand  pounds  ;  and  to  leave  no  room 
for  doubt,  a  bottle  was  discovered,  which  the  medical 
men  instantly  pronounced  to  contain  the  very  identical 
poison,  which  had  caused  the  death  of  the  unfortunate 
'J^homson.  The  result  was  too  obvious  to  need  expla- 
nation. 

It  scarcely  need  be  added  that  Smith  was  convicted 
and  executed,  and  brought  to  this  awful  punishment  by 
his  own  means.  Had  he  said  nothing— had  he  not  per- 
sisted in  calling  a  witness  to  prove  his  innocence,  he  might 
have  escaped.  But  God  had  evidently  left  him  to  work 
out  his  own  ruin,  as  a  just  reward  of  his  awful  crime. 

The  narrative  shows  us  in  a  most  impressive  manner, 
v)hat  the  human  heart  is,  and  what  it  may  become. 
Without  the  restraining  influence  of  the  spirit  of  God,  no 
man  is  safe.  He  carries  with  him  a  heart,  false^  selfish, 
and  vile ;  and,  which,  unless  its  tendencies  are  repressed, 
may  involve  him  in  guilt  and  ruin.  How  strongly  are 
we  urged  to  flee  to  a  throne  of  grace,  and  tliere  seek  the 
al' -sufficient  aid  and  restraining  influence  of  our  heavenly 
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Father.     Sought  as  he  should  be,  humbly  and  importu 
nately,  he  will  be  with  us  in  the  hour  of  temptation,  and 
assist  us  to  avoid  that  path  and  those  evil  practices,  which 
would  conduct  us  to  ruin. 

It  should  not  be  forgotten;  that  we  are  in  his  hands, 
and  at  his  disposal.  We  are  never  safe,  in  sinning  against 
him.  He  can  bring  our  crimes  to  light,  by  any  means, 
and  at  any  moment  he  pleases.  In  the  preceding  story, 
the  swinging  of  a  door,  and  the  finding  of  the  stopper  of  a 
vial,  appeared  at  first,  most  unimportant.  Yet,  upon  these 
two  trifles  hung  the  developement  of  a  most  awful  crime, 
and  but  for  these  the  vile  perpetrators  would  have  esca- 
ped till  the  day  of  judgment.  Let  us,  therefore,  take  heed 
how  we  sin  ;  lest,  left  in  righteous  judgment  by  God,  he 
suffer  us  to  work  out  our  own  destruction. 


The  Memllcss  Jl^ml. 


There  lived  in  England,  some  years  since,  a  clergyman 
by  the  name  of  Dr.  Donne.  In  the  earlier  part  of  his 
ministerial  life,  he  administered  to  a  congregation  out  of 
London.  One  day,  while  taking  a  walk  around  his  pa- 
rish, he  entered  the  cliurchyard.  where  he  found  the 
grave  digger  employed  in  digging  a  grave.  Advancing 
to  the  spot,  he  stood  and  watched,  for  a  time,  the  move- 
ments of  the  man,  at  the  same  time  holding  such  conver- 
sation with  him,  as  would  be  likely  to  arise  from  the 
crloomy  nature  of  the  grave  digger's  employment.  In  the 
midst  of  the  work  and  the  conversation,  the  latter  came 
upon  a  skull  which  he  threw  out. 

The  Dr.,  observing  it,  picked  it  up  for  the  purpose  ot 
examing  it ;  in  doing  which,  what  was  his  surprise  to  no- 
tice a  ntt/Z  without  a  head,  sticking  in  the  bone  of  the  te??i' 
pie.  He  said  nothing  to  tlie  grave  digger  about  the  dis- 
covery, but  drawing  out  the  nail,  he  concealed  it  in  the 
corner  of  his  handkerchief  Having  done  this,  without 
apparent  design,  he  demanded  of  the  man  whether  he 
knew  whose  skull  that  was. 

The  srrave  di^^er  replied  that  he  believed  he  did.  "  In 
this  spo^,"  said  he,  "  several  years  ago,  there  was  buried 
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a  man  who  kept  a  brandy  shop,  at  no  great  distance  from 
this." 

"And  what  character  did  he  sustain?"  inquired  tho 
doctor. 

"Oh,"  said  the  grave  digger,  "he  was  an  honest  man, 
for  all  that  I  know  ;  but,  then,  he  would  drink  too  much, 
and  one  morning,  after  a  night  of  intoxication,  he  was 
found  dead  in  his  bed." 

"  Had  he  a  wife  ?"  asked  the  doctor. 

"  Yes." 

"  And  wliat  sort  of  a  woman  was  she  ?" 

"  Q,uite  a  clever  woman,"  said  the  grave  digger ;  "only 
the  neighbors  used  to  reflect  on  her,  because  she  married 
another  man  the  day  after  her  husband  was  buried." 

"Is  she  still  living?"  asked  the  doctor. 

"  Yes,"  said  the  grave  digger, — "  she  and  her  husband 
occupy  the  house  which  you  observe  yonder,  down  the 
hill." 

The  conversation  here  terminated,  and  the  doctor  con- 
tinued his  walk.  There  must  have  been,  thought  he  to 
himself,  as  he  left  the  church  yard,  some  foul  work  by 
which  this  man  came  to  his  death.  After  some  reflection 
he  determined  to  proceed  to  the  house,  and  make  such 
inquiries  as  circumstances  might  seem  to  justify. 

On  reaching  the  place,  he  introduced  himself  to  the 
woman,  with  whom  he  entered  into  a  conversation  ;  and, 
among  other  topics,  alluded  to  her  bereavement  of  a  for- 
mer husband.  The  woman  was  by  no  m.eans  backward 
to  converse  upon  the  subject,  but  affected  great  sorrow  at 
her  former  loss.  For  a  time,  the  doctor  hstened  to  her 
with  apparent  sympathy ;  but,  at  length,  suddenly  open- 
ino-  his  handkerchief,  he  demanded  in  a  stern  manner, 
"  Woman  do  you  knmo  this  ?iail  ?" 

Struck  with  horror,  she  instantly  confessed  her  guilt. 

Now,  we  ask,  was  all  this  accidental?  On  the  contra- 
ry, who  can  doubt  that  the  providence  of  God  was  con- 
cerned in  the  disclosure.  And  from  facts  like  these  we 
may  learn,  that  important  results  are  often  connected  with 
apparently  trifling  circumstances,  and  that  what  God  de- 
signs to  disclose,  no  human  foresight  or  cunning,  is  able 
to  conceal.  The  art  of  this  woman  had  led  her  to  make 
use  of  a  nail  without  a  head,  by  which  to  murder  her  hus- 
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band,  in  order  to  mfiriy  another  man  :  but  even  that  was 
insufficient  to  prevent  her  detection,  because  God  had 
purposed  that  her  guilt  should  be  disclosed. 


I^llFect  of  Waithful  I^reachmg. 

I  WAS  once  applied  to  by  a  stranger,  in  a  place  whore 
I  was  laboring  for  a  few  Sabbaths  only,  says  Rev.  Thom- 
as English,  for  a  sight  of  a  letter  which  I  had  received 
calumniating  his  character.  I  looked  at  the  man,  and 
pitied  him,  and  coolly  replied :  "  It  would  be  a  breach  of 
the  common  principles  of  society,  to  show  confidential 
letters,  written  to  us,  for  the  purpose  of  our  doing  people 
pfood."  He  retorted  in  an  ano-ry  tone — "  I  demand  a  sig-ht 
of  it,  sir,  as  an  act  of  Justice  due  to  an  injured  man."  I 
replied,  "  How  did  you  know  that  I  had  received  a  letter 
concerning  you  ?"  "  Know,"  said  he  ;  "  it  was  impossi- 
ble not  to  know  it,  your  language  and  manner  were  so 
pointed,  that  it  was  impossible  I  should  be  deceived."  I 
rejoined :  "  Do  not  be  too  positive ;  you  have  been  deceiv- 
ed before  now,  I  suppose ;  you  may  be  so  again."  "  It  is 
not  possible  ;"  said  he,  "you  described  the  sin  of  which  I 
am  accused,  in  the  clearest  language;  and  looking  me  in 
the  face,  and  pointing  towards  me,  you  said,  'Sinner,  be 
sure  your  sins  will  find  you  out ;'  I  therefore  expect  from 
you,  sir,  as  a  gentleman,  and  a  Christian  minister,  that 
you  will  give  me  a  sight  of  the  letter,  that  I  may  know 
its  contents  and  repel  its  charges  !"  I  observed,  "  I  do 
not  know  your  name ;  to  my  knowledge  I  never  saw  you 
before ;  and  as  you  have  not  told  me  in  what  part  of  the 
sermon  it  was  I  was  so  pointed,  if  I  show  you  any  letter, 
I  may  show  the  wrong  one  :  1  shall,  therefore  certainly 
not  exhibit  any  of  my  letters  to  you,  nor  satisfy  you 
whether  I  have  received  any  one  about  you,  till  you  de- 
scribe the  case  alluded  to."  He  hesitated  ;  but  afterwards 
described  the  sin  of  which  he  was  accused.  When  he 
had  finislied,  looking  him  full  in  the  eyes,  assuming  a 
solemn  attitude,  and  using  a  grave  and  serious  tone  of 
voice,  I  said :  "  Can  you  look  me  full  in  the  face,  as  you 
must  your  Judge  at  the  great  day  of  God,  and  declare  that 
you  are  innocent  of  the  sin  laid  to  your  charge  V-     He 
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trembled,  turned  pale,  and  his  voice  faltered  ;  guilt  and 
anger  struggling  in  his  breast,  like  the  fire  in  the  bowels 
of  mount  Etna,  and  summoning  up  his  courage,  he  said  : 
"  I  am  not  bound  to  make  any  man  my  confessor  ;  and  if 
I  were  guilty,  no  man  has  a  right  to  hold  me  up  to  pub- 
lic observation,  as  you  have  done  ?"  I  assumed  a  benig- 
nity of  countenance,  and  softened  my  tones  saying:  "Do 
you  believe  the  passage  I  cited — '  Be  sure  your  sins  will 
find  you  ouV — is  the  word  of  God?"  He  said,  "It  may 
be."  "  Surely  it  is,"  said  I ;  "He  that  made  the  ear,  shall 
he  not  hear  1  He  that  made  the  eye,  shall  he  not  see  ? 
Can  He  have  any  difficulty  in  bringing  your  sin  to  light  7 
Now,  I  will  tell  you  honestly,  1  never  received  any  letter 
or  information  about  you  whatever  ;  but  I  am  persuaded 
your  sin  has  found  you  out ;  the  preaching  of  the  word  is 
one  method,  by  which  God  makes  men's  sins  find  them  out. 
Let  me  entreat  you  seriously  to  consider  your  state  and 
character  ;  who  can  tell,  God  may  have  intended  this  ser- 
mon for  your  good  ;  he  may  mean  to  have  mercy  upon 
you  ;  this  may  be  the  means  of  saving  your  neck  from  the 
gallows,  and  your  soul  from  hell ;  but  let  me  remind  you, 
you  are  not  there  yet,  there  still  is  hope."  He  held  down 
his  head,  clenched  his  hands  one  into  the  other,  and  burst- 
ing into  tears,  said :  "I  never  met  with  any  thing  like 
this.  I  am  certainly  obliged  to  you  for  your  friendship. 
I  am  guilty,  and  hope  this  conversation  will  be  of  es- 
sential advantage  to  me." 


J}Iy  Fruit  Tree. 

(Written  by  Doctor  Watts  to  a  lady,  on  the  death  of  several  young  children.) 

I  HAVE  a  comely  fruit-tree  in  the  summer  season,  with 
the  branches  of  it  promising  plenteous  fruit ;  the  stock 
was  surrounded  with  seven  or  eight  little  shorts  of  differ- 
ent sizes,  that  grew  up  from  the  root  at  a  small  distance, 
and  seemed  to  compose  a  beautiful  defence  and  ornament 
for  the  mother  tree.  But  the  gardener,  who  espied  their 
growth,  knew  the  danger;  he  cut  down  those  tender 
suckers  one  after  another,  and  laid  them  in  the  dust.  I 
pitied  them  in  my  heart,  and  said  "How  pretty  were 
these  '^oung  standards  !  How  much  like  the  parent ! 
How  elegantly  clothed   with  the  raiment  of  summer! 

2627*11 
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And  each  of  them  might  have  grown  to  a  fruitful  tree ! " 
But  they  stood  so  near  as  to  endanger  the  stock ;  they 
drew  away  the  sap,  the  heart  and  strength  of  it,  so  far  as 
to  injure  the  fruit,  and  darken  the  hopeful  prospects  of 
autumn.  The  pruning  knife  appeared  unkind  indeed^ 
but  the  gardener  was  wise ;  for  the  tree  flourished  more 
sensibly,  the  fruit  quickly  grew  fair  and  large,  and  the 
ingathering  at  last  was  plenteous  and  joyful. 

Will  you  give  me  leave,  Velina,  to  persuade  you  int( 
this  parable  ?  Shall  I  compare  you  to  this  tree  in  tho 
garden  of  God  ?  You  have  had  many  of  these  young 
suckers  springing  up  around  you ;  they  stood  a  while 
your  sweet  ornaments  and  your  joy,  and  each  of  them 
might  have  grown  up  to  a  perfection  of  likeness,  and 
each  might  have  become  a  parent  tree.  But  say,  did  they 
never  draw  your  heart  off  from  God  ?  Did  you  never 
feel  them  stealing  any  of  those  seasons  of  devotion,  or 
those  warm  affections  that  were  first  and  supremely  due 
to  him  that  made  you  ?  And  when  they  had  been  cut  off 
successively,  and  laid  one  after  another  in  the  dust,  have 
you  not  found  your  heart  running  out  more  towards  God, 
and  living  more  perpetually  upon  him?  Are  you  not 
now  devoting  yourself  more  entirely  to  God  every  day, 
since  the  latter  was  taken  away  ?  Are  you  not  aiming  at 
some  greater  fruitfulness  and  service  than  in  times  past  7 
If  so,  then  repine  not  at  the  pruning  knife  ;  but  adore  the 
conduct  of  the  heavenly  husbandman,  and  say,  "  all  his 
ways  are  wisdom  and  mercy." 

But  I  have  not  yet  done  with  my  parable.      * 

When  the  granary  was  well  stored  with  excellent  fruit, 
and  before  winter  came  upon  the  tree,  the  gardener  took 
it  up  by  the  roots,  and  it  appeared  as  dead.  But  his  de- 
sign was  not  to  destroy  it  utterly ;  for  he  removed  it  far 
away  from  the  spot  of  earth  where  it  had  stood,  and  plant- 
ed it  on  a  hill  of  richer  mould,  which  was  sufficient  to 
nourish  it  with  all  its  attendants.  The  spring  appeared, 
the  tree  budded  into  life  again,  and  all  those  fair  little 
standards  that  had  been  cut  off",  broke  out  of  the  ground 
nfresh,  and  stood  up  around  it  (a  sweet  young  grove) 
flourishing  in  beauty  and  immortal  vigor. 

You  know  not  where  you  are,  Velina,  and  that  I  have 
carried  you  to  the  hill  of  Paradise,  to  the  blessed  hour  of 
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the  resurrection.  What  an  unknown  joy  it  will  bo,  when 
you  have  fulfilled  all  the  fruits  of  righteousness  in  this 
lower  world,  to  be  transplanted  to  that  heavenly  moun- 
tain !  What  a  divine  rapture  and  surprise  of  blessedness, 
to  see  all  your  little  offspring  around  you  that  day.  spring- 
ing out  of  the  dust  at  once,  making  a  fairer  and  brighter 
appearance  in  that  upper  garden  of  God,  and  rejoicing 
together,  (a  sweet  company,)  all  partakers  with  you  of 
the  same  happy  immortality ;  all  fitted  to  bear  heavenly 
fruit,  without  the  need  or  danger  of  a  pruning  knife. 
Look  forward  by  faith  to  that  glorious  morning,  and  ad- 
mire the  whole  scheme  of  Providence  and  grace.  Give 
cheerful  honors  before  hand  to  your  Almighty  and  all- 
wise  Governor,  who  by  his  unsearchable  counsels  has 
filled  your  best  wishes,  and  secured  your  dear  infants  to 
you  forever,  though  not  just  in  your  own  way;  that 
blessed  hand  which  made  the  painful  separation  on  earth, 
shall  join  you  and  your  babes  together  in  his  own  heav- 
enly habitation,  never  to  be  divided  again,  though  the 
method  may  be  painful  to  flesh  and  blood.  Fathers  shall 
not  hope  in  vain,  nor  mothers  "  bring  forth  for  trouble. 
Tliey  are  the  seed  of  the  blessed  of  the  Lord,  and  their 
ofi^spring  with  them."  Isaiah  Ixv :  23.  Then  shall  you 
say,  "  Lord,  here  am  I,  and  the  children  that  thou  hast 
given  me.  For  he  is  your  God,  and  the  God  of  your 
seed,  in  an  everlasting  covenant."     Amen. 


Meawem  om  Marth* 


Mr.  John  Holland,  the  day  before  he  died,  called  foi 
a  Bible,  saying,  "  Come,  oh  come ;  death  approaches,  let 
us  gather  some  flowers  to  comfort  this  hour."  And  turn 
ing  with  his  own  hand  to  the  8th  chapter  of  Romans,  he 
gave  the  book  to  Mr.  Leigh,  and  bid  him  read :  at  the 
end  of  every  verse  he  paused,  and  then  gave  the  sense  to 
his  own  comfort,  but  more  to  the  joy  and  wonder  of  his 
friends.  Having  continued  his  meditations  on  the  Sth 
of  Romans  thus  read  to  him,  for  two  hours  or  more,  on  a 
sudden  he  said  "  O  stay  your  reading  !  What  brightness 
is  this  I  see  ?  Have  you  lighted  up  any  candles  ?"  Mr 
Leigh  ansv/ered,   "  No,  it  is  the  sunshine ;"    for  it  wa5 
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about  five  o'clock  in  a  clenr  summer  evening.  "Sun- 
shine !"  said  he,  "it  is  my  Savior's  shine,  nov/,  farev/ell 
world ;  welcome  heaven.  The  day-star  from  on  nigh 
hath  visited  my  heart.  Oh,  speak  it  when  I  am  gone, 
and  preach  it  at  my  funeral ;  God  dealeth  familiarly  with 
man.  I  feel  his  mercy ;  I  see  his  majesty ;  whether  in 
the  body,  or  out  of  the  body,  I  cannot  tell.  God  know- 
eth  ;  but  I  see  things  that  are  unatterable." 


The  ^earl  of  Great  Price* 

Some  years  ag-o  a  female  of  rank — a  native  of  one  of 
the  islands  in  the  Indian  seas,  having  been  married  to  a 
merchant  of  Aberdeen,  who  had  visited  her  country,  re- 
turned with  liim  to  Scotland.  There  she  continued  to 
live  for  some  years,  without  religion  of  any  kind ;  it  is 
probable  that  formerly  she  had  been  a  Buddhist,  but  she 
showed  no  appearance  of  devotion.  Her  time  was  spent 
upon  her  children,  and  her  jewels,  of  both  of  which  she 
seemed  very  fond.  In  playing  with  the  one  and  adorning 
the  other,  her  days  were  passed.  Whilst  thus  engaged, 
she  one  day  heard  a  loud  rumbling  noise  in  Union  street, 
where  she  resided,  and  upon  looking  out  of  the  window  to 
see  what  it  was,  beheld  merely  some  carts  filled  with 
blocks  of  granite  passing  through  the  street.  Disappoint- 
ed, she  tamed  to  an  old  Scotch  nurse  then  in  the  room, 
and  remarked  what  a  poor  country  Scotland  was,  the 
hills  of  which  produced  nothing  but  great  blocks  of  ugly 
stone. 

In  her  country  she  intimated  that  from  their  hills  they 
obtained  gold,  jewels,  and  precious  stones.  The  old 
nurse  could  not  for  a  moment  allow  her  own  country  to 
be  inferior  to  that  of  her  mistress',  and  she  replied  that 
they  had  a  treasure  in  Scotland  which  her  mistress'  coun- 
try did  not  possess  ;  we  have,  said  she,  the  most  precious 
of  all  treasures  here,  we  have  "  the  pearl  of  great  priceP 

The  heathen  lady's  ear  was  instantly  caught  by  this 
expression.  At  once  she  declared,  she  must  have  that 
treasure,  and  was  confident  that  her  kind  husband  would 
not  fail  to  buy  it  for  her,  let  it  cost  indeed  what  it  might, 
she  would  even  part  with  all  her  other  jewels,  of  which 
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she  was  passionately  fond,  to  obtain  it.  The  old  Scotch 
servant  then  intimated  to  her  that  it  was  not  to  be  bought, 
but  to  be  had  freely,  "  without  money,  and  without  price." 
She  gave  her  also  to  understand  that  the  jewel  of  which 
she  spoke  was  not  intended  as  an  ornament  for  the  neck 
or  ears,  but  as  a  blessing  for  the  heart.  The  poor  hea- 
then then  said,  that  was  just  wliat  she  wanted,  for  she 
was  often  very  unhappy,  when  she  thought  of  all  her  re- 
lations, whom  she  should  never  see  again,  and  of  her 
much  loved  though  distant  land  ;  she  said  she  often  had 
an  aching  heart  in  spite  of  her  children,  and  her  comforts 
and  her  jewels.  Her  poor  instructress  then  explained  to 
her  that  this  treasure  was  hid  in  the  field  of  Holy  Scrip- 
ture, and  that  it  was  to  be  found  by  diligently  seeking  for 
it.  Upon  hearing  this,  her  mistress  seemed  resolved  upon 
obtaining  it ;  she  immediately  began  to  learn  to  read,  al- 
though before  this  she  had  refused  to  be  instructed.  She 
applied  herself  earnestly  to  the  task  ;  at  length  she  became 
able  to  read  the  Bible,  and  searched  it  diligently,  until 
she  found  what  she  so  greatly  desired.  In  one  word,  she 
became  a  Christian,  was  a  regular  communicant  at  one 
of  the  churches  in  Aberdeen,  and.  at  length  died  a  peace- 
ful death,  trusting  in  the  merits  of  her  Savior. 

There  may  be  many  of  our  readers,  who  although  they 
have  lived  all  their  years  in  a  Christian  land,  are  still  as 
utter  strangers  to  the  greatest  of  all  its  treasures  as  was 
this  poor  heathen.  Surrounded  by  dear  relations  and 
children,  possessed  of  many  comforts  and  much  earthly 
good,  they  may  have  been  content  to  live  all  their  years 
without  savingly  acquaintmg  themselves  with  him,  who  is 
above  all  price,  who  is  more  precious  than  rubies  !  Dear 
reader  !  "  Christ  is  the  blessing  for  the  heart."  If  you 
are  still  a  stranger  to  this  blessing — to  this  '-pearl  of  great 
price," — O  set  earnestly  to  work  to  search  for  it. 


•^  Good  Mxmmple* 

A  GENTLEMAN  uot  loug  siucc  cuclosed  twclve  dollars 
for  the  Treasury  of  the  Foreign  Missionary  Society,  ac- 
companied by  a  letter,  in  which  he  says :  "  This  sum, 
which  is  the  annual  amount  of  my  contributions  at  the 
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monthly  concert  for  prayer,  has  become  due  in  conse- 
sequence  of  the  writer's  having  been  absent  in  a  foreigri 
country,  and  traveling  in  places  where,  and  under  cir- 
cumstances when  it  was  impracticable  to  attend  this  most 
interesting  of  all  meetings  for  prayer. 

And  here,  may  I  be  permitted  to  alkide  to  a  systematic 
plan  of  contributing  to  this  object,  which,  for  many  years, 
I  have  pursued ;  as  I  do  it  with  the  hope  of  inducing 
others,  whose  means,  like  my  own,  may  be  limited,  to 
adopt  a  similar  progressive  plan. 

FiCteen  years  ago,  when  my  attention  was  first  called 
to  the  importance  of  foreign  missions,  I  was  a  fatherless 
boy,  strivmg  from  my  own  resources  to  educate  myself; 
for  I  was  without  friends  or  patrimony.  Poor  as  I  was. 
I  thought  it  was  n:iy  duty  to  do  something  for  the  cause 
of  missions;  and  I  determined  to  contribute  a  certain  sum 
monthly,  which  sum  should  be  increased  in  proportion 
to  the  increase  of  my  means.  Six-j^ence^  each  month, 
was  at  first  all  1  could  afford.  A  '  mite '  indeed  !  and  1 
thought,  hardly  worth  contributing.  But  I  remembered 
that  the  aggregate  amount  of  one  year  would  pay  for  a 
Bible,  or,  at  least,  a  figw  tracts,  which,  carried  by  a  mis- 
sionary into  some  pagan  family,  and  blessed  by  Him,  who 
had  bestowed  his  commendation  upon  her  of  old,  who,  in 
poverty,  cast  her  'mite'  into  the  Treasury  of  the  Lord, 
might  be  instrumental  of  doing  incalculable  good. 

At  the  end  of  a  year  or  two,  this  sum  doubled  ;  and,  in 
the  course  of  a  iew  years  longer,  I  was  enabled  to  con- 
tribute my  half  dollar,  monthly,  to  the  cause  of  missions. 
For  the  last  three  or  four  years,  the  sum  has  been  in- 
creased to  one  dollar  a  month  ;  and  I  hope  the  time  may 
yet  come,  when  I  shall  have  it  in  my  power  to  give 
monthly  the  aggregate  amount  of  my  annual  donation 
During  the -period  since  my  first  contribution  was  made, 
I  have  never  omitted  fo  give  the  sum  which  I  had  stipu- 
lated at  the  commencement  of  each  year,  to  bestow  upon 
this  :)bject.  When  detained  from  the  monthly  concert, 
as  in  this  instance,  I  have  invariably  laid  aside  my  six- 
pence or  shilling,  or  half  dollar,  as  the  case  might  be, 
and  have  contributed  the  accumulated  amount,  at  the 
first  concert  I  could  attend.  It  has  always  seemed  to 
me  to  be  a  contract  with  the  Lord,  and  I  dare  not,  on  my 
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part,  withhold  the  fulfihnent  of  it.  It  is  true  that  I  have 
often  in  this  way,  parted  with  my  last  shilling :  but  I 
have  never  suffered  by  so  doing.  Indeed,  if  I  thought  it 
would  induce  one  doubting  soul  to  "cast  its  bread  upon 
the  waters,"  I  would  relate  some  striking  "  providences  " 
which  have  followed,  in  some  of  those  instances  where  I 
contributed  my  last  dollar  to  the  monthly  concert,  the 
Bible  or  Tract  cause,  or  to  some  other  branch  of  the  Lord's 
treasury.  This  I  will  say,  that  I  can  bear  my  most  deci- 
ded testimony  to  the  truth  of  that  declaration  of  Holy  writ 
that  "  he  that  watereth  shall  himself  also  be  watered." 


The  Ivy  and  the  Oak. 

An  interesting  volume  entitled  "  Algic  Researches," 
contains  the  following  allegory  : 

A  vine  was  growing  beside  a  thrifty  oak,  and  had  just 
reached  that  height  at  which  it  requires  support.  "  Oak." 
said  the  ivy  vine,  "bend  your  trunk  so  that  you  may  be 
a  support  to  me."  "  My  support,"  replied  the  oak,  "  is 
naturally  yours,  and  you  may  rely  on  my  strength  to 
bear  you  up,  but  I  am  too  large  and  too  solid  to  bend, 
put  your  arms  around  me,  my  pretty  vine,  and  I  will 
manfully  support  and  cherish  you.  if  you  have  an  ambi- 
tion to  climb,  even  as  high  as  the  clouds.  While  I  thus 
hold  you  up,  you  will  ornament  my  trunk  with  your 
pretty  green  leaves  and  shining  scarlet  berries.  They 
will  be  as  frontlets  to  my  head,  and  I  shall  stand  in  the 
forest  like  a  glorious  warrior,  with  all  his  plumes.  We 
were  made  by  the  Master  of  life  to  grow  together,  that  by 
our  union  the  weak  should  be  made  strong,  and  the  strong 
render  aid  to  the  weak." 

"  But  I  wish  to  grow  independantly^^''  said  the  vine, 
"  why  cannot  you  twine  around  me,  and  let  me  grow  up 
straight,  and  not  be  a  mere  dependent  upon  you  ?"  "  Na- 
ture," answered  the  oak,  "  did  not  design  it.  It  is  impos- 
sible that  you  should  grow  to  any  height  alone,  and  if 
yon  try  it,  the  winds  and  rain,  if  not  your  own  weight, 
will  bring  you  to  the  ground.  Neither  is  it  proper  tor 
you  to  run  your  arms  hither  and  3^on,  among  the  trees. 
The  trees  will  begin   to  say  it  is  not  my  vine — it  is  a 
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Stranger-  -get  thee  gone,  I  will  not  cherish  thee.  By  this 
tnne  thou  wilt  be  so  entangled  among  the  different  branch- 
es, that  thou  canst  not  get  back  to  tlie  oak  ;  and  nobody 
will  then  admire  thee,  or  pity  thee." 

"  Ah  me  !"  said  the  vine,  "  let  me  escape  from  such  a 
destiny," — and  with  this,  she  twined  herself  around  the 
oak,  and  they  both  grew  and  flourished  together." 


The  Sallliooiu, 


In  one  of  the  interior  counties  of  Pennsylvania,  a  young 
man,  whom,  for  the  sake  of  distmction,  we  shall  call  13.  was 
convicted  of  sin,  and  led  to  inquire  anxiously  the  way  to 
be  saved.  He  was  the  son  of  one  of  the  most  respectable 
and  wealthy  inhabitants  of  that  region  of  country,  but  his 
father  was,  unhappily,  a  bitter  opposer  of  the  religion  of 
Christ.  Perceiving  the  state  of  his  son's  mind,  he  deter- 
mined to  leave  no  means  untried  to  divert  his  attention 
from  the  subject.  He  hurried  him  from  business  to  plea- 
sure ap.d  from  pleasure  to  business,  with  strong  liopes 
that  his  serious  impressions  might  be  driven  away ;  or,  at 
least,  that  he  might  be  preveiited  from  making  any  public 
profession  of  the  change  of  his  views.  But  all  these  ef- 
forts were  vain.  The  Spirit  of  God  had  excited  the  anxi- 
eties of  his  soul,  end  did  not  desert  him.  He  was  brought 
to  the  dust  in  submission,  and  found  peace  in  believing  in 
Christ. 

About  this  time  a  spldrdid  ball  was  got  up,  with  every 
possible  attempt  at  display,  and  the  youth  of  the  village 
and  surrounding  country  were  all  excitement  ibr  the  fes- 
tive hall.  B.  was  invited.  He  at  once  declined  attend- 
ing; but  his  father  insisted  that  he  should  go.  Here  was 
a  struggle  for  the  young  convert.  On  the  one  hand  were 
the  convictions  of  his  own  conscience,  as  well  as  the  de- 
sires of  his  heart.  On  the  other,  the  co7nmand  of  a  fath- 
er whom  he  was  still  bound  to  obey.  The  struo-gle  was 
long  and  anxious.  At  length  it  was  decided  ;  Jte  deter- 
9nincd  to  go.  His  father  rejoiced  in  his  decision.  His 
friends  congratulated  hnn  on  having  abandoned  his  new 
i^otions,  and  become  a  man  again. 

The  evening  at  last  arrived.     The  gay  party  were  gath 
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ered  in  the  spacious  hall.  There  was  beauty,  and  wealth, 
and  fashion.  The  world  was  there.  Every  heart  seem- 
ed full  of  gladness,  every  voice  was  one  of  joy.  B.  ap- 
peared among  the  rest,  with  a  brow  that  spoke  the  pur- 
pose of  a  determined  soul.  He  was  the  first  on  the  floor 
to  lead  ofl"  the  dance.  A  cotillion  was  formed,  and  as  the 
circle  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  with  every  eye  fixed 
on  them,  what  was  the  astonishment  of  the  company 
when  B.  raised  his  hands  and  said,  "  Let  us  puay.'' 

The  assembly  was  awe-struck.  Not  a  word  was  utter- 
ed. It  was  silent  as  the  grave,  while  B.  poured  out  his 
lieart  to  God  in  behalf  of  his  young  companions,  his  pa- 
rents, and  the  place  in  which  they  lived.  With  perfect 
composure  he  concluded  his  prayer.  All  had  left  the 
room— all  but  one.  A  young  lady  whom  he  had  led 
upon  the  floor  as  his  partner,  stood  near  him,  bathed  in 
tears.  They  left  the  room  together,  and  not  long  af- 
terwards, she  was  led  to  the  foot  of  the  cross,  having 
been  first  awakened  by  her  partner's  prayer,  on  the  hall 
room  floor.  They  were  soon  married,  and  are  still  living, 
active,  devoted  members  of  the  body  of  Christ.  B.  is  an 
elder  in  one  of  the  churches,  near  the  city  of  New  York. 

This  fact  conveys  some  important  hints.  Here  was 
a  doubtful  case  of  action.  B.  was  commanded  by  his 
fother  to  go  to  a  ball.  He  thought  it  was  no  place  for 
him.  There  was  nothing  in  the  gay  and  frivolous  amuse- 
ment of  the  evening,  congenial  to  his  feelings.  Still  he 
must  go,  or  disobey  his  father.  Here  was  the  struggle. 
In  resolving  to  obey  his  father,  he  also  determined  to  keep 
a  conscience  void  of  offence  toward  God.  Having  formed 
the  resolution,  he  had  strength  for  its  execution.  It  must 
have  required  more  than  ordinary  moral  courage,  to  carry 
such  a  resolution  into  effect.  But  B.  was  determined,  and 
found  grace  to  sustain  him  in  the  first  effort,  perhaps,  ever 
made  to  convert  a  ball  room  into  a  place  of  prayer.  The 
effect  was  remarkable,  though  natural.  The  company 
retired.  They  came  to  dance,  not  to  pray.  When  the 
voice  of  prayer  broke  on  their  ears,  it  was  terrifying  io 
their  consciences.  They  fled  from  its  power.  B.  tri- 
umphed over  himself  He  obeyed  his  father ;  did  his 
duty  to  his  young  companions ;  was  the  blessed  instru- 
ment of  awakening  the  lady,  who  was  afterwards  his  wife, 
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and  without  doubt  has  occasion  to  this  day  for  devout 
thankfulness  to  God,  that  he  was  thus  enabled  to  be  faith- 
ful in  the  discharge  of  the  singular  duty  he  had  under- 
taken. 

Should  any  of  my  young  readers  be  similarly  situated, 
perhaps  the  course  of  B.  may  assist  them  in  forming  an 
opinion,  as  to  the  stand  they  should  take.  And  if  any 
read  this,  who  are  fond  of  tlie  mirth  and  folly  and  music 
of  the  ball  room,  let  me  ask  you,  my  friend,  one  or  two 
questions.  Should  you  frequent  a  place  where  jtraycr 
would  be  out  of  place  ?  If  the  thouo-hts,  and  the  words, 
and  the  scenes  of  a  ball  room,  are  not  congenial  to  the 
spirit  of  prayer,  is  not  the  reason  that  in  such  pursuits 
there  is  something  which  conscience  condemns  ?  In  the 
gaities  of  those  hours  of  folly  which  you  have  spent,  has 
your  mind  ever  been  led  to  dwell  on  the  solemn  realities 
of  the  eternal  world  ?  Have  you  thought  at  such  times 
that  you  are  a  dying  creature,  and  soon  would  stand  at 
the  bar  of  a  God,  whom  you  have  slighted  ;  at  the  judg- 
ment seat  of  a  Savior,  whom  you  have  rejected  and  de- 
spised ?  I  know  that  such  thoughts  are  strangers  to  such 
scenes.  The  heart  that  leaps  with  gladness  at  the  sound 
of  the  viol,  seldom  feels  the  solemnity  of  a  truth  like  this. 
But  you  are  as  liable  to  die  in  the  ball  room  as  at  home  ! 
And  oh  !  what  a  change  for  you.  From  the  midst  of  the 
festive  mirth  of  Pleasure's  hall,  to  be  summoned  away  to 
the  judgment !  No  time  granted  you  to  prepare  for  tliat 
assewMy.  Without  a  wedding  garment  you  are  found, 
and  must  be  speechless  when  the  Judge  calls  you  to  trial. 
What  bitter  regrets  will  then  fill  your  heart,  that  here  you 
were  so  madly  bent  on  the  follies  of  this  world,  that  you 
would  not  think  of  a  world  to  come  !  How  awful  to 
dance  on  the  brink  of  the  grave  !  You  would  not  trifle, 
if  you  saw  the  pit  opening  wide  to  engulph  you.  But 
you  are  dancing  on  the  brink  of  the  grave  !  You  are  tri- 
lling with  the  interests  of  your  immortal  soul,  when  the 
bottomless  pit  is  yawning  to  swallow  you  in  its  fiery 
graves. 

"  Leave  all  your  sports  and  glittering  toys. 
Come,  share  with  us  eternal  joys." 
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Worldly  Greatness, 

How  little  real  satisfaction  is  derivable  from  worldly 
greatness,  is  shown  in  an  anecdote  which  lady  Colquhoun 
mentions  in  her  work  on  "  The  World's  Religion,"  and 
which  was  communicated  to  her  by  her  father,  Sir  John 
Sinclair.  He  was  invited  by  a  late  eminent  statesman, 
Lord  Melville,  then  high  in  office,  to  spend  New  Year's 
day  with  him  at  Wimbledon  Common.  He  arrived  there 
the  day  before,  and  in  the  morning  repaired  to  the  cham- 
ber of  his  host,  to  wish  him  a  happy  new  year.  "  It  had 
need  be  happier  than  the  last,"  replied  Lord  M.,  "  for  I 
cannot  recollect  a  single  hajyjyy  day  in  it.^''  And  this 
was  the  man  who  was  the  envy  of  many,  being  consider- 
ed at  the  height  of  worldly  prosperity ! 


The  €ode  of  Momor» 

But  let  us  meet  the  professed  duellist  on  his  own  cho- 
sen ground.  He  is  governed  by  the  law  of  honor,  and 
common  murderers  and  suicides  are  not.  Here  lies  the 
mighty  difference  !  Yes,  honor  is  his  decalogue,  is  the 
grand  arbiter  of  his  destiny,  in  obedience  to  wiiose  man- 
dates he  kills  his  enemy,  or  his  friend,  or  lays  down  his 
own  life,  in  single  combat.  What,  then,  is  this  so  much 
vaunted  and  idolized  code  of  honor?  Let  it  be  produced 
and  held  up  before  the  eyes  of  the  whole  nation,  that  ev- 
ery child  may  read  and  admire  it. .  Yes,  there  it  is — it 
can  be  no  other  code,  for  it  is  all  written  out  in  blood. 
Every  hand  that  touches  it  is  stained  with  blood.  Ev- 
ery section,  as  the  parchment  is  unrolled,  demands 
more  blood.  And  yet  it  must  be  paramount  to  all  other 
codes,  for  it  has  the  finest  title  in  the  world.  It  is  the 
law  of  honor ^  and  what  could  human  language  express 
more,  or  express  better  ? 

But  do  you  see  Moloch,  himself  the  supreme  legislator, 
and  the  keeper  of  the  roll,  reclining  there  in  the  back- 
ground ?  Do  you  see  his  ministers,  counsellors  and  ex- 
ecudve  officers  all  standing  around  him,  and  all  dripping 
with  blood,  and  do  you  recoil  from  the  picture?  Do  you 
ask  whether  honor  or  any  other  word  of  two  syllables  can 
10       >  8 
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legalize  deliberate  and  savage  murder  ?  Put  your  finger 
upon  your  lips.  Be  as  silent  as  the  grave,  lest  you  rouse 
some  honorable  avenger  to  write  out  a  copy  of  the  law  in 
your  own  blood.  And  is  it  not  possible  after  all,  that 
there  may  be  some  latent  virtue  in  this  law  of  honor, 
which  vulgar  minds  cannot  appreciate  ?  Some  charm 
in  the  words,  to  dry  up  tears  and  heal  broken  hearts  ? 

Take  it,  ye  who  have  murdered  the  only  son  of  his 
widowed  mother,  to  keep  your  honor  spotless — take  your 
bloody  code  and  read  it  to  her  in  her  distraction.  Show 
her  the  euphonious  title,  and  tell  her  how  promptly  her 
blooming  boy  accepted  the  challenge,  and  how  bravely 
he  met  his  fate  ;  and  remind  her  what  reason  she  has  to 
be  proud  of  having  given  to  the  world  such  a  noble  spir- 
ited son.  Will  it  assuage  her  grief?  Will  it  restore  him 
to  her  fond  embrace  ?  Will  it  re-nerve  that  manly  arm, 
on  which  she  was  to  have  leaned  in  the  decline  of  life  ? 

Go  next,  and  offer  your  sanguinary  code  as  a  solace  to 
hearts  which  you  have  just  crushed,  by  murdering  a  huis- 
band,  and  a  father,  and  sending  him  unprepared  to  his 
last  account.  Relate  the  story  of  the  constructive  insult, 
of  the  challenge,  of  the  acceptance,  and  of  all  the  prelimi- 
nary arrangements.  Tell  the  young  mother,  the  confid- 
ing wife,  in  her  desolation,  what  a  fine  rifle  he  had  ;  how 
cheerfully  he  went  out ;  how  promptly  he  took  his  sta- 
tion ;  how  not  a  muscle  quivered,  when  he  stood  up  to 
give  and  receive  the  fire ;  how  nobly  he  fell,  and  how 
peacefully  he  sleeps  in  the  bed  of  honor  !  Make  out  a 
fair  copy  of  your  lavv  on  crimson  satin,  and  present  it  to 
those  children,  to  be  hung  up  in  a  gilt  frame  by  the  side 
of  their  father's  portrait,  and  enjoin  their  mother  to  teach 
it  to  them  every  Sabbath  day,  along  with  the  ten  com- 
mandments, that  their  little  hearts  may  be  fired  with  a 
noble  and  honorable  emulation  !  What  refined  cruelty  ! 
What  more  than  savage  mockery  !  And  yet,  such  condo- 
lence would  be  in  perfect  keeping  with  the  tenor  and 
spirit  of  that  law,  under  which  duelists  feloniously  live 
and  fight  and  die. 
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The  Grateful  JMan. 

The  steamboat  was  just  coming  to  her  moorings,  ax 
the  long  and  beautiful  pier  at  Oswego.  The  mate  was 
in  an  animated  conversation  with  some  one,  and,  as  the 
strong  mooring  rope  was  flung  over  the  post.  I  heard  him 
say,  "  No,  there  is  no  such  thing.  I  never  saw  a  grateful 
man  in  my  life  — not  even  a  Christian."  At  this  moment 
there  was  a  splash,  and  a  shriek  ;  and  then  a  man,  appa- 
rently about  thirty -five  years  of  age,  ran  from  the  door  of 
the  ladies'  cabin,  crying  in  tones  which  no  one  who  heard 
ttiem  can  forget  or  imitate,  ^^Itis  my  boy^  it  is  my  only  hoyf 

The  deep  green  waters  had  already  covered  him ;  but 
in  a  moment  the  mate  was  down,  hanging  on  the  end  ot 
the  rope,  and  just  as  the  boy,  a  sweet  fellow  of  about  ten 
years,  was  sinking  to  rise  no  more,  he  thrust  down  his 
arm  and  caught  him  by  the  hair,  some  two  or  three  feet 
under  water.  He  drew  him  out  and  gave  him  back  to 
the  father,  who  was  uttering  his  entreaties,  and  to  his 
mother  who  was  still,  and  uttered  not  a  word.  Her  coun- 
tenance was  more  eloquent  than  words.  Some  time  af- 
ter this,  when  the  feeling  had  subsided,  I  saw  the  father 
take  the  mate  one  side.  What  he  said  I  know  not ;  but 
he  spoke  and  tears  flowed  down  his  cheek.  The  noble 
sailor  refused  any  compensation  ;  and  after  a  hard  shake 
of  the  hand,  I  once  more  heard  the  mate  say  to  his  friend ; 
"  I  was  mistaken  ;  I  have  seen  one  grateful  man  and  he 
is  a  Christian." 


Father^  hadn'>t  ?/©««  better  take  a  ^heep  tool 

A  VALUED  friend,  and  an  able  farmer,  about  the  time 
the  temperance  reform  was  beginning  to  exert  a  healthful 
influence,  said  to  his  newly  hired  man,  "  Jonathan,  I  did 
not  think  to  mention  to  you  when  I  hired  you,  that  I  think 
of  trying  to  do  my  work  this  year  without  rum,  how  much 
more  must  I  give  you  to  do  without  ?" 

"  Oh,"  said  Jonathan,  "  don't  care  much  about  it,  you 
may  give  me  what  you  please."  "  Well,"  said  the  farmer, 
"  I  will  give  you  a  sheep  in  the  fall,  if  you  wish  to  dc 
without."     «  Agreed,"  said  Jonathan. 
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The  oldest  son  then  said  :  "Father,  will  you  give  me  a 
sheep,  if  I  do  without  rum?" 

"  Yes,  Marshall,  you  shall  have  a  sheep,  if  you  will  do 
without." 

The  youngest  son,  a  stripling,  then  said :  "  Father,  will 
you  give  me'a  sheep,  if  I  do  without  ?"  "  Yes,  Chandler, 
you  shall  have  a  sheep  also,  if  you  do  without  rum." 

Presently,  Chandler  speaks  again — "  Father,  hadn't 
you  better  take  a  sheep  too  ?" 

The  farmer  shook  his  head,  he  hardly  thought  that  he 
could  give  up  the  "  good  creature  "  yet.  But  the  appeal 
was  from  a  source  not  to  be  easily  disregarded  ;  the  result 
was,  the  demon  rum,  was  thenceforth  banished  from  the 
premises,  to  the  great  joy,  and  ultimate  happiness  of  all 
concerned. 


M^icked  Principle* 


A  COUNTRY  gentleman  not  long  since,  placed  a  son 

with  a  merchant  in street.     And  for  a  season  all 

went  on  well.  But,  at  length,  the  young  man  sold  a  dress 
to  a  lady ;  and,  as  he  was  folding  it  up,  he  observed  a 
flaw  in  the  silk  and  remarked,  "  Madam,  I  deem  it  my 
duty  to  tell  you  there  is  a  fracture  in  the  silk." 

This  spoiled  the  bargain.  But  the  merchant  overheard 
the  remark ;  and  had  he  reflected  a  moment,  he  might 
have  reasoned  thus  with  himself,  "Now  I  atn  safe,  while 
my  affairs  are  committed  to  the  care  of  an  honest  clerk." 
But  he  was  not  pleased  ;  so  he  wrote  immediately  to  the 
father  to  come  and  take  him  home  ;  for  said  he,  '-he  will 
never  make  a  'merchant.''^ 

The  father  who  had  brought  up  his  son  with  the  strict- 
est care,  was  not  a  little  surprised  and  grieved,  and  has- 
tened to  the  city  to  ascertain  wherein  liis  son  had  been 
deficient.  Said  the  anxious  father,  and  why  will  he  not 
make  a  merchant? 

Merchant.  Because  he  has  no  tact.  Only  a  day  or 
two  since,  he  volimtarily  told  a  lady,  who  was  buying 
silk,  that  the  goods  were  damaged,  and  so  I  lost  the  bar- 
gain. Purchasers  must  look  out  for  themselves.  li  they 
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cannot  discover  flaws,  it  will  be  foolishness  in  me  to  leil 
them  of  their  existence. 

Father.     And  is  this  all  the  fault  ? 

Merchant.     Yes  :  he  is  very  well  in  other  respects. 

Father.  Then  I  love  my  son  better  than  ever ;  and  I 
thank  you  for  telling  me  of  the  matter  ;  I  would  not  have 
him  in  your  store  another  day  for  the  world." 


One  miiumte  too  late* 


A  BEAUTIFUL  youug  womau  was  condemned  to  die  on 
the  scaflbld.  Her  youth,  her  loveliness  and  reputed  inno- 
cence, kindled  in  the  hearts  of  multitudes  the  keenest  sen- 
sibility for  her  melancholy  fate.  The  throne  had  been 
besieged  with  earnest  supplication  for  her  pardon — but 
still  without  success ;  while  hope  yet  whispered  that  at 
the  last  moment,  the  heart  of  royalty  might  melt  and 
grant  the  boon.  The  appointed  day  has  come — crowds 
gather  on  the  fatal  spot — the  hour  when  she  must  die 
draws  near.  The  last  ray  of  hope  expires,  when,  afar  in 
the  distance  a  messenger  comes — he  rides  like  lightning 
over  the  plain.  He  comes — he  comes.  But  the  fatal 
h®ur  has  come  before  him — the  fatal  blow  is  struck — her 
life  blood  mingles  with  the  sand,  when  lo  !  the  messenger 
arrived,  the  pardon  is  at  hand ;  but  it  came  07ie  minute 
too  late. 

Sinner !  you  are  under  sentence  of  death.  He  that  be- 
lieveth  not,  is  condemned  already.  The  hour  of  execu- 
tion is  rapidly  drawing  near.  Each  day  that  passes,  brinsfs 
that  set  time  one  day  nearer.  It  will  soon  open  on  your 
eyes.  The  king  has  pardon  in  his  heart,  and  in  his  hand. 
But  he  will  be  inquired  of,  to  grant  this  boon  for  vou. 
While  you  live,  perhaps  the  day  of  grace  lingers.  Per- 
haps it  is  just  closing,  and  the  night  of  despair  setting  in. 
Your  suit  pressed  now,  may  prevail.  The  pardon  may 
be  granted.  Your  soul  may  be  saved.  But  soon  the 
fatal  hour,  the  hour  of  death  must  come.  You  are 
stretched  on  a  bed  of  pain.  Disease  has  laid  his  iron 
hand  upon  you,  and  now  is  feeling  for  your  heartstrings. 
A  moment  more,  and  you  are  out  of  mercy's  reach.  The 
voice  of  friendship  shouts  in  your  ear.  beseeching  you  to 
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pray.  You  turn  a  dying  eye  to  heaven.  You  raise  an 
expiring  voice  to  God.  Bat  the  eyehd  falls — the  voice 
chokes — the  life  blood  stops.  It  is  one  minute  too  late. 
Oh  !  sinner,  now  is  the  accepted  time.  To-day  is  the 
day  of  salvation. 

Be  wise  to-day 

'Tis  madness  to  defer. 


%S.  Jfleiuber  of  Parlimnent^  a  T»*act  l^istrib' 
utor. 

Mr.  Butterworth,  a  member  of  the  British  Parlia- 
ment, was  in  the  habit  of  devoting  an  hour  every  Sunday 
morning  to  the  distribution  of  tracts,  in  the  worst  part  of 
TiOndon. 

He  was  one  day  beckoned  to  bv  an  old  woman,  who  told 
him  there  was  a  young  man  above  stairs,  who  lay  very 
sick  and  desirous  to  see  him.  On  entering  the  apartment 
he  found  a  youth  bearing  the  evident  impress  of  education 
and  refinement,  but  of  vice  and  dissipation,  stretched  on 
a  pallet,  pale,  emaciated,  and  evidently  a])proaching  the 
grave.  On  conversing  with  him  he  confessed  himself  to 
be  the  son  of  a  pious  man  m  the  interior  of  England,  who 
had  left  his  father's  house  to  get  rid  of  the  restraints  of 
his  presence  and  example,  and  to  allow  full  swing  to  his 
own  corrupt  desires.  In  his  affliction  he  had  sought  the 
mercy  of  his  fr^her's  God,  and  apparently  not  in  vain : 
and  now  his  whole  desire  was  once  more  to  see  his  inju- 
red parent,  and  to  ask  his  pardon  before  he  died.  His 
visitor,  deeply  affected  by  what  he  saw  and  heard,  inqui- 
red his  father's  name  and  residence — and  though  crowd- 
ed with  public  business,  laid  every  thing  aside,  and  made 
a  journey  of  upwards  of  fifty  miles  to  his  abode. 

He  found  the  old  gentleman  and  asked  him,  il  he  had 
not  a  son?  "Yes,"  replied  the  afflicted  man,  "but  he  is 
the  grief  and  disgrace  of  my  gray  hairs."  I  have  lately 
met  your  son."  "Have  you,  sir?  And  where  is  he?" 
On  learning  the  mournful  account,  he  stepped  into  Mr. 
I]'s  carriage — on  their  return  to  London,  the  scene  in  the 
Saviors  parable  of  the  prodigal  son  was  acted  over  in  a 
way  to  melt  the  heart.     They  fell  on  each  other's  neck— 
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"Oh !  dear  father,  will  you,  can  you  forgiv^  me?"  "For- 
give you !  yes,  fully,  freely  I  forgive  you."  It  was  toe 
much  for  the  exhausted  frame  of  the  dying  penitent — he 
sank  back,  closed  his  eyes,  opened  them  once  more,  fixed 
them  on  his  father's  face,  then  raised  them  to  heaven,  and 
without  speaking  another  word,  expired.  What  a  spec- 
tacle— what  a  least  for  the  Tract  Distributor ! 


Old  Father  •Iflorris. 


The  manner  in  which  this  aged  New-England  clergy- 
man illustrated  some  topics,  is  shown  in  the  followmg 
extract  from  an  article  in  the  Lady's  Book,  written  by 
Mrs.  H.  B.  Stowe. 

Sometimes  he  would  give  the  narration  an  exceedingly 
practical  turn,  as  one  example  will  illustrate: 

He  had  noticed  a  falling  off  in  his  little  circle,  which 
met  for  social  prayer,  and  took  occasion,  the  first  time  he 
re-collected  a  tolerable  audience,  to  tell  concerning  "the 
conference  meeting  which  the  disciples  attended,"  after 
the  resurrection. 

"  But  Thomas  was  not  with  them,"  said  the  old  man, 
in  a  sorrowful  voice.  "  Why !  what  could  keep  Thomas 
away?"  "Perhaps,"  said  he,  glancing  at  some  of  the 
backward  auditors,  "Thomas  had  got  cold-hearted,  and 
was  afraid  they  would  ask  him  to  make  the  first  prayer, 
or,  perhaps,"  said  he,  looking  at  some  of  the  farmers, 
"  Thomas  was  afraid  the  roads  were  bad ;  or  perhaps," 
he  added,  after  a  pause,  "Thomas  had  got  proud,  and 
thought  he  could  not  come  in  his  old  clothes."  Thus  he 
went"  on,  significantly  summing  up  with  great  simplicity 
and  emotion,  he  added,  "but  only  think  what  Thomas 
lost,  for  in  the  middle  of  the  meeting,  the  Lord  Jesus 
came,  and  stood  among  them !  How  sorry  Thomas  must 
have  been !"  This  representation  served  to  fill  the  vacant 
seats  for  some  time  to  come. 

Father  Morris  sometimes  used  his  illustratic  talent  to 
a  very  good  purpose  in  the  way  of  rebuke.  He  had  on 
his  farm  a  fine  orchard  of  peaches,  from  which  some  of 
the  ten  and  twelve  year  old  gentlemen  helped  themselves 
more  liberally  than  the  old  gentlemj|^hought  expedient. 
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Accordingly  he  took  occasion  to  introduce  into  his  ser- 
mon one  Sunday,  in  his  little  parish,  an  account  of  a 
journey  he  took,  and  how  he  saw  a  fine  orchard  ol 
peaches,  tliat  made  liis  mouth  water  to  look  at  them. 

"  So,"  says  he,  "  I  came  up  to  the  fence,  and  looked  all 
around,  for  I  would  not  have  touched  one  of  them,  with- 
out leave  for  all  the  world.  At  last  I  spied  a  man,  and. 
says  I, 

"  Mister,  won't  you  give  me  some  of  your  peaches?" 

So  the  man  came,  and  gave  me  nigh  a  handful.  And 
while  I  stood  there  eating,  I  said — 

"  Mister,  how  do  you  manage  to  keep  your  peaches  ?" 

"  Keep  them !"  he  said,  and  stared  at  me.  "  What  do 
you  mean  ?" 

"Yes,"  said  I,  "don't  the  boys  steal  them?" 

"Boys  steal  them?"  said  he,  "no  indeed!" 

"  Why,  sir,"  said  I,  "  I  have  a  whole  lot  full  of  peaches, 
and  I  cannot  get  half  of  them  (here  the  old  man's  voice 
grew  tremulous,)  because  the  boys  in  my  parish  steal 
them  so." 

"  Why,  sir,"  said  he,  "  don't  their  parents  teach  them 
not  to  steal  ?" 

"  And  I  grew  all  over  in  a  cold  sweat,  and  told  him  I 
was  afeard  they  didn't." 

"  Why  how  you  talk,"  says  the  man,  "  tell  me  where 
you  live." 

"  Then,"  says  Father  Morris,  (the  tears  running  over,) 
"  I  was  obliged  to  tell  him  I  lived  in  the  town  of  G ." 

After  this.  Father  Morris  kept  his  peaches. 


nSS.  good  reason  for  not  going  to  War. 

Frederic,  Elector  of  Saxony,  intending  to  war  against 
the  Archbishop  of  Magdeburg,  sent  a  spy  to  inquire  into 
liis  preparations ;  and  being  informed  that  he  gave  him- 
self up  to  prayer  and  fasting,  committed  his  cause  to  God 
alone.  " Let  him  fight  that  will,"  said  he;  "I  am  not 
mad  enough  to  fight  with  the  man,  who  makes  God  Ins 
refuge  and  defence." 
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•^  death  bed  view  of  the  value  of  ^fllssions. 

A  DYING  man  not  long  since  thus  addressed  his  mipis- 
ter: — I  have  been  but  little  interested  in  the  cause  of 
missions.  I  gave  you  a  guinea  a  year,  out  of  respect  to 
you  ;  and  I  gave  a  guinea  to  another  friend  to  please  the 
good  people  connected  with  it ;  but  my  heart  was  not  in 
this.  I  was  pleased  with  the  meetings,  and  gratified  to 
see  others  pleased,  and  thought  these  good  things ;  but 
that  was  all. 

On  being  asked,  what  had  been  the  means  of  leading 
him  to  view  things  in  a  different  light,  he  said, 

"  A  night  or  two  since,  it  might  be  about  midnight,  I 
awoke  from  a  doze,  and  after  having  recollected  myself 
where  I  was,  I  stretched  out  my  hands  and  pulled  back  the 
bed  curtains  to  see  if  any  one  was  watching  with  me.  My 
two  sons  were  sitting  one  on  each  side  of  my  bed,  and 
instantly  bent  forward,  with  affectionate  care,  to  see  if  I 
wanted  any  thing.  The  recollection  instantly  flashed 
across  me  of  what  had  been  said  at  the  missionary  meet- 
ing concerning  the  Hindoos  drowning  or  forsaking  their 
aged  parents,  when  they  become  a  burthen  to  them ;  and 
as  suddenly  it  came  across  me,  to  what  do  I  owe  the  dif- 
ference ?  Why  am  not  I  taken  out  by  my  dear  sons,  and 
laid  in  the  river  to  perish  ?  How  is  it  that  I  have  them 
thus  leaning  over  me,  and  watching  every  breath  and 
wish,  and  my  family  contending  among  themselves,  who 
shall  have  the  honor  and  privilege  of  sitting  up  with  me? 
It  is  to  the  gospel  of  Christ  I  owe  this  !  I  used  to  reason 
that  pious  men  were  too  much  wanted  in  England  to 
send  them  abroad,  and  that  we  ought  to  wait  till  the  gos- 
pel produced  more  general  fruits  among  us.  But  I  was 
wrong ;  if  the  first  Christians  had  waited  till  the  Jews 
had  been  converted,  I  should  not  have  had  my  two  sons 
bending  over  me,  no  affectionate  family  to  cheer  me,  and 
I  should  have  perished  without  a  hope." 


The  ^hipii'reck, 


We  were  sailing  in  the  Pacific  OceaiLon  a  busy,  pleas 


ant  night,  said  Captain43riyton,  while  §«ng  an  account 


iLonj 
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of  his  shipwreck  at  a  sailor's  concert,  when  suddenly  the 
cry  was  given  that  brealvers  were  near.  But  it  was  too 
late.  In  endeavoring  to  wear,  we  struck,  and  in  one  min- 
ute the  water  was  over  the  cabin  floor.  We  were  about 
one  thousand  miles  from  any  civilized  land.  We  were 
not  far  from  inhabited  islands.  Wallace's  Island  was 
near ;  but  we  dare  not  land  there.  We  landed  upon  an 
island,  and  found  it  a  desolate  land.  After  ten  days,  we 
put  to  sea  in  three  open  boats  for  the  Sandwich  Islands, 
which  were  about  one  thousand  miles  distant,  with  a  por- 
tion of  bread  and  water.  There  were  twenty-two  in  all, 
ten  of  whom  remained  on  the  island. 

On  the  tenth  day  we  were  within  twenty-five  miles  of 
the  Sandwich  Islands ;  but  the  wind  was  a-head,  so  that 
we  could  not  land,  and  we  put  off  for  the  Hervey  Islands, 
five  hundred  miles.  By  the  time  we  arrived  there,  we 
were  so  emaciated,  through  fatigue  and  watchins:,  drenclf- 
ed  in  the  night  with  rain,  and  schorched  by  the  sun  in 
the  day  time.  Some  of  us  were  very  sick.  There  we 
had  an  opportunity  of  testing  the  reality  of  the  religion 
of  Jesus  Christ.  I  recollect  how  difiicult  it  was  at  first  to 
bring  my  mind  to  be  reconciled  to  my  situation.  But  I 
became  composed,  and  cast  myself  upon  my  Savior,  and 
I  could  answer  with  my  whole  soul  '  There  is  a  reality 
in  the  religion  of  Jesus.'  When  there  was  nothing 
around  but  the  broad  ocean — nothing  above,  but  the  can- 
opy of  heaven — and  nothing  beneath  but  a  half  inch 
plank,  I  could  say  from  my  heart,  'I  am  glad  I  am  here. 
I  had  rather  be  in  this  situation  than  in  any  other,  be- 
cause God  placed  me  here.'  I  felt  to  rejoice  that  I  was 
there.  We  then  had  ten  pious  men..  We  went  out  with 
two.  There  was  one  young  man  in  my  boat,  who  was 
converted  a  few  weeks  before.  I  asked  him  how  do  you 
feel  ?  It  is  very  likely  we  shall  never  get  to  land.  Our 
boat  is  frail  and  there  is  the  appearance  of  a  storm.'  '  Why, 
sir,'  said  he,  'if  this  had  taken  place  three  weeks  ago,  I 
don't  know  how  I  should  have  felt.  But  now  I  feel  per 
fectly  satisfied,  and  even  rejoice  that  God  has  placed  me 
here.'  This  was  also  the  feeling  of  some  others.  A  fevif 
years  before,  I  was  a  careless,  indifferent,  rugged  seaman. 
But  our  hearts  had  been  melted,  not  here,  but  in  heathen 
lands,  throui^lijjll  influence  of  those  excellent,  but  much 
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vilified  men,  the  missionaries.  We  passed  on  rejoicing; 
and  while  we  were  on  the  little  desolate  island,  where  we 
were  first  cast  away,  we  nsed  to  go  out,  eight  or  ten  of  ns, 
and  pray,  and  rejoice ;  and  we  found  that  we  could  be 
happy  there. 

We  passed  on,  and  after  being  out  two  days  more,  we 
came  to  an  island,  and  tried  hard  to  land,  but  were  dis- 
appointed. There  was  a  reef  entirely  around  the  island. 
But,  with  feelings  of  resignation,  we  put  up  the  helm,  and 
sailed  on.  At  length  we  arrived  at  one  of  the  Hervey 
Islands,  and  were  disappointed  again.  The  natives  on 
shore  appeared  friendly ;  but  we  could  not  land.  We 
went  out  seventy-five  miles  further,  and  effected  a  land- 
ing. It  was  Sabbath  morning.  The  natives  lined  the 
shore  by  thousands.  Our  boats  grounded  a  hundred 
yards  from  shore.  They  came  out  and  took  us  up  on 
their  shoulders.  We  were  frightened  at  first,  but  a  white 
man  who  was  with  them,  assured  us  that  we  need  not  fear, 
as  it  was  only  through  kindness,  and  a  generous  strife 
among  themselves,  to  secure  us  as  guests.  They  took  us 
ashore,  and  went  up  to  the  house  of  the  native  missionary. 
They  prepared  us  food,  and  did  every  thing  in  their  power 
to  make  us  comfortable.  The  next  morning  they  invited 
us  to  go  to  their  Sabbath  school.  We  did  not  know  what 
was  their  object ;  but  we  went,  and  found  all  the  benches 
in  a  long  chapel  filled.  They  stood  up  in  a  row,  and 
asked  us  to  sing  and  pray.  When  we  had  done  this,  the 
teachers  and  children  passed  by  and  shook  hands.  When 
we  got  out,  all  these  little  children  had  something  to  give 
us ;  pine-apples,  and  the  most  delicious  fruits,  enough  to 
last  for  months.  They  said  they  were  sorry  for  our  dis- 
aster, and  bade  us  welcome  to  their  shores,  saying,  "  We 
will  feed  you  as  long  as  you  remain  with  us.  We  are 
under  great  obligations,  because  teachers  have  come  from 
your  country,  and  made  us  acquainted  with  the  word  of 
God.  As  you  are  destitute  of  clothes,  here  are  some  large 
rolls  of  native  cloth."  This  was  an  island  where  they 
had  cut  off  the  crew  of  a  ship  a  little  while  before.  It 
ever  my  heart  was  borne  down  with  gratitude,  it  was  at 
that  moment ;  if  ever  I  felt  the  greatness  of  the  missionary 
enterprise,  it  was  at  that  time.  "  This  whole  island  is  con- 
verted to  Christianity,  and  the  little  children  appear  tP 
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panake  of  its  spirit.  They  took  us  by  the  hands,  follo\¥'- 
ed  uSj  and  kissed  us.  Tliat  day  and  night  we  were  invi- 
ted to  all  parts  of  the  island,  and  treatedwith  the  greatest 
hospitaUty  and  kindness.  We  remained  there  six  days, 
and  then  proceeded  to  the  island  of  Raratonga. 

This  is  but  a  specimen  of  the  state  of  things,  wherever 
the  missionaries  have  gone  to  places  which  have  not  been 
reached  by  foreign  influence  of  an  opposite  character.  "  I 
wish,"  said  Captain  B.,  "  to  say  a  few  words  to  ship- 
masters and  officers  present.  I  remember  well  what  my 
feehngs  once  were.  I  had  an  idea  that  it  was  impossible 
to  do  any  good  to  seamen  in  a  religious  way,  and  that  to 
attempt  to  institute  on  ship-board  anything  like  a  system 
of  Sabbath  school  instruction,  would  be  to  encourage 
mockery.  After  I  became  interested  in  religion  myself, 
these  things  weighed  heavily  on  my  mind.  At  the  Sand- 
\Vi::h  Islands,  I  heard  of  the  verse-a-day  system,  which 
is  followed  there,  and  in  some  parts  of  the  country. 
It  struck  me  '  that  is  just  the  thing  for  my  ship.'  I  went 
on  board,  and  commenced  that  day  to  learn  my  verse,  and 
wrote  it  on  a  slip  of  paper,  that  I  might  have  it  always  at 
hand.  When  I  got  to  sea,  I  called  the  men  aft,  and  with 
a  trembling  heart,  asked  how  many  would  unite  with  me 
in  committing  to  memory  a  verse  a  day.  Out  of  twenty- 
two,  twelve  came  forward,  and  joined  in  the  exercise,  and 
continued  it  for  one  year,  till  we  returned  to  this  country, 
we  repeated  them  together  in  the  cabin  ;  and  we  found  it 
a  delightful  employment.  The  next  voyage  we  had 
fourteen,  and  sometimes  sixteen.  And  who  were  they  ? 
Why,  not  the  men  I  expected,  but  they  were  those  who 
were  considered  the  worst  of  the  crew.  The  influence 
was  astonishing.  There  was  no  more  quarrelling — no 
more  fighting — no  more  running  away ;  but  harmony  and 
peace.  When  a  sailor  is  intent  on  committing  to  memo- 
ry a  verse  in  the  Bible,  his  thoughts  are  occupied,  and 
he  has  no  time,  nor  inclination  to  engage  in  such  things. 


Teaching  Children  to  lAe. 

My  nearest  neighbor,  when  I  resided  in  Connecticut, 
was  a  man  moving  in  tlie  ordinary  walks  of  life,  a  pru- 
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dent,  careful,  honest,  and  industrious  husbandman.  Be- 
ing, at  a  certain  time,  at  the  house  of  his  son-in-law,  one. 
of  the  boys  of  the  family  wished  to  go  home  with  his 
grandfather  ;  but  it  not  being  convenient  at  that  time,  the 
grandfather  declined  taking  him,  but  added,  "  Next  time 
grandpapa  comes,  he'll  carry  you  home  with  him."  The 
boy  was  pacified.  The  old  gentleman,  not  thinking  any 
more,  (as,  alas  !  many  careless  and  faulty  parents  do,)  of 
what  he  had  said  to  the  boy,  was  several  times  at  the 
house  without  fulfilling  his  engagement ;  and,  perhaps, 
without  even  thinking  of  it.  But  the  hoy  loas  not  so  for- 
getful. He  recollected  well  the  promise  of  his  grandfath- 
er. In  process  of  time,  the  grandfather  took  the  boy  be- 
hind him  on  his  horse,  and  was  conveying  him  to  his  own 
home.  On  the  way  the  boy  began  to  remonstrate  with 
his  grandfather  on  the  subject,  by  saying,  "  When  grand- 
papa was  at  our  house  one  time,  he  said  the  next  time  he 
came,  he  would  carry  me  home — and  grandpapa  did  7iotP 
''  Why,"  says  the  old  gentleman,  "  you  don't  think  your 
grandpapa  would  Z/e,  do  you  ?"  "  I  don't  know,"  says 
the  boy,  '''-What  does  grandya-pa  call  it  7^''  This  con- 
founded the  old  gentleman  so  much,  that  he  knew  not 
what  reply  to  make. 

This  anecdote  has  served  to  increase  my  conviction  of 
the  importance  of  regarding,  strictly  and  conscientiously 
what  we  say  to  children.  Especially,  it  has  shown  me 
the  evil  of  trifling  with  children,  and  making  them  un- 
meaning promises  or  declarations.  And  it  is  my  deliber- 
ate opinion,  that  oftentimes  parents,  by  disregarding,  for- 
getting, and  neglecting  to  fulfil  what  they  declare  to  chil- 
dren in  promises  and  threatnings,  are  chargeable  with  the 
pernicious  evil  of  teachmg  their  children  to  lie  ;  and  then, 
perhaps,  they  inflict  punishment  upon  them  for  the  crime. 
This  is  hard — this  is  cruel — this  is  an  evil  of  serious 
magnitude,  prevalent  to  an  alarming  degree,  and  which 
ought  speedily  and  effectually  to  be  corrected.  Watch 
then,  and  remember  to  make  good  what  you  say  to  chil- 
dren. Do  not  threaten  them  with  what  you  have  no 
business  to  execute.  By  such  threatnings  you  weaken 
your  own  hands  ;  render  the  truth  doubtful,  and  train  up 
your  children  for  falsehood  and  crime.  Whatever  else 
11 
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you  neglect,  by  no  means  neglect  to  teach  them  by  exam- 
pie  as  well  as  precept,  an  inviolable  regard  for  (he  truth. 


CamHwe  go  somewhere  f 

A  COMPANY  of  young  men  was  gathered  at  one  of  the 
corners  of  our  streets,  on  Sabbath  afternoon  ;  to  spend  as 
was  usual  with  them,  that  holy  time,  in  idleness  and  dis- 
sipation. How  often  are  the  dwellers  in  great  cities  doom- 
ed to  see  such  sights  !  And  how  often  are  the  hearts  ot 
the  pious  and  benevolent  pained  by  such  exhibitions ! 
And  how  many  a  widowed  mother  would  be  stricken  to 
the  earth,  did  she  know  that  the  son  for  whom  she  is 
praying,  in  her  lonely  cottage,  and  over  whom  she  shed 
the  parting  tear,  as  she  sent  him  to  the  city,  is  thus  pro- 
faning the  Lord's  Sabbath — thus  treading  the  path  to  ruin ! 
Nay !  how  many  a  hoary  head  has  been  bowed  to  the 
grave  by  such  intelligence. 

As  I  passed  these  young  men,  on  my  way  to  the  sanc- 
tuary, I  heard  the  question  asked  by  one  of  them :  '•'  Can't 
we  go  somewhere  7"  For  a  moment  1  stopped  involunta- 
rily, and  felt  impelled  to  say :  '•  Come  with  me,  and  I  will 
show  you  where  to  go."  But  alas  !  it  was  but  a  moment ; 
and  I  went  on  my  way.  Had  I  not  been  deterred  by 
some  foolish  unchristian  fear  of  man,  how  much  good 
might  I  then,  by  the  grace  of  God,  have  done  !  I  know 
not  how  the  question  was  answered ;  but  several  times 
since,  it  has  presented  itself  to  my  mind,  and  1  have  found 
it  a  theme  for  serious  thought.  ■ 

"  Can't  we  go  somewhere  ?"  asked  the  young  men,  be- 
cause the  time  hung  heavily  upon  them.  It  was  the 
Lord's  day ;  and  the  ordinance  of  man,  in  conformity  with 
that  of  God,  declared  tlTat  there  should  be  rest  from  labor. 
And  these  young  men  thought  they  had  nothing  to  do. 

Ah !  how  many  think  they  have  nothing  to  do  on  the 
Sabbath  ?  It  is  indeed  a  day  of  rest;  a  sweet,  a  precious 
day  ;  rest  from  the  cares,  the  pleasures,  the  bustle,  the  dis- 
traction of  the  world.  And  yet  it  is  a  day  for  work  ;  for 
pleasing,  holy  work ;  for  laborious,  solemn  work.  On  this 
day  are  we  more  particularly  to  praise  God  in  his  holy 
temple,  in  the  assemblies  of  his  people  ;  to  work  out  our 
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own  salvation  with  fear  and  trembling ;  to  labor  in  the 
pulpit,  the  Sabbath  school,  the  domestic  circle— to  bring 
souls  to  Christ — to  examine  our  hearts,  to  guard  them 
well.  Oh  !  who  can  be  idle  on  such  a  day  ?  Who  can 
4ay  he  has  nothing  to  do  ? 

"Can't  we  go  somewhere?"  Yes,  young  men,  you 
can  go  to  the  sanctuary  of  God,  and  listen  to  the  gospel 
of  salvation.  You  can  go  where  the  Holy  Spirit  delights 
to  come  down  on  the  hearts  of'  the  children  of  men,  and 
work  in  them  "  to  do  and  to  will  of  his  own  good  pleas- 
ure." You  can  go  where  the  embassador  of  Christ  tells 
men  of  Him  who  died  for  sinners,  and  reads  from  the  book 
of  life,  the  offers  of  pardon  to  the  penitent.  You  can  go 
where  are  to  be  found  the  bread  of  life,  and  the  water  of 
life  ;  where  can  be  procured  for  mere  asking — if  the  re- 
quest be  made  with  contrition  and  humility,  joys  that 
shall  never  pass  away.  You  can  go  where  the  faithful 
of  the  Lord  unite  in  songs  of  praise  and  gratitude  to  Him, 
who  bought  them  with  his  own  precious  blood,  and  send 
up  to  the  mercy-seat,  the  fervent  prayer,  that  you,  and  all 
who,  like  you,  are  out  of  the  kingdom,  may  become  of 
their  number,  be  of  the  fold  of  Christ.  And  will  you  not 
go  there  ?  Go,  do  go.  The  church  may  be  to  you  the 
gate  of  heaven.  Oh,  do  go.  You  will  not  regret  going : 
you  niay,  bless  God  for  it  through  eternity. 

"  Can't  we  go  somewhere  ?"  Yes  ;  you  can  go  home 
to  your  closets,  and  on  bended  knees  implore  pardon  for 
your  sins,  and  grace  to  save  and  help  in  time  to  come. 
Do  this  and  you  shall  live.  Or  you  may  go  to  ride  in 
the  country,  or  to  sail  upon  the  water,  or  to  the  tavern  or 
pleasure  garden,  and  quaff  the  intoxicating  draught ;  or 
you  may  go  up  and  down  the  streets,  or  about  this  or  that 
corner,  smoking  your  segars,  and  idling  your  time — nay, 
worse  than  idling — spending  it  in  profane  and  obscene 
conversation,  and  making  mockery  of  holy  things.  You 
may  do  either,  or  all  of  these  ;  but  know  young  man,  that 
for  all  these  things  God  will  bring  you  into  judgment. 
These  are  the  open  doors  of  hell ;  the  traps  which  Satan 
sets  for  the  unwary.  Go  not  therein  ;  for  they  who  are 
found  walking  therein,  are  in  danger  of  destruction. 
Turn  away :  flee  from  them  as  from  fiery  ruin.  Oh  !  go 
now  where  you  may  serve  the  Lord ;  then  in  the  day  of 
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his  indignation,  you  shall  be  secure  beneath  the  sliield  ol 
redeeming  love. 

And,  are  there  not  many  who  would  be  ashamed  to  be 
seen  standing  at  the  corners  of  the  streets,  who  pay  a  do 
gree  of  respect  to  the  externals  of  religion,  who  visit  the 
sanctuary  in  the  forenoon  of  the  holy  day,  and  who  often 
ask  :  "  Can't  we  go  somewhere  ?"  "  Where  shall  we  ride, 
or  walk,  or  visit,  to  spend  the  afternoon  ?"  Ah  !  my  friends, 
say  not  with  the  Pharisee,  "  We  are  better  than  yonder 
sinners:"  for,  verily,  there  is  danger  lest  many  vile  and 
sinful  go  in  before  you  to  the  heavenly  feast,  and  ye  be 
shut  out.  Examine  your  hearts  ;  ponder  your  ways ;  and 
henceforth  keep  holy  the  Sabbath  day. 

Professing  Christians,  do  you  not  sometimes  ask,  "  Can't 
we  go  somewhere  ?"  Somewhere  to  hear  a  better  sermon, 
a  more  eloquent  preacher,  finer  singing,  &c.  Beware, 
lest  ye  be  of  the  number  who  say,  '•  Lord,  Lord,"  but  are 
far  from  the  kingdom.  They  that  have  itching  ears,  often 
have  hard  hearts. 

Finally,  we  all  must  go  somewhere.  We  are  constant- 
ly moving  on  towards  eternity  ;  and  heaven  or  hell  must 
be  our  abiding  place.  How  important,  then,  that  we 
make  a  right  choice,  that  we  go  along  the  right  road,  that 
we  go  to  Jesus,  who  is  "  the  way,  and  the  truth,  and  the 
life."  '  Keader,  if  thou  hast  not  yet  accepted  the  offer  of 
salvation  ;  if  thou  hast  not  the  witness  of  the  Spirit  that 
thou  art  the  Lord's ;  let  me  beseech  thee  to  go  at  once  to 
the  mercy-seat— to  begin  at  once  the  great  duty  of  re- 
pentance and  faith  towards  God — to  seek  the  Lord  while 
he  may  be  found,  to  call  upon  him  while  he  is  near — so 
that  at  the  great  day,  you  may  be  found  accepted  in  the 
beloved,  and  receive  a  crown  of  glory  everlasting. 


•Ipologies  for  Traveling  on  the  Sahhath* 

Some  of  those  who  who  do  the  luork  of  journeying  on 
^he  Sabbath,  do  not  condescend  to  make  any  apology  for 
it.  They  care  neither  for  the  day,  nor  for  Him  who  hal- 
lowed it.  With  these  v/e  have  nothing  to  do.  Our  busi- 
ness is  with  those  who,  admitting  the  general  obligation 
of  the  Sabbath,   and   knowing  or  suspecting,  Sunday 
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♦raveling  to  be  a  sin,  offer  apologies  which  they  hope 
may  justify  the  act  in  their  case,  or  else  go  far  towards 
extenuating  the  criminality  of  it.  I  propose  to  submit  to 
the  judgment  of  my  readers  some  of  the  excuses  for  this 
sin,  as  1  cannot  help  calling  the  breach  of  the  fourth 
commandment,  which  from  time  to  time  I  have  heard 
alleged. 

I  would  premise  that  I  know  of  no  sin,  which  men  are 
so  sorry  for  before  it  is  done,  and  so  ready  to  apologize 
for  afterwards.  1  cannot  tell  how  many  persons,  about 
to  travel  on  the  Sabbath,  have  answered  me  that  they 
were  very  sorry  to  do  it ;  and  yet  they  have  immediately 
gone  and  done  it.  They  have  repented  and  then  sinned 
— just  like  Herod,  who  was  very  sorry  to  put  John  the 
Baptist  to  death,  and  then  immediately  sent  an  execution- 
er to  bring  his  head.  It  does  not  diminish  the  criminali- 
ty of  an  act  that  it  is  perpetrated  with  some  degree  of 
regret — and  yet  the  presence  of  such  a  regret  is  consider- 
ed by  many  as  quite  a  tolerable  excuse. 

One  gentleman  who  was  sorry  to  travel  on  the  Sabbath, 
tidded,  1  recollect,  that  it  was  agabist  his  principles  to 
make  such  a  use  of  the  day.  I  wonder  then  that  he 
should  do  it — that  he  should  deliberately  practice  in  op- 
position to  his  principles.  But  I  was  still  more  surprised 
that  he  should  think  to  excuse  his  practice  by  alleging 
its  contrariety  to  his  principles.  What  are  principles  for 
but  to  regulate  practice  ;  and  if  they  have  not  fixedness 
and  force  enough  for  this,  of  what  use  are  they  ?  A  man's 
principles  may  as  well  be  in  favor  of  Sabbath  breaking 
as  his  practice ;  and  certainly  it  constitutes  a  better 
apology  for  a  practice  that  is  in  conformity  to  one's  prin- 
ciples, than  that  it  is  at  variance  with  them. 

Another  gave  pretty  much  the  same  reason  for  his  con- 
duct in  different  words  :  "it  is  not  my  hahit^^  said  he, 
"  to  travel  on  the  Sabbath."  It  was  only  his  act.  He 
did  not  uniformly  do  it.  He  only  occasionally  did  it. 
A  man  must  be  at  a  loss  for  reasons,  who  alleges  an 
apology  for  traveling  one  Sabbath,  that  he  does  not 
travel  other  Sabbaths.  The  habit  of  obedience  form  no 
excuse  for  the  act  of  disobedience. 

An  intelligent  lady,  who  was  intending  to  travel  on 
the  Sabbath  volunteered  this  exculpation  of  iierself. 
11*  9 
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She  said  she  had  traveled  one  Sabbath  already  since  she 
left  home,  and  she  supposed  it  was  no  worse  to  travel  on 
another.     What  then  ?  Are  not  two  cins  v/orse  than  one  .' 

Another  (and  she  was  a  lady  too)  said  she  could  road 
good  books  by  the  way  ;  and  you  know,  said  she,  that 
we  can  have  as  good  thoughts  in  one  place  as  another. 
I  assented,  but  could  not  help  thinking  that  the  persons 
employed  in  conveying  her  might  not  find  their  situation 
as  favorable  to  devout  reading  and  mcciilation.  This  ] 
suppose,  did  not  occur  to  her. 

Another  person  said  that  he  would  never  comraence  a 
journey  on  the  Sabbath ;  but  when  once  set  out,  he 
could  see  no  harm  in  proceeding.  But  1,  for  my  parr, 
could  not  see  the  mighty  diiierence  between  setting  out 
on  the  Sabbath,  and  going  on  on  the  Sabbath.  My  per- 
ceptions were  so  obtuse  that  I  could  not  discern  the  one 
to  be   traveling,  and  the  other  to  be  equivalent  to  rest. 

I  heard,  among  other  excuses,  this  :  Sunday  was  the 
only  day  of  tlie  week  on  which  the  stage  run  to  the  place 
to  which  the  person  wished  to  go,  and  therefore  lie  was 
compelled  to  travel  on  Sunday.  Compelled?  Vv  hy  go  to 
the  place  at  all?  Wiiy  not  procure  a  private  conveyance 
on  another  day  of  the  w^eek?  What  if  it  would  be  more 
expensive?  Doing  right  pays  so  well,  that  one  can  afford 
to  be  at  some  expense  to  do  it. 

Again,  I  was  frequently  met  with  this  apology  for 
journeying  on  the  Sabbath:  "  The  stage  was  going  on, 
and  if  i  had  laid  by  on  tlie  Sabbath,  1  should  have  lost 
my  seat,  and  miglit  have  had  lo  wait  on  the  road,  perhaps 
for  a  whole  week,  before  I  could  regain  it."  This  apolo- 
gy satisfied  many.  They  thought  it  quite  reasonable 
that  the  person  slsould  proceed,  under  those  circumstan- 
ces. But  it  did  not  satisfy  me.  It  occurred  to  n:e,  that 
if  he  had  honored  the  Sabbath,  and  committed  his  way 
to  the  Lord,  he  might  not  have  been  detained  on  the  road 
lieyond  the  day  of  rest.  But  what  if  he  had  been?  Arc 
we  imder  no  obligation  to  obey  a  command  of  God,  ir 
we  foresee  that  obedience  to  it  may  be  attended  with  some 
ineonvenience  ?  better  the  detention  of  many  days  than 
the  transgression  of  a  precept  of  the  decalogue. 

One  person  told  me  that  he  meant  to  start  very  early 
in  the  morning,  for  lie  wished  to  occupy  as  little  of  tlifl 
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Sabbath  in  traveling  as  possible.  Another  proposed  to 
lie  by  all  the  middle  of  the  day,  and  proceed  in  the  eve- 
ninof,  and  he  was  snre  there  could  be  no  harm  in  that. 
Ah  thought  I,  and  has  not  the  Sabbath  a  morning  and 
an  evening  appropriate  to  itself  as  well  as  any  other  day 
of  the  week  /  Is  the  morning  of  tiie  Sabbath  all  one  v/ith 
Saturday,  and  theeveninLC  no  more  sacred  than  JMonday  7 
Did  God  hallov/  only  the  middle  of  the  day  ?  And  is  the 
day  of  rest  shorter  by  several  hours  than  any  other  day'^ 
1  never  could  see  how  one  part  of  the  Sabbath  should  be 
entitled  to  more  religious  respect  than  another  part.  It 
seems  to  me  a  man  may  as  properly  travel  on  the  noon 
of  the  Sabbath,  as  in  the  mornmg  or  evening. 

One  person  was  very  particular  to  tell  me  what  he 
meant  to  do  after  he  had  traveled  a  part  of  the  Lord's 
day.  He  expected,  by  about  10  or  11  o'clock,  to  come 
across  a  church,  and  he  intended  to  go  in  and  worship. 
That  he  supposed  would  set  all  right  again. 

Another,  a  grave  looking  personage,  was  traveling  on 
the  Sabbath  to  reach  an  ecclesiastical  meeting  in  season. 
Another,  in  order  to  fulfill  an  appointment  he  had  made 
to  preach.  These  were  ministers.  They  pleaded  the 
necessity  of  the  case  :  but  1  could  see  no  necessity  in  it. 
I  thought  the  necessity  of  keeping  God's  commandments 
a  much  clearer  and  stronger  case  of  necessity.  I'he 
business  of  the  meeting  could  go  on  without  that  clergy- 
man, or  it  might  have  been  deferred  a  day  in  waiting  for 
liim,  or  he  might  have  left  home  a  day  earlier.  The 
appointment  to  preach  should  not  have  been  made  ;  or 
if  made  should  have  been  broken. 

There  was  an  apologist,  who  had  not  heard  from  home 
for  a  jToad  while,  and  he  was  anxious  to  learn  about  his 
family.  Something  in  their  circumstances  might  re- 
quire his  presence,  I  could  not  sustain  even  that  apolo- 
gy, for  I  thought  the  Lord  could  take  care  of  his  family 
without  him  as  well  as  with  him,  and  I  did  not,  be- 
lieve they  would  be  likely  to  snffer  by  liis  resting  on 
the  Sabbath  out  of  respect  to  God's  commandment,  and 
spending  the  day  in  imploring  the  divine  blessing  on 
them. 

Another  apologist  chanced  to  reach  on  Saturday 
night  an  indifferent  public  house.     He  pleaded,  therefore 
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mat  it  was  necessary  for  him  to  proceed  on  the  next  day, 
antil  he  should  arrive  at  better  accommodations.  But  I 
could  not  help  thinking  that  his  being  comfortably  ac- 
commodated was  not,  on  the  whole,  so  important  as  obe- 
dience to  the  decalogue. 

One  person  thou2:ht  he  asked  an  unanswerable  ques- 
tion, when  he  begged  to  know  why  it  was  not  as  well  to 
be  on  the  road,  as  to  be  lying  by  at  a  country  tavern. 
It  occurred  to  me,  that  if  his  horses  had  possessed  the  fac- 
ulty of  Balaam's  beast,  they  could  have  readily  told  him 
the  difference,  and  why  the  latter  part  of  the  alternative 
was  preferable. 

There  was  still  another  person  who  was  sure  his  ex- 
cuse would  be  sustained.  He  was  one  of  a  party,  who 
were  determined  to  proceed  on  the  Sabbath  in  spite  of 
his  reluctance,  and  he  had  no  choice  but  to  go  on  with 
them.  Ah,  had  he  no  choice?  Would  they  have  forced 
him  to  go  on  1  Could  he  not  have  separated  from  such  a 
party?  Or  might  he  not,  if  he  had  been  determined,  have 
prevailed  on  them  to  rest  on  the  Lord's  day  ?  Suppose  he 
had  said,  mildly  yet  firmly :  "  my  conscience  forbids  me 
to  journey  on  the  Sabbath.  You  can  go,  but  you  must 
leave  me.  I  am  sorry  to  interfere  with  your  wishes,  but 
I  cannot  offend  God."  Is  it  not  ten  to  one  such  a  remon- 
strance would  have  been  successful  ?  I  cannot  help  sus- 
pecting that  the  person  was  willing  to  be  compelled  in 
this  case. 

But  many  said  that  this  strict  keeping  of  the  Sabbath 
was  an  old  jniritanicol  notion,  and  this  seemed  to  ease 
their  consciences  somewhat.  1  remarked  that  I  thought 
it  older  than  puritanism.  A  sinaitical  notion  I  judged  it  to 
be,  rather  than  puritanical. 

Many  Sunday  travelers  I  met  with,  begged  me  not  to 
tell  their  pious  relatives,  that  they  had  traveled  on  the 
Sabbath.  They  thought,  if  these  knew  it,  they  would 
not  think  so  well  of  them,  and  they  would  be  likely  to 
hear  of  it  aofain.  No  one  o.sked  me  not  to  tell  God. 
They  did  not  seem  to  care  how  it  affected  them  in  his 
estimation.  It  never  occurred  to  them  that  they  might 
hear  fron  the  Lord  of  the  Sabbath  on  the  subject. 

I  do  not  know  any  purpose  which  such  apologies  for 
Sabbath-breaking  serve,  sin^^e  they  s^^tisfy  neither  God 
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nor  his  people,  but  one,  and  that  is  not  a  very  valuable 
one.  They  serve  only,  as  far  as  I  can  see,  to  delude 
tliose  who  oifer  them. 

I  love  to  be  fair.  I  have  been  objecting  lately  against 
the  Catholics,  that  they  reduce  the  number  of  the  com- 
mandments to  nine.  I  here  record  my  acknowledgment 
that  some  of  us  Protestants  have  really  but  nine.  The 
Catholics  omit  the  second ;  some  of  our  Protestants  the 
fourth. 


Meautifiil  Illustration* 

Suppose  one  man  owes  another  a  thousand  pounds,  but 
he  is  unable  to  pay  the  debt,  and  denies  that  he  owes  it. 
His  creditor,  being  a  compassionate  man,  says  to  him: 
"  I  do  not  wish  for  your  money,  and  as  soon  as  you  will 
own  the  debt  to  be  a  just  one,  I  will  release  you  from 
your  obligation  ;  but  I  cannot  do  it  before,-for  that  would 
be,  in  fact,  acknowledging  that  I  am  wrong."  The  poor 
man  refuses  to  confess  that  he  owes  the  money,  and  is  in 
consequence  sent  to  prison.  After  remaining  there  for  a 
time,  he  sends  his  creditor  word,  that  he  will  allow  that 
he  owes  lum  a  hundred  founds.  But  that  will  not  do. 
After  another  interval,  he  says  he  will  allow  that  he  owes 
two  hundred  pounds;  and  thus  he  keeps  gradually  giving 
up  a  little  more,  until  he  gets  to  nine  hundred  ;  there  he 
stops  a  long  while.  At  length,  finding  there  is  no  other 
way  of  escape,  he  acknowledges  the  whole  debt  and  is 
released.  Still  it  would  be  free,  unmerited  kindness  in 
the  creditor,  and  the  poor  man  would  have  no  right  to 
say,  "  I  partly  deserved  it,  because  I  owned  the  debt ;" 
for  he  ought  to  have  done  that,  whether  he  was  liberated 
or  not. 

Just  in  this  manner  we  have  treated  God.  When  he 
comes  and  charges  us  with  having  broken  his  law,  we 
deny  it ;  we  will  allow,  perhaps,  that  we  deserve  a  slight 
punisnment,  but  not  all  that  God  has  threatened.  But  if 
ever  we  are  to  be  saved,  God  comes,  and  as  it  were,  shuts 
us  up  in  prison  ;  that  is,  he  awakens  our  consciences  and 
sends  his  Spirit  to  convince  us  of  sin.  Thus  we  every 
(lay  see  more  and  more  of  the  desperate  wickedness  of  oui 
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hearts,  until  we  are  ready  to  allow  that  we  have  deserved 
eternal  condemnation.  As  soon  as  we  acknowledge  this, 
God  is  ready  to  pardon  ns ;  but  it  is  so  evident  that  we 
do  not  deserve  pardon,  that  he  is  not  under  the  least  ob- 
]io;ation  to  bestow  it,  and  that  all  who  are  saved,  are  saved 
through  free,  unmerited  grace. 


ft^  Solemn  ^Incstiou. 

If  you  knew  this  were  your  last  day^  would  you  con- 
tinne  to  slight  this  precious  salvation  7  If  you  had  reason 
to  believe  that  when  at  night  you  close  your  eyes  to  sleep, 
you  would  wake  in  eternity,  could  you  then  pursue  your 
guilty  course  of  sin  and  lolly?  Yet,  little  as  you  expect 
itj  this  may  be  the  case.  Not  long  ago,  the  writer  knew 
a  tradesman,  apparently  vigorous,  and  to  be  feared,  a  man 
of  the  world,  who  was  on  a  journey.  He  spent  tlie  eve- 
ning at  an  inn.  He  Vv^as  fond  of  company,  was  cheerful 
that  nio^ht,  and  sat  up  later  than  usual.  In  the  morning 
he  did  not  rise,  and  someone  entered  his  chamber.  There 
he  lay,  a  corpse.  His  bed  was  unruflled,  and  he  appear- 
ed to  have  diedwitliont  a  struggle  ;  probably  while  asleep. 
How  solemn  the  change  !  Such  has  been  the  lot  of  mul- 
titudes, and  it  may  soon  be  yours.  And  if  it  should,  with 
what  awful  surprise,  will  eternity  open  on  your  unpar- 
doned spirit!  Multitudes  every  morning  awake,  who, 
before  evening,  have  finished  their  course,  and  are  gone 
to  meet  their  God.  Every  setting  sun,  many  are  found 
inhabitants  of  this  world,  who,  before  that  sun  rises  again, 
are  fixed  in  an  eternal  state.  More  than  eighty  thousand 
human  beings  are  supposed  to  pass  into  eternity  every 
four  and  twenty  hours.  How  soon  among  these  crowds, 
may  you  be  one  ? 


Meath  of  an  Infidel, 


A  VISITOR  to  one  who  had  scorned  the  Bible,  states  : 
"  I  found  him  in  the  full  possession  of  his  mental  facul- 
ties, but  much  agitated  and  alarmed,  by  a  sense  of  his 
^reat  sinfulness,  and   approaching   misery.     About  six 
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months  before  the  time  that  I  saw  him,  he  had  been  de- 
prived of  his  wife  by  death.  To  suppress  the  sorrow  oc- 
casioned by  this  loss,  he  went  frequently  to  a  public  house. 
There  he  found  companions,  whose  mirth  caused  him  to 
forget,  for  a  moment,  his  troubles.  At  first,  he  was  sur- 
prised, and  shocked,  at  their  profaneness,  but  he  soon 
proved  that  'evil  communications  corrupt  good  manners.' 
These  men  were  inhdels  ;  and  it  was  not  loug  before  they 
persuaded  their  new  associate  to  imitate  their  example,  in 
abandoning  the  profession  and  casting  off  the  restraints  of 
religion.  On  Sunday  mornings  they  met  to  encourage 
each  other  in  all  manner  of  wickedness ;  and  on  one  of 
these  occasions,  according  to  previous  agreement,  they  to- 
gether committed  their  Bibles  to  the  flames,  and  vowed 
never  again  to  enter  a  place  of  religious  worship.  'All 
this,'  said  the  wretched  man,  'did  well  enough,  while  I 
was  ill  health,  and  could  keep  off  the  thoughts  of  death.' 
Now,  however,  he  was  stretched  on  a  bed  of  sickness, 
and  conscious  of  his  near  approach  to  eternity;  in  this 
state,  forced  to  reflection,  his  guilt  and  danger  excited  the 
utmost  horror  and  alarm.  Despair  had  taken  full  posses- 
sion of  his  mind.  When  1  spoke  to  him  of  the  mercy 
and  forgiveness,  which  the  most  heinous  offenders  are 
encouraged  to  seek,  through  the  mediation  of  a  Redeem- 
er, he  hastily  exclaimed,  '  What's  the  use  of  talking  to 
w,e  ixhowi  mercy  7"^  When  entreated  again  and  again  to 
'  behold  the  Lamb  of  God,  which  taketh  away  the  sin  of 
the  world,'  he  said,  '  I  tell  you  it  is  of  no  use  ;  'tis  too  late.^ 
In  reply  to  my  exhortation  to  pray,  he  said,  '  Oh,  I  can't 
pray  !'  and  after  a  pause,  '  I  will  not  pray.'  These  ex- 
pressions were  subsequently  several  times  repeated.  '  / 
cannot  pray  ;  I  will  not  pray.''  Two  men  having  en- 
tered the  room,  whom  I  understood  to  have  been  leaders 
iw  the  guilty  company  by  whom  this  poor  man  had  been 
deluded,  he  liastily  turned  his  face  from  them,  with  obvi- 
ous disgust  and  terror ;  and  after  they  had  addressed  to 
him  some  blustering  expressions,  by  which  they  hoped  to 
rally  his  spirits,  he  raised  himself  on  his  bed,  lifted  up 
his  hands,  and  in  the  most  deliberate  and  solemn  manner 
called  on  God  AXmighij  io  blast  those  wretches  to  all 
eternity  !  They  almost  immediately  left  the  apartment 
uttering  a  profusion  of  oaths.     Some   time  afterwards 
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three  others  of  the  wretched  men  entered,  and  occasioned 
a  repetition  of  the  imprecations,  which  it  was  impossible 
for  any  to  hear  without  shuddering. 

"  After  I  had  been  with  him  about  two  hours,  during 
which  time  he  frequently  repeated  such  expressions  as 
have  been  stated,  he  became  quite  indifferent  to  what  was 
said  to  him,  rolling  about  on  his  bed,  and  now  and  then 
ejaculating,  'My  Bible!  oh  !  the  Bible P  His  eyes  were 
for  several  minutes  fixed  on  me,  but  he  seemed  not  to 
hear  the  questions  and  entreaties,  which  I  continued  to 
address  to  him.  He  then  concealed  his  face  by  turning  it 
to  the  pillow ;  and  after  having  remained  in  this  position 
perhaps  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  his  whole  frame  was  vio- 
lently convulsed  ;  he  groaned,  and  then  again  was  still  ; 
and  whilst  I  was  speaking  to  the  bystanders,  he  expired. 
'  it  is  a  fearful  thing  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  living 
God.'" 


I0eath  of  a  Christian, 

"Hitherto,"  said  Payson,  while  lying  on  his  dying 
couch,  "  Hitherto,  I  have  viewed  God  as  a  fixed  Star, 
bright  indeed,  but  often  intercepted  by  clouds  ;  but  now  ho 
is  coming  nearer  and  nearer,  and  spreads  into  a  Sun,  so 
vast  and  glorious,  that  the  sight  is  too  dazzling  for  flesh 
and  blood  to  sustain."  This  was  not  a  blind  adoration 
of  an  imaginary  deity  ;  for,  added  he,  "I  see  plainly  that 
ail  tnese  same  glorious  and  dazzling  perfections,  which 
now  only  serve  to  kindle  my  affections  into  a  flame,  and 
to  melt  down  my  soul  into  the  same  blessed  image,  would 
Hirn  and  scorch  me  like  a  consuming  fire,  if  1  were  an 
impenitent  sinner." 

He  said  he  felt  no  solicitude  respecting  his  family ;  he 
could  trust  them  all  in  the  hands  of  Christ.  To  feel  any 
undue  solicitude  on  their  account,  or  to  be  unwilling  to 
leave  them  with  God,  would  be  like  '•  a  child  who  was 
reluctant  to  go  to  school,  lest  his  father  should  burn  up 
his  toys  and  playthings  while  he  was  absent." 

Conversing  with  a  friend  on  his  preparation  for  his  de- 
parture, he  compared  himself  to  "  a  person,  who  had  been 
visiting  his  friends,  and  was  about  to  return  home.     His 
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trunk  was  packed,  and  every  thing  prepared,  and  he  was 
looking  out  of  the  window,  waiting  for  the  stage  to  take 
him  in." 

When  speaking  of  the  sufferings  he  endured,  particu- 
larly the  sensation  of  burning,  in  his  side  and  left  leg,  he 
said  that  if  he  expected  to  live  long  enough  to  make  it 
worth  while,  he  would  have  his  leg  taken  off."  On  Mrs. 
Pay  son's  uttering  some  expression  of  surprise,  he  replied, 
"I  have  not  a  very  slight  idea  of  the  pain  of  amputa- 
tion ;  yet  I  have  no  doubt,  that  I  suffer  more,  every 
fifteen  minutes,  than  I  should  in  having  my  leg  taken 
off" 

His  youngest  child,  about  a  year  old,  had  been  under 
the  care  of  a  friend,  and  was  to  be  removed  a  few  miles 
out  of  town ;  but  he  expressed  so  strong  a  wish  to  see 
Charles  first,  that  he  was  sent  for.  The  look  of  love, 
and  tenderness,  and  compassion,  with  which  he  regard- 
ed the  child,  made  an  indellible  impression  on  all  preseni. 

At  his  request  some  of  the  choir  belonging  to  the  con- 
gregation came  a  few  days  before  his  death,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  singing,  for  his  gratification,  some  of  the  songs  of 
Zion.     He  selected  the  one  commencing. 

"Rise  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wmgs;" 

Part  of  tha  hymn, 

"I'll  praise  my  Maker  with  my  breath  ;" 

And  the  "  Dying  Christian  to  his  Soul." 

Sabbath  day,  October  21,  1S27,  his  last  agony  com- 
menced. This  holy  man,  who  had  habitually  said  of  his 
racking  pains,  •'  These  are  God's  arrows,  but  they  are  all 
sharpened  with  love" — and  who  in  the  extremity  of  suf- 
fering had  been  accustomed  to  repeat,  as  a  favorite  ex- 
pression, "  I  will  bless  the  Lord  at  all  times^'— had  yet  the 
*' dying  strife  to  encounter."  It  commenced  with  the 
same  difficulty  of  respiration,  though  in  an  aggravated 
degree,  which  had  caused  him  great  distress  at  intervals, 
during  his  sickness.  His  daughter,  who  had  gone  to  the 
Sabbath  School  without  any  apprehensions  of  so  sudden 
n  change,  was  called  home.  Though  laboring  for  breath, 
and  with  a  rattling  in  his  throat,  similar  to  that  which 
immediately  precedes  dissolution,  he  smiled  upon  her; 
13 


134  SABBATH-DAY 

kissed  her  affectionately,  and  said — "  God  bless  you,  my 
daughter !"'  Several  of  the  church  were  soon  collected 
at  his  bedoide ;  he  smiled  on  them  all,  but  said  little,  as 
his  power  of  utterance  had  nearly  failed.  Once  he  ex- 
claimed, '-Peace  !  peace!  victory!  victory!"  He  looked 
on  his  wife  and  children,  and  said,  almost  in  the  words 
of  dying  Joseph  to  his  brethren  — words  which  he  had 
before  spoken  of,  as  tiaving  a  peculiar  sweetness,  and 
which  he  now  wished  to  recall  to  her  mind — "I  am  go- 
ing, but  God  will  surely  be  with  you."  His  friends 
w^atched  him,  expecting  every  moment  to  see  him  expire, 
till  near  noon,  when  his  distress  partially  left  him;  and 
he  said  to  the  physician,  Vv'ho  was  feeling  his  purse,  that 
he  found  he  was  not  to  be  released  yet ;  and  though  lio 
had  suffered  the  pangs  of  death,  and  got  almost  within 
the  gates  of  Paradise — yet,  if  it  was  God's  will  that  he 
should  come  back,  and  suffer  still  more,  he  was  resigned. 
He  passed  through  a  similar  scene  in  the  afternoon,  and, 
to  the  surprise  of  every  one  was  again  relieved.  The 
night  following  he  suffered  less  than  he  had  the  two  pre- 
ceding. Friday  night  had  been  one  of  inexpressible  suf- 
fering. That  and  tlie  last  night  of  his  pilgrimage  were 
the  only  nights  in  which  lie  had  watchers.  The  friend 
who  attended  him  through  his  last  night,  read  to  him,  at 
his  request,  the  twelfth  chapter  of  the  second  epistle  to  the 
Corinthians;  parts  of  which  must  have  been  peculiarly 
applicable  to  his  case. 

On  Monday  mornino-,  his  dying  agonies  returned  in  all 
their  extremity.  For  three  hours  every  breath  was  a 
groan.  On  being  asked  if  his  sufferings  wtne  greater 
than  on  tlie  preceding  Friday  night,  he  answered,  "  In- 
comparably greater."  He  said  that  the  greatest  temporal 
blessing  of  which  he  could  conceive  would  be  one  breath 
of  air.  Mrs.  Payson  fearing,  from  the  expression  of  suf- 
fering- in  his  countenance,  that  he  w^as  in  mental  as  well 
as  bodily  anguish,  questioned  him  on  the  subject.  With 
extreme  difficulty  he  was  enabled  to  articulate  the  words, 
<'  Faith  and  patience  hold  out."  About  midday,  the  pain 
of  respiration  abated,  and  a  partial  stupor  succeeded. 
Still,  however,  he  continued  intelligent,  and  evidently 
able  to  recognize  all  who  were  present.  His  eyes  spoke 
after  his  tongue  became  motionless.     He  looked  "^n  Mrs. 
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Payson,  and  then  his  eye,  glancitig  over  the  others  who 
surrounded  his  bed,  rested  on  Edward,  his  eldest  son, 
with  an  expression  which  said — and  which  was  interpre- 
ted by  all  present  to  say,  as  plainly  as  if  he  had  uttered 
the  words  of  the  beloved  disciple — "Behold  thy  mother!" 
There  was  no  visible  indication  of  the  return  of  his  suffer- 
ings. He  gradually  sunk  away,  till  about  the  going  down 
of  the  sun,  when  his  happy  spirit  was  set  at  liberty. 

The  "  ruling  passion  was  strong  in  death."  His  love 
for  preaching  was  as  invincible  as  that  of  the  miser  for 
gold,  who  dies  grasping  his  treasure.  Dr.  Payson  direct 
ed  a  label  to  be  attached  to  his  breast  on  which  should 
be  written — ^'■Remember  the  words  which  I  spoke  unto 
yoii^  while  1  was  yet  pi^esent  with  you  ;"  that  they  might 
be  read  by  all  who  came  to  look  at  his  corpse,  and" by 
which  he,  being  dead,  still  spoke.  The  same  words-,  at 
the  request  of  his  people,  were  engraven  on  the  plate  of 
the  coffin,  and  read  by  thousands  on  the  day  of  interment. 


It  is  related  of  John  Elhott,  "the  apostle  to  the  Indians," 
that  one  day,  while  minister  of  Koxbury,  the  parish  Treas- 
urer, iiaving  paid  him  his  salary,  put  it  into  a  handker- 
chief, and  tied  it  in  to  as  many  hard  knots,  as  he  could 
make,  to  prevent  him  from  givmg  it  away  before  he  reach- 
ed his  own  liouse.  On  his  way  he  called  upon  a  poor 
family,  and  told  them,  that  he  had  brought  them  some 
relief  He  then  beg^an  to  untie  the  knots  ;  but  finding  it 
a  work  of  great  difficulty,  gave  the  handkerchief  to  the 
mistress  of  the  house  ;  saying,  "  Here  my  dear,  take  it ; 
I  believe  the  Lord  designs  it  all  for  you." 


Mev.  Thomias  Hooker. 

This  eminent  divine  was  once  suddenly  awakened  one 
night  by  an  unusual  noise,  which  appeared  to  proceed 
from  his  cellar.  He  immediately  arose,  dressed  himself, 
and  went  silently  to  the  foot  of  the  cellar  stairs.     There 
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he  saw  a  man,  with  a  candle  in  his  hand,  taking  pork 
out  of  the  barrel.  When  he  had  taken  out  the  last  piece, 
Mr.  Hooker,  accosting  him  very  pleasantly,  said,  "  Neigh- 
bor, you  act  unfairly;  you  ought  to  leave  a  part  for  me." 
Thunderstruck  at  being  detected,  especially  at  being  de- 
tected by  so  awful  a  witness,  the  culprit  fell  at  his  feet, 
condemned  himself  for  his  wickedness,  and  implored  his 
pardon.  Mr.  Hooker  cheerfully  forgave  him,  and  con- 
cealed his  crime ;  but  forced  him  to  carry  half  the  pork 
to  his  own  house. 


The  IToung  Convert. 


The  young  convert  may  be  compared  to  a  child,  whom 
his  father  is  leading  over  a  rugged  and  uneven  path. 
After  proceeding  for  some  time  without  much  difficulty, 
he  forgets  that  it  has  been  owing  to  his  father's  assistance 
— begins  to  think  that  he  may  now  venture  to  walk  by 
himself,  and  consequently  falls.  Humbled  and  dejected, 
he  then  feels  his  own  weakness,  and  clings  to  his  father 
for  support.  Soon,  however,  elated  with  his  progress, 
he  again  forgets  the  kind  hand  which  sustains  him,  fan- 
cies he  needs  no  more  assistar'^-e,  and  again  falls.  This 
process  is  repeated  a  thousand  times  in  the  course  of  the 
christian's  experience,  till  he  learns,  at  length,  that  his 
own  strength  is  perfect  weakness,  and  that  he  must  de- 
pend solely  on  his  heavenly  Father. 


JDllference  betiveen  true  and  false  Religion* 

The  difference  between  true  and  false  religion  may  be 
thus  illustrated.  Suppose  a  king  visits  two  families  of 
his  subjects.  The  members  of  one  think  it  great  conde- 
scension in  him  to  visit  them ;  they  show  him  every  pos- 
sible mark  of  affection  and  respect,  and  they  are  filled  with 
regret  and  unhappiness  at  his  departure.  The  other  fam- 
ily have  no  real  love  for  him ;  and  though  self-interest 
prompts  them  to  show  him  every  external  mark  of  respect, 
yet  it  is  constrained,  and  they  are  glad  when  he  departs. 
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Now,  if  this  king  could  read  the  heart,  and  saw  that  their 
services  were  insincere,  he  could  not  of  course  be  pleased ; 
and  the  more  assiduous  thoy  were  in  their  attentions,  if 
prompted  wholly  by  self-interest,  the  more  would  he  be 
disgusted.  In  the  same  manner,  when  God,  by  his  Spirit, 
visits  the  true  christian,  it  fills  him  with  joy  and  gladness ; 
his  presence  is  life ;  and  when  he  hides  his  face,  nothing 
can  afford  pleasure  or  satisfaction.  But  when  thoughts  of 
God  enter  the  mind  of  the  sinner,  he  feels  uneasy,  and 
tries  to  get  rid  of  them.  He  may  from  selfish  motives,  af- 
fect to  seek  God  ;  but  his  heart  is  not  in  it,  and  he  longs 
after  the  pleasure  of  the  world.  This  is  the  way  in  which 
all  awakened  yet  impenitent  sinners,  seek  God  ;  and  yet 
they  are  displeased  because  he  will  not  accept  such  heart- 
less services. 


Mow  much  shall  I  contribute  f 

It  has  been  frequently  wished  by  christians,  that  there 
were  some  rule  laid  down  in  the  Bible,  fixing  the  propor- 
tion of  their  property,  which  they  ought  to  contribute  to 
religious  uses.  This  is  as  if  a  child  should  go  to  his  fa- 
ther and  say,  "  Fa,ther,  how  many  times  in  the  day  must 
I  come  to  you  with  some  testimonials  of  my  love  ?  How 
often  will  it  be  necessary  to  show  my  affection  for  you?" 
The  father  would  of  course  reply,  "  Just  as  often  as  your 
ieelings  prompt  you,  my  child,  and  no  oftener."  Just  so 
Christ  says  to  his  people :  "  Look  at  me,  and  what  I  have 
done  and  suffered  for  you,  and  give  me  just  what  you 
think  I  deserve — I  do  not  wish  any  thing  forced." 


I  would')  hut  I  cannot. 


One  excuse^vhich  awakened  sinners  are  accustomed 
to  allege  in  their  own  defence  is,  that  they  wish  to  love 
God,  and  to  have  new  hearts,  but  cannot.  They  do  in- 
deed wish  to  be  saved,  but  they  are  nat  willing  to  be 
saved  in  God's  way  ;  that  is,  they  are  not  willing  to  accept 
salvation  as  a  free  gift.  They  would  do  any  thing  to 
12^ 
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buy  it,  but  wijI  not  take  it  without  money  and  witlioul 
price.  Suppose  that  you  were  very  sick,  and  were  told 
by  tiie  physician,  that  tliere  was  but  one  medicine  in  the 
world,  tliat  could  save  your  lile,  and  that  this  was  ex- 
ceedingly precious.  You  were  also  told  that  there  was 
but  one  person  in  the  world,  who  had  any  of  this  in  his 
possession;  and,  that,  although  he  was  willing  to  ^ire  it 
to  those  who  asked,  he  would  on  no  account  sell  any. 
Suppose  this  person  to  be  one  whom  you  liad  treated  with 
great  neglect  and  contempt,  injured  in  every  possible  way. 
How  exceedingly  unwilling  would  you  be  to  send  to  him 
for  the  medicine  as  a  gift!  You  would  rather  purchase 
it  at  the  expense  of  your  whole  fortune.  You  would 
defer  sending  as  long  as  possible,  and  when  you  found 
that  you  were  daily  growing  worse,  and  nothing  else 
could  save  you,  you  would  be  obliged,  however  reluc- 
tantly,  to  send  and  ask  for  some.  Just  so  unwilling  are 
sinners  to  apply  to  God  for  salvation  as  a  free  gift ;  and 
they  will  not  do  it  until  they  find  themselves  perishing, 
and  that  tliere  is  no  other  hope  lor  them. 


The  I$rotkers^  Q,iuirreL 

Of  the  divided  affections  too  often  observed  among 
brothers,  a  most  remarkable  instance  happened  a  few 
years  ago,  in  the  family  of  a  gentleman  of  the  north  of 
Scotland.  George  and  William  Sterling  were  the  only 
sons  of  the  gentleman  alluded  to,  and  they  had  grown  to 
m.anhood  in  the  exercise  of  that  mutual  friendship,  which 
is  so  delightful  to  observe  in  relations  in  that  degree  of 
consanguinity.  I  was  not  aware  that  there  was  any  thhig 
remarkable  in  their  characters:  they  were  simply,  two 
respectable  young  men,  of  good  education  ;  and  while  the 
elder  was  reared  to  the  enjoyment  of  a  competent  fortune, 
the  younger  soon  attained  such  a  degree  of  distinction  at 
the  bar,  as  rendered  his  fate  little  less  enviable. 

On  the  death  of  their  mother,  which  took  place  when 
they  were  betVv^een  twenty  and  thirty  years  of  age,  some 
dispute  arose,  respecting  a  legacy,  the  destination  of  which 
had  not  been  expressed  in  terms  sufficiently  clear,  and 
which,  after  a  brief  suit  at  law  was  determined  in  favor 
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of  the  elder  brother.  At  first,  it  was  resolved  by  the  two 
brothers  that  this  plea  should  be  amicably  conducted, 
merely  for  the  purpose  of  deciding  an  uncertain  matter; 
but  some  circumstances  unexpectedly  occurred,  whicii 
acting  upon  the  inflammable  nature  of  the  elder,  and 
not  being  met  by  a  proper  spirit  by  the  younger  brother, 
speedily  produced  a  decided  alienation  between  them. 
Each  retired  suddenly  into  the  fortress  of  his  own  pride ; 
nor  were  their  father's  entreaties  and  good  offices,  or  their 
common  recollection  of  twenty  affectionate  and  happy 
years,  of  the  least  avail,  in  bringing  them  once  more  to- 
gether. 

They  did  not  meet  again  for  ten  years :  it  was  at  their 
father's  funeral.  The  old  gentleman  had  died  in  the 
presence  of  his  oldest  son  only,  reiterating  with  his  latest 
breath  those  injunctions  so  often  before  employed  in  vain, 
that  his  two  sons  might  be  restored  to  brotherly  friendship, 
an  object,  he  said,  which  engrossed  his  thoughts  so  mucli 
in  life,  that  he  ielt  as  if  he  could  not  rest  in  peace  in  his 
grave  unless  it  were  accomplished.  The  two  brothers 
met,  but  without  taking  the  least  notice  of  each  other, 
when  respectively  mounting  their  carriages,  in  order  to 
follow  the  corpse  of  their  father  to  the  family  buryin^r- 
ground  in  Aberdeen.  Thei**  hearts  were  still  filled  with 
fierce  and  indignant  feelings  towards  each  other,  thouo-h 
it  is  not  improbable  that  the  elder  had  been  somewhat 
touched,  almost  imperceptibly  to  himself,  by  the  dying 
entreaties  of  his  father.  The  procession,  consisting  of  a 
hearse  and  the  carriages  of  the  two  brothers,,  set  out  on 
its  long  and  dreary  journey,  which  was  rendered  addi- 
tionally melancholy  by  the  gloom  of  a  December  day. 

It  was  originally  designed  that  there  should  be  no  stop- 
page, except  to  excliange  horses,  till  they  reached  their 
destination ;  but  this  arrangement  was  destined  to  be 
strangely  disconcerted.  A  fall  of  snow  which  had  begur 
only  that  morning  in  the  low  country,  was  found,  when 
fhey  reached  the  hilly  region,  to  have  been  of  two  day's 
continuance ;  and  it  was  with  the  greatest  difficulty  that 
they  reached  a  lonely  inn,  about  half  way  to  the  capitol, 
neyond  which  it  was  declared  by  the  postillions,  there 
was  17  0  possibility  of  proceeding  that  day.  This  humble 
place  of  entertainment  was  accustomed  to  lod<re  onlv  such 
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guests  as  carriers,  and  as  it  was  partly  occupied,  on  the 
present  occasion,  by  various  wayfarers,  the  host,  with  all 
anxiety  to  accommodate  such  distinguished  guests  as  those 
who  h-dd  just  arrived,  found  he  could  not  by  any  means 
offer  them  more  than  two  rooms.  It  was  his  expectation, 
that,  while  one  of  these  Avas  devoted,  as  decency  required, 
to  the  reception  of  the  corpse,  the  other  would  serve  for 
the  two  mourners,  and  he  accordingly  proposed  to  make 
up  an  additional  bed  in  the  room,  which  he  had  marked 
as  that  which  should  receive  his  living  guests.  What 
was  his  astonishment,  and  what  was  the  astonishment  of 
all  the  inmates  of  the  house,  when  he  was  informed  by  a 
Servant  that  one  of  the  gentlemen  would  sleep  in  one  of 
the  rooms,  while  the  other  had  no  objection  to  that  in 
which  he  had  placed  the  corpse  !  It  was  not,  however, 
for  him  to  make  any  resistance  to  such  an  arrangement, 
and  he  accordingly  caused  the  rooms  to  be  prepared  as 
befitted  the  tastes  of  his  guests. 

It  must  communicate  a  strange  feeling  to  know  that 
two  brothers,  men  of  cultivated  understandings,  and  each 
respected  in  his  sphere  for  public  and  private  worth — ac- 
tually carried  this  dreadful  arrangement  into  effect,  in 
order  to  avoid  what  they  must  have  contemplated  as  a 
more  painful  thing — the  spending  of  a  single  night  in 
each  other's  company.  It  was  the  younger  who  pro- 
posed, as  a  solution  of  the  dilemma,  in  which  he  found 
they  were  placed,  to  take  up  his  quarters  in  the  same 
chamber  with  the  corpse  ;  unpardonable  as  the  elder  was 
for  his  share  of  the  dissension,  it  was  but  justice  to  him 
to  state  that  he  could  not,  after  the  dying  request  of  his 
father,  have  encountered  the  sensations  which  might  be 
expected  to  arise  in  so  dreadful  a  situation. 

During  the  evening,  as  the  storm  prevented  them  from 
going  out  of  doors,  each  kept  his  own  room,  and  was  se- 
verally served  with  the  refreshments,  which  he  required. 
Night  came  and  each  went  to  rest.  Morning  returned, 
and  still  the  storm  was  unabated.  It  was  therefore  ne- 
cessary to  spend  another  day  in  the  same  extraordinary 
circumstances.  Slowly,  slowly  waned  the  hours  of  the 
twilight  day ;  and  still  the  snow  continued  to  fall  in  its 
broad  and  lazy  flakes,  seeming  to  the  two  brothers,  as 
each  surveyed  it  listlessly  fr:>m  his  window,  the  very 
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personification  of  monotomy.  As  the  rooms  were  close 
to  each  other,  and  only  divided  by  a  thin  partition, 
through  which  there  was  a  door  of  communication,  each 
of  the  unhappy  gentlemen  could  over-hear  everything 
that  his  neighbor  did,  ahriost  to  his  very  breathing.  It 
at  length  became  the  amusement  of  each,  unknown  to 
his  fellow,  to  v/atch  the  proceedings  of  the  other — to  note 
every  footfall,  to  register  every  sigh.  George  in  particu- 
lar, became  interested  in  spite  of  himself,  in  the  situation 
of  his  brother,  which,  in  consideration  of  what  he  had 
heard  from  the  lips  of  his  dying  father,  bore  to  him  an 
aspect  more  repulsive  and  painful  than  perhaps  to  the 
actual  sufferer. 

At  length,  when  after  a  weary  day,  the  time  of  rest 
again  grow  nigh,  and  the  house  became  more  than  usu- 
ally still,  he  heard  a  gjoan— a  groan  partly  suppressed, 
but  still  bearing  distinctly  the  impress  of  unutterable  an- 
guish, proceed  from  his  brother's  room.  He  listened 
more  intently,  and  in  a  few  minutes  he  could  make  out 
that  the  living  tenant  of  the  death  chamber  was  prostra- 
ted beside  the  coffin,  weeping —bitterly  weeping — but 
still  making  every  effort  to  bury  the  expression  of  Ins  griet 
in  his  own  bosom.  It  may  easily  be  imagined  that  such 
sounds,  coming  upon  a  heart  which  had  been  insensibly 
undergoing  a  softening  process  during  the  whole  dayy 
must  have  had  the  best  effect.  Still  the  rancor  of  ten 
years  was  not  to  be  got  over  by  tears  shed  under  such 
circumstances.  He  softly  stole,  however,  to  the  door, 
and  watched  with  the  most  intense  anxiety  every  respi- 
ration and  movement  of  his  afflicted  brother.  After 
waiting  a  few  minutes,  he  distinctly  heard  William 
breathe  forth  the  words,  "Oh,  mother!"  and  that  in  a 
tone  which  referred  so  pointedly  to  the  source  of  their 
unhappy  quarrel,  that  he  could  no  longer  entertain  a 
doubt  as  to  the  nature  of  his  brother's  present  reflections. 
A  thousand  tender  associations  were  awakened  by  that 
endeared  word ;  he  reverted  to  their  early  days,  when 
they  had  no  contentions,  but  for  her  aflections,  no  rival 
ry,  but  for  the  kind  bounty,  which  she  was  always  ready 
to  bestow  upon  each  alike.  Human  nature  could  hold 
no  longer,  and  he  gently  tapped  at  the  door  which  had 
hitherto  kept  them  "apart ;  '•  William,"  he  said,  "  may  I 
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come  in  ?"  The  voice  of  affection  could  not  be  mistaken. 
William  opened  the  door  in  an  instant,  and,  as  if  he  had 
g-uessed  intuitively  the  disposition  of  his  brother,  rushed 
into  his  arms. 

The  next  day  saw  the  two  brothers  amicably  proceeding 
in  one  vehicle  to  the  family  burying  place,  where,  in  the 
grave  of  their  father,  they  inhumed  every  bitter  feeling 
they  had  ever  entertained  against  each  other  ;  and  at  pre 
sent,  taught  by  the  sufferings  they  endured  in  their  period 
of  alienation,  there  is  no  pair  of  friends  who  take  such 
pains  to  cherish  each  other's  affections,  or  to  avoid  all 
means  of  converting  them  into  gall. 


•1  •Jflarriage  Festival. 

Reply  of  Dr.  Buckminster  to  a  letter  from  a  Miss  Chester  to  his  daughter. 

In  an  accompaniment  with  one  of  your  letters,  I  find  a 
picturesque  description  of  a  fashionable  ball  in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  Albany,  given  on  the  occasion  of  the  mar- 
riage of  Mr.  Sedgwick  to  Miss  Ridley.  "  The  guests  were 
many,  the  accommodations  capacious,  rendered  splendid 
and  sublime  by  all  that  art  and  taste  could  enterprise. 
Fancy  and  ornament  combined  their  powers  to  throw  a 
lustre  over  the  appearance  of  the  delighted  attendants. 
Three  hundred  silver  candlesticks,  and  an  infinite  num- 
ber of  lamps  poured  their  light  on  thirty  mirrors,  which 
faithfully  reflected  what  they  received  in  softened  bright- 
ness through  the  several  apartments,  and  their  variegated 
finery.  The  desert  was  delicious-exhibited  in  a  state 
of  elegance  and  grandeur.  The  music  and  amusements 
were  enchanting  and  transporting."  This  nuist  have 
been  a  scene  highly  delightful  to  a  man  of  the  world, 
and  to  the  daughter  of  worldly  taste  and  pleasure.  But, 
Betsy,  I  find  it  lasted  but  one  short  night;  nay,  it  blushed 
to  meet  the  rising  sun,  as  if  conscious  that  the  little 
lamps  would  tarnish  all  its  glory.  "  The  ladies  retired  at 
three,  the  gentlemen  at  five;"  perhaps  both  resolved  to  take 
their  revenge  upon  this  disturber  of  nightly  pleasures,  by 
despising  bis  charms  till  they  begin  to  be  lost  in  the  eve- 
ning hemisphere. 
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The  reading  of  this  description  suggests  to  me  that  of 
attempting  a  faint  sketch  of  the  marriage  festival,  for 
which  preparation  has  long  been  making,  and  from  lime 
to  time  partial  descriptions  given  me  of  what  is  there  to 
be  exhibited.  To'  this  festiva'  I  have  the  honor  to  be  in- 
vited as  a  guest,  and  am  entrusted  with  authority  to  in- 
vite others.  I  have  heard  a  little  and  imagined  more  of 
this  transporting  scene  ;  but  could  I  correctly  paint  both 
on  paper,  the  half  would  not  be  told  you.  This  festival 
is  to  be  celebrated  at  a  seat,  or  palace,  whose  length  and 
breadth  are  twelve  thousand  furlongs,  and  its  height  and 
stories  proportionately  elevated.  It  stands  upon  a  foun- 
dation of  twelve  different  kinds  of  precious  stones  of  va- 
riegated hue,  arranged  with  so  much  art  as  to  throw  re- 
ciprocal and  iocreasmg  lustre  ;  all  producing  such  a  flood 
of  splendor,  as  mocks  the  attempts  of  men  or  angels  to 
describe.  In  this  place  there  are  twelve  avenues  all 
paved  with  gold,  leading  to  the  gates,  that  are  of  entire 
pearl  ;  each  gate  is  one  entire  pearl,  neither  fractured  nor 
divided.  The  flooring  of  the  palace  is  all  pure  gold, 
transparent  as  glass.  The  ceiling  of  the  house  is  all  of 
jasper.  The  particular  apartments,  the  hangings  and  the 
ornaments,  I  cannot  attempt  to  describe  to  you.  If  they 
bear  a  customary  increased  proportion  to  the  splendor, 
riches,  and  elegance  of  the  exterior,  what,  Betsy,  must 
they  be?— Oh  !  let  us  be  ambitious  to  go  and  see. 

Of  the  guests  that  are  invited  I  can  give  you  no  exact 
account,  and  a  still  more  imperfect  one  of  those  that  will 
accept.  Of  one  particular  circle,  there  were  long  ago  one 
hundred  and  forty-four  thousand  that  had  accepted  tlio 
invitation.  Among  these  were  kings  and  queens, 
princesses  and  princes,  noblemen  and  their  daughters, 
priests  and  prophets.  Since  then,  the  number  of  inviting 
servants  has  been  greatly  increased,  and  they  have  been 
running  with  notes  of  invitation  to  more  distant  towns 
and  families:  and  though  they  often  meet  with  the  ac- 
cents, "  I  pray  thee  have  me  excused,"  through  the  in 
disposition,  want  of  taste,  and  trivial,  foolish  engagements 
of  those  to  whom  they  apply  ;  yet,  upon  the  satest  ground 
]  can  assure  you,  there  will  be  such  a  numerous  collec- 
tion that  no  man  can  number  them. 

Of  the  dress  of  the  guests  1  cannot  give  you  a  full  do- 
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scription  :  some  few  particulars  only  have  come  to  my 
knowledge — their  raiment  is  to  be  "wrought  gold,"  with 
the  most  elegant  and  delicate  "  needlework,"  and  their 
general  splendor  will  be  as  if  they  were  "  clothed  with 
the  sun,"  and  crowned  with  a  crown  of  stars.  But  their 
principal  glory,  beauty  and  excellence,  are  within  ;  in 
the  sweetness  of  their  dispositions,  the  elevation  of  their 
minds,  the  purity  of  their  hearts,  and  the  entire  perfec- 
tions of  their  souls.  They  are  all  glorious  :  not  one 
worthless  spectator  will  be  watching  to  make  unfriendly 
remarks  ;  not  one  to  render  distance  or  reserve  prudential. 
The  music  of  the  occasion  is  to  be  of  all  manner  of  in- 
struments, softened  by  an  innumerable  multitude  of  har- 
monious voices  so  adjusted  as  to  make  one  perfect  whole, 
and  pour  the  full  tide  of  sound  upon  the  enraptured  ear : 
a  song  is  already  prepared  ;  and  the  performers  are  prac- 
tising upon  it  in  their  several  departments,  with  refer- 
ence to  this  festival.  Oh,  Betsy  !  what  will  be  the  effect, 
when  they  perform  in  full  band?  The  entertainment.^ 
and  deserts  I  shall  not  even  touch  upon;  they  will,  doubt- 
less, be  in  harmony  with  the  rest  of  the  exhibition. 

But  the  principal  object,  the  glory  of  the  whole,  is  yet 
unnamed  :  this  is  the  Bridegroo7n.  Of  him  I  dare  n<  t 
attempt  a  description  :  I  can  only  say  that  he  is  the  chief- 
est  among  ten  thousand,  and  altogether  lovely.  Such 
inconceivable  lio^ht,  lustre  and  glory,  continually  ema- 
nates from  his  divine  person,  that  the  extensive  palace 
needs  no  other  lioht  — its  most  distant  corner  is  illuminated 
with  his  rays:  and  my  dear  friend,  there  is  this  peculiar 
circumstance  to  give  an  interest  to  this  festival  ;  every 
guest  has  a  share  in  the  heart  and  affections  of  this  glori- 
ous brideofroom  ;  and  all  combined  in  one  mystical  body, 
will  constitute  the  bride  for  whom  all  this  glory  has  been 
prepared.  This  festival  once  commenced,  will  never  close, 
will  never  tire;  no  rising  or  setting  sun  will  ever  sum- 
mon a  dispersion — pleasure  more  extatic  and  reftned  v/ill 
be  constantly  sprini^ing  up:  the  celestial  Bridegroom  will 
lead  them  to  living  fountains  of  delight,  and  ail  occasion 
of  sorrow  will  forever  cease. 

My  friend  shall  earthly  festivals  and  scenes  of  pleas- 
ure, whicli.  compared  with  this,  are  but  a  glow-worm  in 
the  light  of  day.  so  interest  our  passions  or  engross  oui 
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hearts,  as  to  banish  this  from  our  thoughts,  or  hinder  our 
assiduous  endeavois  to  be  suitably  attired  and  ornament- 
ed that  we  may  be  hailed  welcome  guests? — I  hope  to  re- 
ceiv^e  this  honor  and  happiness — there  I  hope  to  meet  the 
name  of  Chester  in  all  its  branches.  There  I  hope  to 
meet  all  the  circle  you  have  known,  and  whom  1  can 
never  know  more.  Let  us  keep  this  scene  habitually  in 
view,  and  let  our  devotions  and  energies  be  wisely  direct- 
ed to  deserve  to  ourselves  a  share  in  its  felicities ;  and 
while  from  time  to  time  we  may  take  a  share  in  the  inno- 
cent festal  pleasures  and  amusements  of  this  world,  let 
the  fruit  and  effect  be  to  learn  the  vanity  of  these  sicken- 
ing joys,  and  increase  our  desires  and  endeavors  after 
those  unfading  pleasures,  which  flow  from  God's  right 
hand. 


Perseverance  and  JLove  of  JLearning* 

The  meeting  of  the  Utica  Lyceum,  on  the  evening  of 
the  third  instant  was  favored  with  an  address  from  W. 
H.  Maynard  Esqr.,  on  the  importance  of  such  associ- 
ations. He  dwelt  particularly  on  education,  as  the  busi- 
ness of  a  man's  life,  and  related  some  interesting  facts, 
which  had  come  v/ithin  his  own  observation,  illustrating 
the  successful  attainments  of  self  made  men.  One  of 
these  we  will  relate.  Mr.  M.  gave  it  with  diffidence, 
but  (having  been  requested  by  a  member  of  the  Lyceum 
to  relate  it,)  it  was  too  good  to  be  withheld  from  motives 
of  personal  delicacy. 

In  December  1807,  Mr.  M.  was  teaching  school  for  a 
quarter  in  the  town  of  Plainfield,  Mass.  One  cold,  blus- 
tering mornins:,  on  entering  his  school  room,  he  observed 
a  lad  that  he  had  not  seen  before,  sitting  on  one  of  the 
benches.  The  lad  soon  made  known  his  errand  to  Mr. 
M.  He  was  fifteen  years  old ;  his  parents  lived  seven 
miles  distant ;  he  wanted  an  education  ;  and  had  come 
from  home  on  foot  that  morning,  to  see  if  Mr.  M.  could 
help  him  contrive  how  to  obtain  it. 

Mr.  M.  asked  him  if  he  was  acquainted  with  any  one 
in  that  place — "  No."  "  Do  your  parents  know  any  per- 
IB 
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son  here?"  "No."  "Can  your  parents  nelp  you  lo- 
wards  obtaining  an  education  ?" — "  No."  "  Have  you 
any  friends  that  can  give  you  assistance'?" — "No.'* 
"  Well  how  do  you  expect  to  obtain  an  education  7" — "  1 
do'nt  know,  but  I  thought  I  would  come  and  see  you." 

Mr.  M.  told  him  to  stay  that  day,  and  he  would  see 
what  could  be  done.  He  discovered  that  the  boy  was 
possessed  of  good  sense,  but  no  uncommon  brilliancy,  and 
he  was  peculiarly  struck  with  the  cool  and  resolute  man- 
ner in  which  he  undertook  to  conquer  difficulties  which 
would  have  intimidated  common  minds.  In  the  course 
of  the  day,  Mr.  M.  made  provision  for  having  him  board- 
ed, through  the  winter,  in  the  family  with  himself,  the 
lad  to  pay  for  his  board  by  his  services  out  of  school. 
He  gave  himself  diligently  to  study,  in  which  he  made 
good,  but  not  rapid  proficiency,  improving  every  oppor- 
tunity of  reading  and  conversation  for  acquiring  know- 
ledsfe,  and  thus  spent  the  winter. 

When  Mr.  M.  left  the  place  in  the  spring,  he  engaged  a 
minister,  who  resided  about  four  miles  from  his  father's, 
to  hear  his  recitations;  and  the  boy  accordingly  boarded 
at  home  and  pursued  his  studies.  It  is  unnecessary  to 
pursue  the  narrative  further. 

Mr.  M.  had  never  seen  the  lad  since — but  this  was  the 
early  history  of  the  Rev.  Jonas  King,  whose  exertions 
in  the  cause  of  oriental  learning,  and  in  alleviating  the 
miseries  of  Greece,  have  endeared  him  alike  to  the  schol- 
ar and  the  philanthropist,  and  shed  a  bright  ray  of  glory 
on  his  native  country. 


JOo  J\^ot  JDcceii^e  Children. 

A  MOTHER  was  once  trying  to  persuade  her  little  son  to 
take  some  medicine.  Tlie  medicine  was  very  unpala- 
table, and  she,  to  induce  him  to  take  it,  declared  it  did 
not  taste  bad.  He  did  not  believe  her.  He  knew  by  sad 
experience,  that  her  word  was  not  to  be  trusted.  A  gen- 
tleman and  friend  who  was  present,  took  the  spoon  and 
said :  "  James,  this  is  medicine,  and  it  tastes  very  badly. 
1  should  not  like  to  take  it,  but  I  would  if  necessary. 
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You  have  courage  enough  to  swallow  something  which 
does  not  taste  good  ?  "  Yes,"  said  James,  looking  a  little 
less  sulky,  "but  this  is  very  bad  indeed."  "I  know  it," 
said  the  gentleman.  "I  presume  you  never  tasted  any- 
thing much  worse."  The  gentleman  then  tasted  of  the 
medicine  himself,  and  said,  it  is  really  very  unpleasant. 
"  But  now  let  us  see  if  you  have  not  resolution  enough  to 
take  it,  bad  as  it  is." 

The  boy  hesitatingly  took  the  spoon. 

'•  It  is,  really,  rather  bad,"  said  the  gentleman,  "  but  the 
best  way  is  to  summon  all  your  resolution  and  down  wHh 
it  at  once,  like  a  man." 

James  made,  in  reality,  a  great  effort  for  a  child,  and 
swallowed  the  dose.  And  whom  will  this  child  most  re- 
spect, his  deceitful  mother,  or  the  honest  dealing  stranger  ? 
And  whom  will  he  hereafter  most  readily  believe?  It 
ought,  however,  to  be  remarked,  that  had  the  child  been 
properly  governed,  he  should  at  once,  and  without  a 
murmur,  have  taken  what  his  mother  presented.  It  is 
certainly,  however,  a  supposable  case,  that  the  child  mis^ht, 
after  all  the  arguments,  refuse  to  do  his  duty.  What 
course  would  then  be  pursued  ?  Resort  to  compulsion, 
but  never  to  deceit.  We  cannot  deceive  our  children, 
without  seriously  injuring  them  and  destroying  our  own 
influence.  Frank  and  open  dealing  is  the  only  safe  pol- 
icy in  family  government,  as  well  as  on  the  wider  thea- 
tre of  life.  The  underhand  acts  and  cunning  manoeuvres 
of  the  intrigue,  are  sure  in  the  end  to  promote  his  own 
overthrow.  Be  sincere  and  honest,  and  you  are  safe. 
The  only  sure  way  of  securing  beneficial  results  is  by 
virtuous  and  honorable  means. 


•1  Successful  Hetort, 


A  CLERGYMAN  was  oucc  accostcd  by  a  doctor,  a  pro 
fessed  deist,  who  asked  him  "  if  he  followed  preaching  to 
save  souls." 

"Yes." 

"  Did  you  ever  see  a  soul  ?" 

"  No." 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  a  soul  V 
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«  No." 

«  Did  you  ever  taste  a  soul  ?■' 

^'  No." 

"  Did  you  ever  smell  a  soul  V 

"  No." 

'^  Did  you  ever  feel  a  soul  ?" 

a^es." 

••  Well,"  said  the  doctor,  "  there  are  four  of  the  fivo 
senses  against  one  upon  the  question,  whether  there  be  a 
soul." 

The  clergyman  then  asked,  "  if  he  were  a  doctor  of 
medicine  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Did  you  ever  see  a  pain  ?" 

"  No." 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  a  pain  7" 

"  No." 

"  Did  you  ever  taste  a  pain  ?" 

"No."    . 

"  Did  you  ever  smell  a  pain  ?" 

"  No." 

"  Did  you  ever  feel  a  pain  ?" 

"  Yes.'' 

"  Well,"  then  said  the  clergyman,  "  there  are  also  four 
senses  against  one,  upon  the  question,  whether  there  be  a 
pain  ?  and  yet,  sir,  you  know  that  there  is  a  pain,  and  1 
know  that  there  is  a  soul." 


S€ibh€ith  Evening* 

A  Narrative  by  Knox. 


There  is  no  season  of  the  day  or  year,  which  gives  me 
such  pure  and  exquisite  pleasure  as  that  of  a  Summers 
Sabbath  evening,  when  the  heart  has  been  soothed  and 
the  spirit  elevated  by  recent  acts  of  devotion  ;  and  when 
over  every  mountain  and  valley,  forest  and  river,  a  holy 
tranquility  reposes,  as  if  inanimate  nature  were  conscious 
of  the  sanctity  of  the  day  of  rest.  »  To  an  observer  of  feel- 
ing and  imagination,  the  contemplation  of  nature  is  a 
source  of  continual  enjoyment ;  the  budding  Spring  in- 
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spires  him  with  hope  ;  the  full-blown  Summer  fills  him 
with  joy  ;  the  decaying  autumn  speaks  to  him  of  his  own 
decay,  like  the  soothing  voice  of  a  parent  that  invites  him 
to  repose  after  the  labors  of  the  day ;  and  the  desolating 
Winter  gives  intimation  of  his  death,  when,  like  the  la- 
ded flowers,  his  body  shall  be  withering  in  the  dust,  and 
his  spirit,  like  the  birds  of  passage  that  follow  the  genial 
seasons  in  their  journey  round  the  globe,  shall  have  wing- 
ed its  way  to  a  better  and  happier  region.  But  a  Sum- 
mer's Sabbath  evening,  is  the  season  of  the  most  exalted 
er]joyment :  it  is  then  that  there  seems  to  be  an  intimate 
communion  between  earth  and  heaven,  and  we  feel  as  if 
partakers  of  the  pleasures  of  both  worlds  ;  it  is  then  that 
these  confines  seem  to  meet,  and  we  feel  as  if  by  one  step 
we  could  pass  from  time  into  eternity. 

On  a  beautiful  Sabbath  evening,  about  the  middle  of 
July,  I  pursued  my  walk,  along  a  narrow  path  that 
stretched  through  an  extensive  wood,  to  enjoy  alone  and 
undisturbed,  that  soothing  melancholy,  which  is  to  me 
sweeter  than  the  turbulence  of  social  merriment.  The 
sun  had  just  set,  — the  twihght  star  was  twinkling  like  the 
eye  of  a  beautiful  woman,  whose  lashes  are  quivering 
with  tlie  effects  of  departing  sorrow  that  bedewed  them 
with  tears,  and  the  thrush  was  pouring  forth  his  vesf)er 
hymn  on  the  topmost  twig  of  the  tall  larch  tree,  as  if  he 
thought  that  his  song  would  sound  the  sweeter,  the  near- 
er he  could  make  his  perch  to  heaven.  It  was  to  me,  a 
scene  of  peculiar  interest :  on  the  one  side  stood  the  home 
of  my  father  and  mother,  brothers  and  sisters,  the  affec- 
tionate beings  who  appeared  to  me  parts  of  my  own  ex- 
istence, without  whom — without  one  of  whom  I  could  not 
live ;  and  on  the  other  side  lay  the  church  yard  where 
my  forefathers  slept  in  "  the  narrow  house,"  and  where 
ray  kindred  and  myself  v/ere  in  all  likelihood  destined  to 
sleep — one  of  us,  perhaps  in  a  few  da3AS,  for  my  mother 
was  at  tliat  lime  sick,  the  being  who  gave  me  birth ;  who 
nourished  me  on  her  bosom  in  infancy ;  who  condoled 
my  sorrow  in  manhood— the  thought  of  her  death  was 
dreadful. 

But  my  mind  v/as  soon  called  from  its  agonizing  anti- 
cipations, by  tie  tremulous  tones  of  a  plaintive  voice; 
when,  on  lo.)king  around  me,  I  saw  a  man  knex^ling  be- 
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neath  a  branching  lir,  and  praying  loud  and  fervently. 
]t  was  not,  however,  the  prayer  of  the  Pharisee,  in  the 
corner  of  the  street,  where  every  eye  might  behold  him : 
the  person  before  me  was  unconscious  that  any  eye  be- 
held him  but  that  of  his  Creator,  whom  he  was  so  earn- 
estly supplicating.  I  never  saw  a  more  affecting  picture 
of  devotion.  I  have  seen  the  innocent  child  lay  its  head 
upon  its  mother's  knee,  and  lisp  out  its  evening  prayer ; 
and  the  father  of  a  family,  kneel  in  the  midst  of  his  do- 
mestic circle,  and  ask  the  blessing  of  God  to  be  upon 
them  and  him  :  I  have  seen  the  beautiful  maiden,  whose 
lips  to  the  youthful  imagination,  seemed  only  tuned  to 
the  song  of  pleasure,  whisper  the  responses  in  the  public 
assembly  of  worship  ;  and  the  dim  eyed  matron  stroke 
back  her  hoary  tresses,  and  endeavor  to  mingle  her  quiv- 
ering voice  with  the  sublime  symphony  of  the  pealing 
organ  ;— all  these  have  I  seen,  and  felt  the  beauty  of  each  ; 
but  this  solitary  worshipper  affected  me  more  deeply  than 
I  had  previously  experienced.  His  knees  were  bent  up- 
on the  deep-green  earth,  where  his  Bibie  lay  on  the  one 
side  of  him,  and  his  hat  on  the  other ;  his  hands  were 
lifted  up,  his  raven  hair  waved  in  the  breeze,  and  his  eyes 
were  raised  to  heaven ;  yet  I  saw.  or  fancied  I  saw,  tliat 
he  was  frequently  obliged  to  close  them,  and  press  out 
the  tears  that  flowed  to  them  from  the  fountain  of  sorrow. 
I  passed  him,  unperceived,  with  respect  for  his  devo- 
tional feelings,  and  sympathy  with  his  accumulated  afflic- 
tions. I  knew  him  well :  he  was  a  laborer,  of  the  neigh- 
boring hamlet,  intelligent  and  respectable  in  his  sphere  of 
life.  Often,  on  the  Sabbath  evenings,  had  I  met  with 
him  in  the  same  path,  walking  with  his  wife  and  children ; 
two  little  boys  that  plucked  the  wild-flowers  as  they  pro- 
ceeded, and  an  infant  girl  that  yet  nested  in  its  mother' 
bosom.  He  was  devotedly  attached  to  his  family,  and 
considered  him  one  of  the  happiest  men  in  existence  ;  for 
his  wife  appeared  altogether  worth}^  of  the  respect  he  paid 
her,  and  his  children  were  as  beautiful  and  promising  as 
a  parent's  heart  could  have  wished.  He  and  I  often  en- 
tered into  conversation,  and  I  was  not  only  pleased,  but 
frequently  astonished  by  his  remarks;  for  his  lips  were 
unrestrained  by  tlie  reserve  of  polished  life,  and  all  his 
most  eccentric  conceptions,  and  all  his  deepest  feelings, 
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were  in  a  moment  laid  open  before  you  in  all  their  singu- 
larity and  beauty.  He  had  read  a  good  deal,  but  he  had 
thought  more  than  he  had  read  ;  and,  in  consequence, 
there  Was  a  poetical  originality  about  his  mind,  and  a  po- 
etical enthusiasm  in  his  heart,  which  were  peculiarly 
pleasing  to  a  person,  who  had  felt  his  generous  emotions 
repulsed  and  chilled  by  the  cold  and  aifected  votaries  of 
fashion.  He  was  quite  contented  with  his  laborious  oc- 
cupation ;  for,  as  he  said,  his  toils  seemed  light  and  pleas- 
ant, when  he  considered  that  they  were  undergone  for  the 
comfort  of  the  wife,  who  "  like  a  fruitful  vine,"  spread  the 
blossoms  of  his  pleasure  around  his  cottage ;  and  of  the 
children,  who  "like  olive  plants,  arose  to  support  him 
when  bowed  down  by  the  burden  of  age.  The  anticipa- 
tion of  an  early  death  did  not  even  appal  him  ;  for  in  that 
case,  as  he  observed,  there  was  a  God  in  heaven  who 
would  prove  a  "  Father  to  the  fatherless,  and  a  husband 
to  the  widow ;  and  the  orphan's  stay,  and  the  stranger's 
shield." 

The  dictates  of  philosophy  are  weak  in  comparison 
with  the  power  of  this  religious  trust :  it  is  the  rock  un- 
der whose  shadow  the  weary  find  repose — the  rock  whose 
summit  is  brightened  by  a  sunshine,  while  the  valley  from 
which  it  rises  is  covered  with  clouds  and  darkness.  My 
friend,  the  poor  laborer,  clung  to  it  with  enthusiasm  in 
his  severe  domestic  trials.  A  malignant  fever,  like  the 
storm  that  blasts  the  blossoms  of  spring,  entered  the  ham- 
let, and  in  the  space  of  two  months,  swept  off  more  than  a 
third  of  the  children.  There  was  scarcely  a  cottage  that 
had  not  numbered  one  of  its  little  inmates  with  the  dead. 
It  has  been  said,  with  what  degree  of  truth  I  know  not, 
that  the  loss  of  children  is  the  heaviest  trial  by  which  the 
human  heart  can  be  visited  ;  because  as  it  is  averred,  the 
attachment  of  the  parent  to  the  child  is  stronger  than  that 
of  the  child  to  the  parent.  I  have  no  doubt  that  if  a  per- 
son have  a  family  to  divide  the  stream  of  affection,  the 
death  of  a  father  or  mother  will  be  less  poignant,  than  if 
the  solitary  mourner  have  no  object,  as  near  and  as  dear, 
on  which  he  can  fix  the  lacerated  ties  of  love  that  have 
been  forced  to  quit  their  hold  of  the  bosom  that  withers  in 
a  parent's  grave ;  but  as  each  of  these  domestic  calami- 
ties is,  for  a  time,  as  severe  as  morta]  creature  can  con- 


152  SABBATH-DAY 

ceive;  and  as  the  man  who  feels  the  acuteness  of  the 
green  wounds  of  affliction  cannot  properly  estimate  tho 
pain  of  those  that  have  been  healed  by  the  influence  ol 
time,  there  appears  to  me  no  use  in  making,  and  no  cer- 
tainty in  the  result  of  the  comparison.  I  might,  however, 
argue  against  the  received  opinion,  by  saying,  that  the 
place  of  a  parent,  when  once  empty,  can  never  again  be 
filled ;  whereas  the  bosom  that  has  given  its  nursling  to 
the  grave,  may  yet  have  the  happiness  to  nourisii  another, 
and  the  parental  heart  may  half  forget  its  withered  scion 
until  it  finds  it  blooming:  in  heaven  ;  but  all  I  intend  to 
say  on  the  subject  is,  that  my  poor  friend  lost  both  his 
little  boys  wji^ose  funerals  were  only  divided  by  three 
melancholy  days  ;  and  that  on  the  Sabbath  evening  when 
I  saw  him  praying  in  the  lonely  wood,  his  infant  girl — 
his  only  remaining  child — lay  on  the  very  brink  of  disso- 
lution. 

Having  reached  the  end  of  the  solitary  footpath,  I  re- 
turned homewards,  and  still  found  the  afflicted  man  in 
the  attitude  of  prayer ;  perhaps  unconscious,  amid  the 
strife  of  his  spirit,  of  the  tim.e  that  had  passed  over  him, 
while  employed  in  this  act  of  heartfelt  devotion.  As  soon 
as  I  descried  him,  a  female  came  running  along  the  path, 
and  informed  him  that  the  child  was  dead.  He  arose 
with  a  trembling  frame,  and  a  face  that  bore  the  fearful 
look  of  despair;  or  rather  the  look  of  that  reckless  frenzy 
which  prompted  him  to  dispute  with  his  Maker  the  jus- 
tice of  tlie  calamity  that  had  befallen  him.  This  was  for 
a  moment ;  he  soon  became  firm  and  calm,  and  exclaim- 
ed with  a  subdued  spirit,  "The  Lord's  will  be  done." 
It  was  enough — it  was  a  balm  for  his  wounded  soul,  a 
cordial  to  his  fainting  heart.  He  then  followed  the  steps 
of  the  female  who  had  disappeared  to  the  "  house  of 
mourning,"  to  condole  with  the  childless  mother,  whose 
heart  had  mingled  its  feelings  with  his  from  the  days  of 
early  youth — whose  heart  to  his  had  been  doubly  bound 
by  the  tendrils  that  sprung  from  their  mutual  love — whose 
heart  demanded  the  support  of  his,  the  support  which  his 
would  amply  receive  from  hers  in  return.  Happy  souls  ! 
happy  even  under  all  your  calamities  !  For  if  there  be 
pleasure — if  there  be  consolation— if  there  be  happiness 
on  earth — they  are  no  where  to  be  so  certainly  found  as 
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in  the  unbounded  conlidence,  and  deeply  mooted  attach- 
ment, of  two  congenial  and  conjugal  bosoms.  Deeply 
affected  by  what  I  had  seen  and  heard,  I  entered  my  fa- 
ther's cottage  strong  in  good  resolutions,  and  praying  that 
I  might  have  the  power,  in  all  the  afflictions  that  might 
await  me,  to  say  with  the  poor  peasant — "  the  Lord's  will 
be  done." 


Prayhi§  hremth  never  spent  in  vain* 

A  PIOUS  aged  woman  had  one  son ;  she  used  every 
means  in  her  power  to  train  him  up  in  the  nurture  and 
admonition  of  the  Lord  ;  he  was  the  child  of  many  pray- 
ers. The  youth  grew  up,  but'  was  of  a  gay,  dissipated 
turn  ;  she  still  followed  him  with  her  entreaties,  faithfully 
warned  him  of  his  awful  situation  as  a  sinner  before  God, 
and  told  him  what  his  end  would  be,  dying  in  that  state. 
One  day  he  went  to  his  mother  and  said,  "  Mother,  let  me 
have  my  best  clothes,  1  am  going  to  a  ball  to-night." 
She  expostulated  with  him  and  urged  him  not  to  go,  by 
every  argument  in  her  power  ;  he  answered,  "  Mother, 
let  me  have  my  clothes,  I  will  go,  and  it  is  useless  to  say 
any  thing  about  it."  She  brought  his  clothes,  he  put 
them  on  and  was  going  out ;  she  stopped  him,  and  said 
" My  child,  do  not  go."  He  said  he  would;  she  then 
said  to  him,  "My  son,  v/hile  you  are  dancing  with  your 
gay  companions  in  the  ball  room,  I  shall  be  out  in  that 
wilderness  praying  to  the  Lord  to  convert  your  soul." 

He  went ;  the  ball  commenced,  but  mstead  of  the  usual 
gayety,  an  unaccountable  gloom  pervaded  the  whole  as- 
sembly. One  said,  "  We  never  had  such  a  dull  meeting 
in  our  lives ;"  another,  "  I  wish  we  had  not  come,  we 
have  no  life,  we  cannot  get  along ;"  a  third,  "  I  cannot 
think  what  is  the  matter."  The  young  man  instantly 
burst  into  tears,  and  said,  "  I  know  what  is  the  matter  • 
my  poor  old  mother  is  now  praying  in  yonder  wilderness 
for  her  ungodly  son."  He  took  his  hat,  and  said,  "  I  wili 
never  be  found  in  such  a  place  as  this  again,"  and  left  the 
company.  To  be  short,  the  Lord  converted  his  soul. 
Mr.  Irish,  his  pastor  baptized  him.     He  was  soon  after 


154  SABBATH-DAY. 

taken  ill,  and  died  very  happy.     "  Praying  breath  is  never 
spent  in  vain." 


•ItrecUng  Ordination  Scene. 

The  late  ingenious  Rev.  Robert  Robinson,  of  Cam- 
bridge, was  once  engaged  to  deliver  what  is  called  the 
charge  at  the  ordination  of  a  minister.  He  exhorted  him 
notwitlistanding  every  possible  discouragement  to  perse- 
vere in  the  work,  to  which  he  was  called,  assuring  him, 
that  in  the  end,  God  would  succeed  his  labors.  With  a 
view  to  encourage  him,  he  should  relate  an  anecdote, 
which  had  been  lately  told  him,  and  though  the  names  of 
the  parties  had  been  carefully  concealed,  he  had  no  doubt 
of  its  authenticity. 

He  then  stated  that  a  certain  minister,  being  about  to 
travel  in  the  country,  was  particularly  requested  by  a 
friend,  to  call  at  the  house  of  a  farmer,  an  intimate  asso- 
ciate of  his  early  years,  and  a  man  whom  he  often  yet 
visited,  and  to  take  up  his  abode  there  for  the  night. 
The  minister  pleaded  that  he  was  a  perfect  stranger,  that 
he  might  be  considered  a  sort  of  interloper,  and  several 
other  things,  all  of  which  were  overruled  by  his  friend, 
who  assured  him  of  the  piety,  and  unbounded  liberality 
of  the  farmer,  and  promised  him  a  letter  of  introduction  ; 
he  farther  stated,  that  he  had  often  conversed  with  the 
farmer  respecting  him,  and,  in  a  word,  the  good  farmer 
would  feel  his  mind  much  hurt,  if  he  passed  that  way, 
and  did  not  spend  a  night  under  his  roof  Under  these 
circumstances  the  minister  consented,  and  one  summer's 
evening  rode  up  to  the  farmer's  gate. 

He  found  the  good  man  standing  near ;  but  instead  of 
meeting  him  with  the  smile  of  politeness,  he  demanded  in 
a  surly  tone  who  he  was?  The  minister  gave  him  his  name, 
handed  him  his  letter  of  introduction,  and  assigned  his 
reasons  for  paying  him  a  visit.  The  farmer  eyed  him 
with  suspicion,  half  insinuated  that  he  was  an  impostor, 
but  at  length  told  him  he  might  put  his  horse  into  the 
stable,  and  walk  into  the  house.  At  first  the  minister 
hesitated;  he  almost  determined  to  ride  on  to  the  village; 
but  on  second  thoughts  he  resolved  to  stay.     He  unsad- 
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died  his  horse,  and  walked  into  the  house  ;  and,  not  being 
asked  to  walk  into  the  parlor,  he  took  his  seat  with  the 
servants  in  the  kitchen.  — Sapper  time  came  on  :  the  ser- 
vants whispered  among  themselves,  "  It  is  a  wonder  mas- 
ter doesn't  ask  tlie  gentleman  into  the  parlor."  At  his 
request,  he  was  supplied  with  a  basin  of  milk.  After 
r.upper,  the  family  was  collected  to  engage  in  the  devo- 
tions of  the  evening ;  the  minister  followed  at  the  heels  of 
the  servants,  and  took  his  seat  near  the  door,  not  a  little 
surprised  at  the  treatment  he  received.  The  farmer  read 
a  portion  of  the  scriptures ;  a  pause  ensued ;  there  was 
evidently  a  violent  agitation  in  the  farmer's  breast ;  at 
length  he  asked  the  minister  to  pray.  They  knelt  down 
and  the  worthy  divine  forgot  his  trials  ;  and  elevated  to  a 
high  state  of  holy  feeling,  his  prayer  was  eminent  for 
correct  feeling  and  spirituality  of  mind.  When  he  con- 
cluded and  rose  from  his  knees,  the  farmer,  with  tears 
streaming  from  his  eyes,  stepped  up  to  him,  and  before 
the  whole  family,  solicited  pardon  for  the  treatment  he 
had  given  him ;  assuring  him  that  he  had  never  before  so 
treated  a  minister ;  and  from  all  that  he  had  ever  heard 
of  him,  he  had  for  him  in  particular  a  high  personal  res- 
pect ;  and  finally,  that  in  reference  to  his  conduct  that 
evening,  it  was  to  himself  the  most  mysterious  event  of 
his  life. 

He  concluded  by  begging  him  to  stay  with  liim  a  few 
days,  that  his  kindness  might  make  up  for  his  past  un- 
kindness.  The  minister  begged  he  would  tbrget  what 
had  passed,  assured  him  that  what  degree  of  shyness  he 
had  witnessed  should  on  his  part  be  forgotten,  and  that 
his  engagements  would  not  allow  him  to  stay  longer.  No- 
thing, however,  would  satisfy  the  farmer,  but  that  the 
minister  should  stay  one  day  longer,  and  preach  in  his 
house  in  the  evening ;  to  this  he  at  length  consented,  and 
went  off  in  the  morning,  attended  with  the  best  prayers 
and  wishes  of  the  man,  who  had  received  him  with  so 
much  coldness. 

"  And  what,  my  brother,"  asked  Robinson,  "  do  you 
suppose  was  the  result  ?  No  less  than  three  branches  of 
the  farmer's  family  were  brought  to  a  knowledge  of  them- 
selves and  of  the  Savior,  under  the  sermon  delivered  in 
consequence  of  this  mvsterious  unkindncss. 
11 


1 50  SABBATH-DAY 

The  whole  congregation  were  deeply  impressed  with 
so  interesting  a  detail,  made  in  Robinson's  best  manner  ; 
but  the  effect  on  the  mind  of  the  newly  ordained  minister 
was  overpowering  :  he  blushed,  then  turned  pale,  fainted, 
and  was  carried  out  into  the  air  ;  the  usual  remedies  were 
administered,  and  he  gradually  recovered.  The  scene 
was  then  unfolded  ;  he  was  the  very  minister  who  form- 
ed the  hero  of  the  story;  he  had  followed  Robin^cn 
throughout  till  he  came  to  the  effects  produced  by  the 
sermon ;  this  he  had  never  heard  till  then  ;  and  his  feel- 
ings were  overpowered  with  joy  and  gratitude. 


Jointer  JEvening  in  Icelanih 

A  WINTER  evening  in  an  Iceland  family  presents  a  scene 
in  the  highest  degree  interesting  and  pleasing.  Between 
three  and  four  o'clock  the  lamp  is  hung  up  in  the  princi- 
pal apartment,  and  all  the  members  of  the  family  take 
their  stations  with  their  work  in  their  hand.  One  of 
the  family  advances  to  a  seat  near  the  lamp,  and  reads 
aloud.  Being  but  badly  supplied  with  printed  books,  the 
Icelanders  are  under  the  necessity  of  copying  such  as  they 
can  borrow.  The  reader  is  frequently  interrupted  either 
by  the  head  or  some  intelligent  member  of  the  family, 
who  makes  remarks  or  proposes  questions  on  what  is  read, 
to  exercise  the  ingenuity  of  the  children  and  servants. 

In  some  houses  the  Sagas^  or  historical  poems,  are  re- 
peated by  heart,  and  instances  are  not  uncommon  of 
itinerants  gaining  a  livelihood  during  the  winter,  by 
staying  at  the  different  farms  till  they  have  exhausted 
their  stock  of  knowledge.  The  custom  above  described 
appears  to  have  existed~from  time  immemorial. 

Instead  of  the  Sagas,  some  of  the  more  pious  substi- 
tute the  scriptures,  particularly  the  historical  books.  At 
tlie  conclusion  of  the  family  labors,  which  are  frequently 
continued  till  near  midnight,  the  family  join  in  singing  a 
psalm  or  two  ;  after  which  a  chapter  from  some  book  of 
devotion  is  read,  if  the  family  are  not  in  possession  of  a 
Bible  ;  but  where  this  sacred  book  exists,  il  is  preferred 
to  every  other.  The  head  of  the  family  then  prays,  and 
the  exercise  concludes  with  a  psalm.     When  an  Icelander 
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awakes,  he  does  not  salute  any  person  who  may  liave 
slept  in  the  room  with  him,  but  hastens  to  the  door,  and 
lifting  up  his  hands  towards  heaven,  adores  Him  who 
made  the  heavens  and  the  earth,  the  author  and  preserver 
of  his  being,  and  the  source  of  every  blessing.  He  then 
returns  inifo  the  house  and  salutes  every  one  he  meets, 
ivith  "  God  grant  you  a  good  day." 


%^lrchMshop  Sharp  and  the  MSkghwiiymeiu 

It  was  his  lordship's  custom  to  have  a  saddle  horse  at 
tend  his  carriage,  that,  in  case  of  fatigue  from  sitting,  he 
might  refresh  himself  with  a  ride.  As  he  was  thus  going 
to  his  Episcopal  residence,  and  had  got  a  mile  or  two  be- 
fore his  carriage,  a  decent,  well  looking  young  man  came 
up  to  him,  and  with  a  trembling  hand  and  faultering 
tongue,  presenting  a  pistol  to  his  breast,  demanded  his 
money.  The  Archbishop,  with  great  composure,  turned 
about,  and  looking  stedfastly  at  him,  desired  him  to  re- 
move that  dangerous  weapon,  and  tell  him  fairly  his  con- 
dition. "  Sir  !  sir  !"  with  great  agitation,  cried  the  youth, 
"  your  money  instantly  1"  "  Hear  me,  young  man,"  said 
the  archbishop,  "  you  see  I  am  a  very  old  man,  and  my 
life  is  of  very  little  consequence;  yours  is  far  otherwise. 
I  am  named  Sharp,  and  am  archbishop  of  York  ;  my  car- 
riage and  servants  are  behind  ;  tell  me  what  money  you 
want,  and  who  you  are,  and  I'll  not  injure  you,  but  prove 
a  friend.  Here,  take  this,  and  now  ingenuously  tell  me 
how  much  you  want  to  make  you  independent  of  so  de- 
structive a  business  as  you  are  engao-ed  in  ?"  "  O,  sir," 
replied  the  man,  "  I  detest  the  business  as  much  as  you. 
I  am — but  at  home,  there  are  creditors  who  will  not  stay. 
Fifty  pounds,  my  lord,  indeed  would  do  what  no  tongue 
can  tell."     "  Well,  sir,  I  take  your  word  ;   and  upon  my 

honor,  if  you  will,  in  a  day  or  two,  call  on  me  at , 

what  I  have  now  given  shall  be  made  up  that  sum." 
The  highwayman  looked  at  him,  Avas  silent,  and  went 
off;  and  at  the  time  appointed  actually  waited  on  the 
archbishop,  and  assured  his  lordship  that  his  words  had 
left  impressions,  which  nothing  could  ever  destroy. 

Nothing  more  transpired  for  a  year  and  a  half,  or  more  • 
14 
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when  one  morning  a  person  knocked  at  I  is  grace's  gate, 
and  with  peciUiar  earnestness,  desired  to  see  him.  He 
entered  the  room  where  liis  lordship  was,  but  had  scarce' 
advanced  a  few  steps  before  his  countenance  changed, 
his  knees  tottered,  and  sank  ahiiost  breathless  on  the 
floor.  On  recovering,  he  requested  an  audience  in  pri- 
vate. The  apartment  being  cleared,  '•  njy  lord,''  said  he, 
"  you  cannot  have  forgotten  the  circumstance  at  such  a 
time  and  place  :  gratitude  will  never  suffer  them  to  be 
obliterated  from  my  mind.  In  me,  my  lord,  you  now 
behold  that  once  most  wretched  of  mankind  :  but  now, 
by  your  inexpressible  humanity,  rendered  equal,  perhaps 
superior,  in  liappiness,  to  millions.  Oh,  my  lord,  (tears 
for  a  while  prevented  his  utterance,)  'tis  you,  'tis  you  that 
have  saved  me,  body  and  soul ;  'tis  you  that  liave  saved 
a  dear  and  much  loved  wife,  and  a  brood  of  children 
whom  I  hold  dearer  than  my  life.  Here  are  fifty  pounds  ; 
but  never  shall  1  find  language  to  testify  what  I  feel. 
Your  God  is  your  witness  ;  your  deed  itself  is  your  glory: 
and  may  heaven  and  all  its  blessings  be  your  present  and 
everlasting  reward.  I  was  the  younger  son  of  a  wealthy 
man  ;  your  lordship  knows  him — my  marriage  alienated 
his  affections,  and  my  brother  withdrew  his  love,  and  left 
me  to  sorrow  and  penury.  A  month  since,  my  brother 
died  a  bachelor,  and  intestate.  What  was  his,  became 
mine ;  and  by  your  astonishing  goodness,  I  am  nov/  at 
once  the  most  penitent,  the  most  grateful,  and  happiest 
of  my  species. 


^oor  *fack 


The  following  account  is  given  by  Leigh  Richmond, 
as  having  been  related  by  a  minister,  in  a  meeting  of  the 
British  and  Foreign  Bible  Society. 

A  drunkard  was  one  day  staggering  in  drink  on  the 
brink  of  the  sea.  His  little  son  by  him,  three  years  oi 
age,  being  very  hungry,  solicited  him  for  something  to 
eat.  The  miserable  father,  conscious  of  his  poverty,  and 
of  the  criminal  cause  of  it,  in  a  kind  of  rage,  occasioned 
by  his  intemperance  and  despair,  hurled  the  little  inno- 
cent into  the  sea.  and  made  off.     The  poor  little  sufferer, 
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finding  a  floating  plank  by  his  side  on  Uie  water  clung 
to  it.  The  wind  soon  wafted  him  with  the  plank  out  to 
sea.  A  British  man-of-war  passing  by,  discovered  the 
plank  and  the  child  ;  and  a  sailor,  at  the  risk  of  his  life, 
plunged  into  the  sea  and  brought  him  on  board. 

He  could,  inform  them  but  little  more  than  that  his 
name  was  Jack.  They  gave  him  the  name  of  Poor  Jack. 
He  grew  up  on  board  that  man-of-war,  behaved  well,  and 
gained  the  love  of  all  the  officers  and  men.  He  became 
an  officer  of  the  sick  and  wounded  department.  During 
an  action  of  the  late  war,  an  aged  man  came  under  his 
care,  nearly  in  a  dying  state.  He  was  all  kindness  and 
attention  to  the  suffering  stranger,  but  could  not  save  his 
life.  The  aged  patient  was  dying,  and  thus  addressed 
this  kind  young  officer  :  "For  the  greM  attention  you 
have  shown  me  I  give  you  this  only  treasure  I  am  pos- 
sessed of  (presenting  him  with  a  Bible,  bearing  the  stamp 
of  the  British  and  Foreign  Bible  Society).  It  was  given 
me  by  a  lady;  has  been  the  means  of  my  conversion; 
and  lias  been  a  great  comfort  to  me.  Read  it,  it  will  lead 
you  in  the  way  you  should  go."  He  went  on  to  confess 
the  wickedness  and  profligacy  of  his  life  before  the  re- 
ception of  his  Bible,  and  "among  other  enormities,  how 
he  once  cast  a  little  son,  three  years  of  age,  into  the  sea, 
because  he  cried  to  him  for  needy  food !  The  young 
officer  inquired  of  him  the  time  and  place,  and  found  here 
was  his  own  history.  Reader,  judge  if  you  can,  of  his 
feelings,  to  recognise  in  this  dying  old  man,  his  own 
father,  dying  a  penitent,  under  his  care  !  And,  judge  of 
the  feelings  of  the  dying  penitent,  to  find  that  the  same 
kind  young  stranger  was  his  son,  the  very  son  whom  he 
had  plunged  into  the  sea ;  and  had  no  idea  but  he  had 
immediately  perished !  A  description  of  their  mutual 
feelings  will  not  be  attempted.  The  old  man  soon  ex- 
pired in  the  arms  of  his  son.  The  latter  left  the  service, 
and  became  a  pious  preacher  of  the  gospel.  On  closing 
this  story,  the  minister  in  the  ipeeting  of  the  Bible  Soci- 
ety, bowed  to  the  chairman  and  said,  "  Sir,  I  am  poor 
lack:' 
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The  Child  may  W*in  the  Parent. 

The  followingproof  of  this  occurred  not  long  since  in 
the  United  States  :  Two  daughters  of  an  irreliofiona 
father,  while  away  from  home,  embraced  religion.  The 
father  alarmed,  immediately  sent  for  them  home  ;  but 
before  the  messenger  reached  them,  they  had  made  their 
lasting  choice,  and  found  the  peace  the  world  cannot 
give.  They  returned  to  their  father's— not  overwhelmed 
(as  he  expected)  with  gloom  and  despondency,  but  with 
countenances  beaming  with  a  heavenly  serenity  and 
celestial  hope. 

They  told  their  father  what  the  Lord  had  done  for 
their  souls — that  they  were  pilgrims  here — they  kept  in 
view  the  bright  fields  of  promise  as  they  traversed  this 
desert  of  sin,  and  were  looking  for  that  city  which  hath 
bundations. 

Soon  after  their  return  home,  they  were  anxious  to 
establish  family  worship.  They  affectionately  requested 
of  their  father  to  commence  that  duty.  He  replied  that 
he  saw  no  use  in  it.  He  had  lived  very  well  more  than 
fifty  years  without  prayer,  and  he  could  not  be  burdened 
with  it  now.  They  then  asked  permission  to  pray  with 
the  family  themselves.  Not  thinking  they  would  have 
confidence  to  do  it,  he  assented  to  the  proposition. 

The  duties  of  the  day  being  ended,  and  the  hour  for 
retiring  to  rest  having  arrived,  the  sisters  drew  forward 
the  stand,  placed  on  it  the  Bible — one  read  a  chapter — 
they  both  kneeled— the  other  engaged  in  prayer.  The 
father  stood,  and  while  the  humble  fervent  prayer  of  his 
daughter  was  ascending  on  devotion's  wings  to  heaven, 
his  "knees  began  to  tremble,  his  nerves,  which  had 
been  gathering  strength  for  half  a  century,  could  no 
longer  support  him  — he  also  kneeled,  and  then  became 
prostrate  on  the  floor.  God  heard  their  prayer,  and 
directed  their  father's  weeping  eyes  (which  had  never 
shed  tears  of  penitence  before)  to  the  Lamb  of  God  whid'» 
taketh  awav  the  sins  of  the  world. 
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J^stifitate  of  the  Bible* 

The  justly  celebrated  Sir  William  Jones,  one  of  the 
brightest  geniuses  and  most  distinguished  scholars  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  observes,  "  I  have  carefully  and  regu- 
larly perused  these  holy  Scriptures,  and  am  of  opinion 
that  the  volume,  independently  of  its  divine  origin,  con- 
tains more  sublimity,  purer  morality,  more  important 
history,  and  finer  strains  of  eloquence,  than  can  be  col- 
lected from  ALL  other  books,  in  whatever  language  they 
may  have  been  written."  It  is  related  that  the  eminent 
English  poet  Collins,  in  the  latter  part  of  his  mortal  ca- 
reer, withdrew  from  study,  and  traveled  with  no  other 
book  than  an  English  Testament,  such  as  children  carry 
to  school.  When  a  friend  took  it  in  his  hand,  out  ot 
curiosity,  to  see  what  companion  a  man  of  letters  had 
chosen  ;  •'  I  have  only  one  book,"  said  he,  "  but  it  is  the 
best."  John  Locke,  so  distinguished  as  a  philosopher, 
in  the  latter  part  of  his  life  studied  scarcely  any  thing 
but  the  Word  of  God ;  and  when  asked,  which  was  the 
surest  way  for  a  young  man  to  attain  a  knowledge  of  the 
Christian  religion,  he  replied,  "Let  him  study  the  Holy 
Scriptures^  especially  the  New  Testament.  Therein  are 
contained  the  words  of  eternal  life.  It  hath  God  for  its 
author — Salvation  for  its  end — and  Truth,  without 
any  mixture  of  error,  for  its  matter. 


The  MighteoMs  never  Forsaken* 

It  was  Saturday  night,  and  the  widow  of  the  Pine 
cottage  sat  by  her  blazing  faggots  with  her  five  tattered 
children  at  her  side,  endeavoring  by  listening  to  the  art- 
Icssness  of  their  juvenile  prattle,  to  dissipate  the  heavy 
gloom  that  pressed  upon  her  mind.  For  a  year  her  own 
feeble  liands  had  provided  for  her  helpless  family,  for  she 
had  no  supporter :  she  thought  of  no  friend  in  all  the 
wide,  unfriendly  world  around — But  that  mysterious 
Piovidence,  the  wisdom  of  whose  ways  are  above  human 
comprenension,  had  visited  her  with  wasting  sickness, 
and  her  little  means  had  become  exhausted.  It  was  now, 
too,  mid-winter,  and  the  snow  lay  heavy  and  deep  through 
14''* 
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all  the  surrounding  forr3sts,  while  storms  still  seemea 
gTithering  iu  the  heavens  and  the  driving  wind  roared 
amidst  the  bending  pines,  and  rocked  her  puny  mansion. 

The  last  herring  smoked  upon  the  coals  before  her  ;  it 
was  the  only  article  of  food  she  possessed,  and  no  wonder 
her  forlorn  desolate  state  brought  up  in  her  bosom,  all 
the  anxieties  of  a  mother,  when  she  looked  upon  her 
children :  and  no  wonder,  forlorn  as  she  was,  if  she  suf- 
fered the  heart  swellings  of  despair  to  rise,  even  though 
she  knew  that  he  whose  promise  is  to  the  widow  and  to 
the  orphan,  cannot  forget  his  word.  Providence  had 
many  years  before,  taken  from  her  her  eldest  son,  who 
went  from  his  forest  home,  to  try  his  fortune'  on  the  high 
seas,  since  which  she  had  heard  no  note  or  tidings  of 
him;  and  in  latter  times,  had,  by  the  hand  of  death,  de- 
prived her  of  the  companion  and  staff  of  her  worldly  pil- 
grimage, in  the  person  of  her  husband.  Yet  to  this 
hour  she  had  been  upborne,  she  had  not  only  been  able  to 
provide  for  her  little  flock,  but  had  never  lost  an  oppor- 
tunity of  ministering  to  the  wants  of  the  poor  and 
destitute. 

The  indolent  may  well  bear  with  poverty,  while  the 
ability  to  gain  sustenance  remains,  I'he  individual  who 
has  but  his  own  wants  to  supply,  may  suffer  with  forti- 
tude the  winter  of  want ;  his  affections  are  not  wounded, 
his  heart  not  wrung.  The  most  desolate  in  populous 
cities  may  hope,  for  charity  has  not  quite  closed  her  hand 
and  heart,  and  shut  her  eyes  on  misery.  But  the  indus- 
trious mother  of  helplessness  and  depending  children — . 
far  from  the  reach  of  human  cliarity,  has  none  of  these  to 
console  her.  And  such  an  one  was  the  widow  of  the 
Pine  cottage :  but  as  she  bent  over  the  fire  and  took  up 
the  last  scanty  remnant  of  food  to  spread  before  her  child- 
ren, her  spirits  seemed  to  brighten  up,  as  by  some  sudden 
and  mysterious  impulse,  and  Cowper's  beautiful  lines 
came  uncalled  across  her  mind — 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 

But  trust  him  for  his  grace, 
Behind  a  frowning  Providence 

He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

The  smoked  herring  was  scarcely  laid  upon  the  table, 
when  a  gentle  rap  at  the  door,  and  loud  barking  of  a  dog, 
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attracted  the  attention  of  the  family.  The  children  flew 
to  open  it,  and  a  weary  traveler,  in  tatiered  garments,  and 
apparently  indiflerent  health,  entered  and  begged  a  lodg- 
ing, and  a  mouthful  of  food  ;  said  he,  "it  is  now  twenty- 
four  hours  since  I  tasted  bread."  The  widow's  heart  bled 
anew  as  under  a  fresh  complication  of  distresses  ;  for  her 
sympathies  lingered  not  round  her  fireside.  She  hesitated 
not  even  now  ;  rest  and  share  of  all  she  had,  she  proffered 
to  the  stranger.  "We  shall  not  be  forsaken,"  said  she, 
"  or  suffer  deeper  for  an  act  of  charity." 

The  traveler  drew  near  the  board — but  when  he  saw 
the  scanty  fare,  he  raised  his  eyes  towards  heaven  with 
astonishment — "  and  is  this  all  your  store  /"  Said  he^ 
"and  a  share  of  this  do  you  offer  to  one  you  know  not? 
Then  never  saw  1  charity  before  !  but  madam"  said  he, 
continuing,  '•'  do  you  not  wrong  your  children  by  giving 
a  part  of  your  last  mouthful  to  a  stranger."  "Ah,"  said 
the  poor  widow,  and  the  tear  drops  gushed  into  her  eyes 
as  she  said  it,  "I  have  a  boy,  a  darling  son,  somewhere 
on  the  face  of  this  wide  world,  unless  Heaven  has  taken 
himaway,  and  I  only  act  towards  you,  as  I  would  that 
others  should  act  towards  him.  Go  who  sent  manna  from 
Heaven  can  provide  for  us  as  he  did  for  Israel — and  how 
should  I  this  night  offend  him,  if  my  son  should  be  a 
wanderer,  destitute  as  you.  and  he  should  have  provided 
for  him  a  home  even  poor  as  this — were  I  to  turn  you 
unrelieved  away." 

The  widow  ended,  and  the  stranger  springing  from 
his  seat,  clasped  her  in  his  arms  — "  God,  indeed,  has  pro- 
vided just  such  such  a  home  for  your  wandering  son,  and 
has  given  him  wealth  to  reward  the  g.  odness  oi'  his  bene- 
factress— my  mother  !  oh  my  mother  !" 

It  was  her  long  lost  son,  returned  from  the  Indies  to 
her  bosom.  He  had  chosen  that  disguise,  that  he  might 
the  more  completely  surprise  his  family  ;  and  never  v/as 
surprise  more  perfect,  or  followed  by  a  sweeter  cup  ol 
joy — That  humble  residence  in  the  forest  wasexchanof3d 
for  one  comfortable,  and  indeed  beautiful  in  ihe  valley, 
and  the  widow  lived  long;  with  her  dutiful  son,  in  the  en 
joyment  of  worldly  plenty,  and  in  the  delightful  employ- 
ments of  virtue,  and  at  this  day  the  passer-by  is  pointed 
to  the  luxuriant  willow  that  spreads  its  branches  broad 
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and  ^reen  above  her  grave,  while  he  listens  to  the  recital 
of  this  simple  and  homely,  but  not  altogether  worthless 
tale. 


The  Sabbath* 


"I  have  ever  found,"  says  the  great  l^rd  chief  justice 
Hale,  "that  a  due  observation  of  the  duty  of  Sunday,  has 
ever  had  joined  to  it  a  blessing  upon  the  rest  of  my  time ; 
and  the  week  that  has  been  so  begun,  has  been  blessed  and 
prosperous  to  me ;  and,  on  the  other  side,  when  I  have 
been  negligent  of  the  duties  of  this  day,  the  rest  of  the 
week  has  been  unsuccessful  and  unhappy  to  my  own 
secular  employments.  So  that  I  could  easily  make  an 
estimate  of  my  success  the  week  following,  by  the  man- 
ner of  my  passing  this  day.  And  I  do  not  write  this 
lightly^  but  by  long  and  sound  experienceP 


Anecdote  of  President  I0avies. 

This  great  divine,  originally  a  poor  boy  of  Hanover, 
Virginia,  but  for  his  extraordinary  talents  and  piety,  early 
advanced  to  the  professorship  of  Princeton  College,  crossed 
the  Atlantic  to  solicit  means  for  completing  that  noble  in 
stitiUion.  His  fame,  as  a  mighty  man  of  God,  had  ar- 
rived long  before  him.  He  was,  of  course,  speedily  invi- 
ted up  to  the  pulpit.  From  a  soul  at  once  blazing  with 
gospel  light,  and  burning  with  divine  love,  his  style  ot 
speaking  was  so  strikingly  superior  to  that  of  the  cold 
sermon  readers  of  the  British  Metropolis,  that  the  town 
was  presently  running  after  him.  There  was  no  gettins 
into  the  churches  where  he  was  to  preach.  The  coaches 
of  nobility  stood  in  glittering  raitks  around  the  long  neg- 
lected walls  of  Zion  ;  and  even  George  the  Thirds  with 
his  royal  consort,  borne  away  by  the  holy  epidemic,  be 
came  humble  hearers  of  the  Americfin  orator.  Blest  with 
a  clear,  glassy  voice,  sweet  as  the  notes  of  the  Harmonica, 
and  loud  as  the  battle  kindling  trumpet,  he  poured  forth 
the  pious  ardor  of  his  soul  with  such  force  that  the  hon- 
est monarch  could  not  repress  his  emotions  ;  but  starting 
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from  his  seat  with  rolling  eyes  and  agitated  manner,  at 
every  turning  period  he  would  exclaim,  loud  enough  to 
be  heard  half  way  over  the  church  :  ^^F'me  !  fine  !  fine 
preacher!  faith,  a  fine  preacher  f  Why — ivhy — why — 
Charlotte  !   This  beats  our  Archbishop  /" 

The  people  stared  at  the  king.  The  man  of  God  made 
a  full  stop,  and  fixing  his  eyes  upon  him,  as  would  a  ten- 
der parent  upon  a  giddy  child,  cried  aloud,  "  When  the 
lion  roars  the  beasts  of  the  forest  tremble :  and  when  tlie 
Almighty  speaks  let  the  kings  of  the  earth  keep  silence." 
The  monarch  shrunk  back  into  his  seat,  and  behaved,  du- 
ring the  rest  of  the  discourse,  with  the  most  respectful  at- 
tention. The  next  day  he  sent  for  Dr.  Davies,  and  after 
complimenting  him  highly  as  an  "  honest  preacher il''  or- 
dered him  a  check  of  a  hundred  guineas  for  his  college. 


The  Fmmily  Mihle. 

The  following  lines,  which  have  been  for  some  years 
great  favorites  with  the  public,  were  originally  published 
in  a  Charleston,  (S.  C.,)  paper.  The  author  was  an  En- 
glish gentlemen  of  the  finest  talents,  who  had  been  in  a 
very  heavy  mercantile  business  with  his  father  and  broth- 
ers, in  Liverpool,  and  had  frequently  occasion  to  visit  this 
country.  The  most  romantic  vicissitudes  overtook  him 
and  his  nearest  relatives,  such  as  the  most  vivid  fancy 
could  scarcely  conceive.  A  free  life,  in  part  the  cause  of 
his  own  immediate  reverses,  so  much  impaired  his  health 
as  to  compel  his  departure  to  a  southern  climate,  where, 
happily,  although  late  in  life,  the  effects  of  early  religious 
impressions,  and  the  remembrance  of  the  pious  precepts 
of  his  long  lost  father,  produced  a  radical  change  in  his 
heart,  and  gave  a  new  impulse  to  the  muse,  which  years 
before  had  often  delighted  and  astonished  the  lovers  of 
song.  ,  The  beautiful  pathos  of  the  following  effusion  will 
be  doubly  relished  after  a  knowledge  of  the  foregoing  cir- 
cumstances : 

"  How  painfully  pleasing  the  fond  recollection 
Of  youthful  connexions  and  innocent  joy, 
When  blest  with  parental  advice  and  affection, 
Surrounded  with  mercies — with  peace  from  on  higb— 
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I  still  view  the  chairs  of  my  sire  and  my  mother, 
The  seats  of  their  offspring  as  ranged  on  each  hand ; 

And  that  richest  of  books,  which  excelled  every  other— 
That  Family  Bible  that  lay  on  the  stand  : 

The  old-fashioned  Bible,  the  dear  blessed  Bible, 

The  Family  Bible  that  lay  on  the  stand. 

That  Bible,  the  volume  of  God's  inspiration, 

At  morn,  and  at  evening  could  yield  us  delight ; 
And  the  prayer  of  our  sire  was  a  sweet  invocation, 

For  mercy  by  day,  and  for  safety  through  night. 
Our  hymns  of  thanksgiving,  with  harmony  swelling 

All  warm  from  the  heart  of  a  family  band, 
Half  raised  us  from  earth  to  that  rapturous  dwelling 

Described  in  the  Bible  that  lay  on  the  stand: 
That  richest  of  books  which  excelled  every  other, 
That  Family  Bible  that  lay  on  the  stand. 

Ye  scenes  of  tranquility,  long  have  we  parted ; 

My  hopes  almost  gone,  and  my  parents  no  more  ; 
In  sorrow  and  sadness  I  live  broken-hearted, 

And  wander  unknown  on  a  far  distant  shore. 
Yet  how  can  I  doubt  a  dear  Savior's  protection. 

Forgetful  of  gifts  from  his  bountiful  hand  ; 
Oh  !  let  me  with  patience  receive  his  correction 

And  thi  ik  of  the  Bible  that  lay  on  the  stand : 
That  richtst  of  books  which  excelled  every  other, 
The  Family  Bible  that  lay  on  the  stand. 

Blest  Bible,  the  light  and  the  guide  of  the  stranger  , 

With  thee  I  seem  circled  with  parents  and  friends 
Thy  kind  admonition  shall  guide  me  from  danger — 

On  thee  my  last  lingering  hope  then  depends. 
Hope  wakens  to  vigor,  and  rises  to  glory, 

I  '11  hasten  and  flee  to  the  promised  land  ; 
For  refuge  lay  hold  on  the  hope  set  before  me, 

Reveal'd  in  the  Bil)le  that  lay  on  the  stand. 
The  old-fashioned  Bible,  the  dear  blessed  Bible, 
The  Family  Bible  that  lay  on  the  stand. 

Hail,  rising  the  brightest  and  blest  of  the  morning, 

The  star  which  has  guided  my  parents  safe  home, 
A  beam  of  thy  glory  my  pathway  adorning, 

Shall  scatter  the  darkness  and  brighten  my  gloom 
As  the  eastern  sages,  to  worship  the  stranger. 

In  ecstacy  hastened  to  Canaan's  land — 
I  '11  bow  to  adore  him,  but  not  in  a  manger, 

He  's  seen  in  the  Bible  that  lay  on  the  stand. 
The  old-fashioned  Bible,  the  dear  blessed  Bible, 
The  Family  Bible  that  lay  on  the  stand. 

Though  age  and  misfortune  press  hard  on  my  feeling* 

I  '11  flee  to  the  Bible  and  trust  in  the  Lord  ; 
Though  darkness  should  cover  his  merciful  dealings. 

My  soul  is  still  cheer'd  by  his  heavenly  word. 
And  now  from  things  earthly  my  soul  is  removing ; 

I  soon  shall  shout  glory  with  heaven's  bright  band. 
In  raptures  of  joy  be  forever  adoring 

The  God  of  "the  Bible  that  lay  on  the  stand. 
The  old-fashioned  Bible,  the  dear  blessed  Bible, 
The  Family  Bible,  tliat  lay  on  the  stand. 
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Filial  •lltecliom  licwarded. 

A  VETERAN  worn  out  in  the  service  of  France  Wris  re- 
duced, without  a  pension,  although  he  had  a  wife  and 
three  children  to  share  his  wretchednesss.  His  son  was 
placed  at  a  military  school,  where  he  might  have  enjoy- 
ed every  comfort,  but  the  strongest  entreaties  could  not  in- 
duce him  to  taste  anything  but  bread  and  water.  The 
Duke  de  Choisel  being  informed  of  the  circumstance,  or- 
dered the  boy  before  him,  and  required  the  reason  of  his 
abstemiousness.  The  boy  with  a  manly  fortitude  replied, 
"  Sir,  when  1  had  the  honor  of  being  admitted  to  the  pro- 
tection of  this  royal  foundation,  my  father  conducted  me 
hither — we  came  on  foot.  On  our  journey  the  demands 
of  nature  were  relieved  by  bread  and  water.  I  was  re- 
ceived here ;  my  father  blessed  me  and  returned  to  the 
protection  of  a  helpless  wife  and  family.  As  long  as  I 
can  remember,  bread,  of  the  commonest  kind,  with  water 
has  been  their  daily  subsistence,  and  even  that  is  earned 
by  every  species  of  labor  that  honor  does  not  forbid.  To 
this  fare,  sir,  my  father  has  returned ;  and  while  he,  and 
my  mother,  and  my  sisters  are  compelled  to  endure  such 
food,  is  it  possible  that  1  can  selfishly  enjoy  the  bounteous 
plenty  of  my  gracious  sovereign  ?"  The  Duke  felt  this 
tale  of  nature,  gave  the  boy  three  louis  d'ors  for  pocket 
money,  and  promised  to  procure  his  father  a  pension. 
The  boy  begged  that  the  louis  d'ors  might  be  sent  to  his 
father,  which  with  the  j)atent  of  his  pension  was  immedi- 
ately done.  The  boy  was  patronized  by  the  Duke,  and 
became  one  of  the  best  officers  in  the  French  service. 


Moerhaave, 


It  is  recorded  of  this  truly  great  man,  "  that  his  knowl- 
edge, however  uncommon,  held  in  his  character  but  the 
second  place ;  his  virtue  was  yet  more  uncommon  than 
his  learning.  He  was  an  admirable  example  of  temper- 
ance, fortitude,  humility,  and  devotion.  His  piety,  and  a 
religious  sense  of  his  dependence  on  God,  was  the  basis 
of  all  his  virtues,  and  the  principle  of  his  whole  conduct. 
He  was  too  sensible  of  his  weakness  to  ascribe  anything 
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to  himself,  or  to  consider  that  he  could  subdue  passion, 
or  withsttind  temptation  by  his  own  natural  power ;  lie 
attributed  every  good  thought,  and  every  laudable  action 
TO  the  father  of  goodness.  Being  once  asked  by  a  friend, 
who  nad  often  admired  his  patience  under  great  provoca- 
tion, whether  he  knew  what  it  was  to  be  angry,  and  by 
what  means  he  had  so  entirely  suppressed  that  impetuous 
and  ungovernable  passion  ?  He  answered  with  the  utmost 
frankness  and  sincerity,  that  he  was  naturally  quick  of 
resentment,  but  that  lie  had  by  daily  prayer  and  medi- 
tation, at  length  attained  to  this  mastery  over  himself. 

As  soon  as  he  rose  in  the  morning,  it  was,  throughout 
his  whole  life,  his  practice  to  retire  for  an  hour  to  private 
prayer  and  meditation.  This,  he  afterwards  told  his 
friends,  gave  him  spirit  and  vigor  in  the  business  of  the 
day,  and  this  he  therefore  commended  as  the  best  rule  of 
hfe;  for  nothing,  he  knew,  could  support  the  soul  in  all 
distresses,  but  a  confidence  in  the  Supreme  Being,  nor 
can  a  steady  and  rational  magnanimity  flow  from  any 
other  source,  than  a  consciousness  of  the  Divine  favor. 


Meligion. 


The  genius  of  Christianity  which  is  from  God,  like  the 
solar  fire,  moves  in  a  sphere  of  its  own,  far  above  earth- 
ly things  ;  while  it  penetrates  our  mundane  elements 
without  being  contaminated  by  them,  it  gives  beauty  and 
loveliness  to  every  object  and  to  every  scene  to  which  it 
imparts  its  life-giving  energies,  and  over  which  it  pours 
its  celestial  radiance.  It  touches  the  heart  of  the  proud 
man,  and  he  becomes  humble  as  a  little  child  ;  it  touches 
the  heart  of  the  sensualist,  and  he  becomes  pure  and 
heavenly ;  it  touches  the  affections  of  the  covetous,  and 
he  becomes  liberal ;  it  touches  the  chain  of  caste,  and  it 
melts ;  it  touches  the  idols  of  the  heathen,  and  they  fall 
to  the  ground  like  Dagon  before  the  ark  of  God ;  it 
touches  the  heart  of  savages,  and  they  take  their  places 
among  civilized  men  ;  it  sends  down  its  fructifying  show- 
ers on  the  barren  wilderness,  and  it  blossoms  like  the 
rose  ;  it  smiles  upon  the  desert,  and  the  wilderness,  and 
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the  inhabitants  of  the  rock,  the  wandering  bushmen, 
sing  for  joy  and  shout  from  the  tops  of  their  mountains  ; 
it  touches  the  heart  of  the  philanthropist,  and  the  prisons 
are  visited,  the  depressed  are  raised,  the  neglected  are  re- 
membered, the  wounds  of  the  broken-hearted  are  bound 
up,  the  vicious  are  reclaimed,  and  the  prodigal  son  is  re- 
stored. It  touches  the  heart  of  the  missionary,  and  he 
goes  forth,  forsaking  country,  friends  and  ease,  to  preach 
amonof  the  Gentiles  the  unsearchable  riches  of  Christ. 


l^^€€shingfou  at  the  Communion. 

While  the  American  army,  under  the  command  of 
Washington,  lay  encamped  in  the  environs  of  Morris- 
town,  N.  J.,  it  occurred  that  the  service  of  the  communion 
(there  observed  semi-annually  only)  was  to  be  adminis- 
tered in  the  Presbyterian  Church  of  that  village.  On  a 
morning  of  the  previous  week,  the  General  after  his  ac- 
customed inspection  of  the  camp,  visited  the  house  of  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Jones,  then  pastor  of  that  church,  and  after  the 
usual  preliminaries,  thus  accosted  him:  "Doctor,  1  un- 
derstand that  the  Lord's  supper  is  to  be  celebrated  with 
you  next  Sunday ;  I  would  learn  if  it  accords  with  the 
canons  of  your  church  to  admit  communicants  of  another 
denomination?"  The  Doctor  rejoined,  "Most  certain! v. 
ours  is  not  the  Presbyterian  table.  General,  but  the 
Lord's  table;  and  we  hence  give  the  Lord's  invitation  to 
all  his  followers  of  whatever  name."  The  General  re- 
plied, "  I  am  glad  of  it ;  that  is  as  it  ought  to  be ;  but  as  1 
was  not  quite  sure  of  the  fact,  I  thought  I  would  ascer- 
tain it  from  yourself,  as  I  propose  to  join  with  you  on 
that  occasion.  Though  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
England,  I  have  no  exclusive  partialities."  The  Doctor 
re-assured  him  of  a  cordial  welcome,  and  the  General 
was  found  seated  with  the  communicants  the  next 
Sabbath. 

15 


170  SABBATH-DAY 

^^abbath  •Jflorning* 

Who  has  not  felt  the  tranquiUzing  influence  of  th^ 
Sabbath  morn  ?  Nature  seems  to  sympathize  with  tho 
moral  associations  of  the  scene.  On  other  days,  her 
voice  is  ahiiost  drowned  amid  the  air  and  bustle  of  the 
world ;  but  when  the  wheels  of  mammon's  car  are  arrest- 
ed, and  their  thunder  is  not  heard,  then  comes  forth  her 
soothing  language,  which  falls  on  the  heart  like  J^olian 
music,  to  subdue  its  passions,  and  to  awaken  its  finer 
sensibilities.  The  voice  of  nature  is  the  voice  of  God. 
He  who  speaks  in  the  sanctuary  of  redemption  by  the 
blood  of  Jesus,  speaks  from  the  hush  and  fragrance  of  the 
morning,  of  the  vast  and  varied  gifts  of  his  providence. 
To  commune  with  nature  and  with  God,  we  must  imi- 
tate David,  and  awake  early. 

The  resurrection  of  Jesus  took  place  before  the  dawn. 
Ere  the  sun  was  up,  one  of  his  faithful  followers  repau'ed 
to  the  sepulchre.  She  went  in  the  morning  twilight  to 
look  upon  the  tomb  of  Jesus.  She  found  it  unsealed  and 
empty,  and  wondered  what  had  become  of  her  Lord.  As 
she  wept,  a  voice  addressed  her,  at  first  in  a  stranger's 
accent — lest,  under  the  excitement,  a  too  sudden  revela- 
tion might  overpower  her  mind — then  that  voice  was 
changed,  and  the  well  remembered  tones  told  her  that 
it  was  indeed  her  risen  Master.  Did  Mary  find  her  Re- 
deemer at  early  dawn  ;  and  shall  we  presume  to  expect 
his  presence  if  we  doze  away  in  guilty  slumbers,  that 
portion  of  sacred  time  ?  No ;  let  us  rather  fly  to  the  sep- 
ulchre, and  see  amid  the  shadows  of  the  morning,  the  break- 
ing beams  of  the  sun  of  righteousness.  Let  us  gather  the 
spiritual  manna  before  the  sun  is  up,  and  feed  upon  it, 
ere  we  refresh  ourselves  on  the  food  that  perisheth.  Few 
would  complain  of  dull  Sabbaths  or  wandering  thoughts, 
or  tedious  services,  were  they  to  secure,  for  the  purpose 
of  private  devotion,  the  morning  of  the  Sabbath.  A  Sa- 
cred impulse  would  be  obtained,  which,  like  a  favoring 
gale,  would  waft  the  soul  onward  to  its  rest. 

Until  you  value  and  improve  the  Sabbath  morning, 
you  need  not  expect  to  experience  the  full  advantages  of 
that  blessed  day.  If  on  other  days,  you  can  awake  early 
to  serve  the  world,  and  on  the  Lord's  day,  you  take  the 
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liberty  to  indulge  the  flesh,  be  assured  the  Sabbath  will 
not  ordinarily  prove  to  you  a  delight,  nor  will  it  close 
upon  you  with  edification  and  peace.^ 


MeneMt  of  ohserviug  the  Sabbath, 

One  day,  in  the  very  early  stages  of  my  childhood, 
my  father  gave  me  a  little  ball  covered  with  leather,  such 
as  boys  usually  play  with.  Saturday  morning,  while 
playing  with  it  at  school,  it  was  accidentally  thrown  over 
the  fence  and  lost.  We  searched  for  it  a  long  time  in 
vain.  The  loss  to  me  was  about  as  severe  as  it  would 
be  for  a  man  to  part  with  half  his  fortune.  I  went  home 
and  unbosomed  my  grief  to  my  mother.  She  endeavor- 
ed to  console  me,  but  with  what  effect  I  cannot  now  re- 
member. The  next  day  was  the  Sabbath.  I  passed  the 
day  with  more  than  ordinary  propriety.  My  customary 
Sabbath  hymn  was  perfectly  conimitted.  Seated  in  my 
little  chair  by  the  fire,  I  passed  a  quiet  and  happy  day  in 
reading  and  the  various  duties  appropriate  to  holy  time. 
My  conduct  was  such  as  to  draw  expressions  of  approba- 
tion from  my  parents,  as  with  a  peaceful  heart  1  bade 
them  good  night,  to  retire  to  rest.  The  next  day,  as 
usual,  I  went  to  school.  The  lost  ball  occupied  my 
mind  as  I  walked  along.  Upon  climbing  over  the  fence 
into  the  field,  where  I  had  so  long  and  so  fruitlessly 
searched  on  the  preceding  Saturday,  almost  the  first  ob- 
ject upon  which  my  eye  fell  was  the  ball,  partially  con- 
cealed by  a  stone.  Child  as  I  was,  my  joy  was  very 
great.  At  noon  I  ran  hastily  home  to  inform  my  mother, 
knowing  that  she  would  rejoice  with  me  over  my  recov- 
ered treasure.  After  sympathising  with  me  in  my 
childish  happiness,  she  remarked  that  Sir  Matthew  Hale 
had  said  that  he  never  passed  the  Sabbath  well,  without 
being  prospered  the  succeeding  week.  "  You  remember, 
my  son,"  she  continued,  "  that  you  were  a  good  boy  yes- 
terday. This  shows  you,  that  if  you  would  be  happy 
and  prosperous,  you  must  remember  the  Sabbath  dciy 
and  keep  it  holy."  Whether  this  remark  be  unexception- 
ably  true,  it  is  not  in  place  now  to  inquire.  That  it  gen- 
erally is  trucj  but  few  will  doubt.     But  the  remark,  in  the 

12 
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connexion  in  which  it  was  made,  produced  an  impres- 
sion upon  my  mind,  that  will  never  be  eflaced.  All  the 
other  events  of  that  early  period  have  long  since  perished 
from  my  memory ;  but  this  remains  fresh  and  prominent. 
Often  has  it  led  me  to  the  scrupulous  observance  of  the 
Sabbath  ;  even  to  the  present  day,  I  can  distinctly  per- 
ceive its  influence. 


The  first  awakened  in  a  llevivah 

In  a  church  with  which  the  writer  was  acquainted, 
destitute  at  the  time  of  a  pastor,  but  not  without  some 
members,  who  walked  with  God,  the  following  fact  oc- 
curred : — A  young  lady  in  making  a  visit  to  one  of  her 
acquaintance,  took  an  unfrequented  path  through  a  deep- 
ly shaded  grove,  and  as  the  day  was  very  warm,  after 
pursuing  her  walk  some  distance  up  a  somewhat  steep 
acclivity,  she  stopped  to  rest  herself  on  a  beautiful  mossy 
bank.  While  seated  there,  the  tones  of  a  human  voice 
very  unexpectedly  broke  upon  her  ear.  On  turning  her 
eye  the  way  from  whence  tliey  came,  she  saw  Deacon 

M on  horseback,  making  his  way  up  the  same  hill. 

The  thought  occurred  to  her  that  she  would  retire  from 
the  sight  of  the  road,  let  him  pass,  and  remain  undis- 
covered. This  she  did.  As  the  Deacon  approached 
leisurely  on  his  horse,  she  was  wondering  what  could  be 
his  object  in  being  so  busily  engaged  in  talking  to  him- 
self, as  she  could  distinctly  discover  that  no  fellow  mor- 
tal accompanied  him.  As  he  drew  nearer,  and  she  could 
hear  his  voice  more  plainly,  she  ascertained  that  he  was 
engaged  in  jjrayer.  The  only  sentence  that  left  a  dis- 
tinct impression  on  her  mind  was,  "  O  Lord,  have  mercy 
on  the  dear  youth  in  this  place.'-  He  passed  on  praying, 
till  the  sounds,  Avhich  came  from  his  lips,  died  away  on 
her  ear.  But  an  impression  was  made  upon  her  heart, 
as  it  may  be  hoped,  which  will  never  die  away,  but  pre- 
pare  her  to  mingle  in  the  symphonies  of  the  redeemed  in 
ascribing  salvation  to  God  and  the  Lamb.  A  new  dis- 
covery respecting  christians  was  at  this  instant  made  to 
her.  "Is  this  the  manner,"  she  reflected  with  herself, 
"  m  which  they  live,  and  pass  on  their  way  about  the 
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town?  Do  they  thus  pray  for  the  youth  ?  How  unlike 
to  a  christian  have  I  Uved  7  I  have  never  prayed  in  this 
manner,  I  have  seldom  thought  of  the  souls  of  others,  and 
cared  but  very  httJe  for  my  own.  While  others  pray  for 
me,  I  hve  without  prayer  for  myself." 

Her  sins,  particularly  her  neglect  of  prayer  to  Him  wlio 
is  everywhere,  now  became  a  distressing  burden  to  lier. 
Soon,  we  have  reason  to  hope,  there  was  joy  among  the 
angels  of  God  over  her  as  a  penitent,  and  over  many 
others  in  the  town.  She  was  the  first  awakened  in  a 
revival. 


Cardws  anil  W'Uliam—or^  lielig'ion  the 
best  Thing  for  this  JW%rM, 

Of  late,  my  friend  Lang^  a  good  deal  has  been  said 
about  Miss  Wright  and  the  Temple  of  Reason.  I  think 
the  plain,  simple,  but  true  history  of  myself  and  William 
affords  as  good  a  practical  comment  on  the  effects  of  in- 
fidel principles,  as  any  thing  that  1  have  ever  met  witl]. 
I  you  think  it  is  worth  publishing,  it  is  at  your  service. 
In  a  short  time  it  will  be  forty  winters  since  I  first  landed 
in  New  York ;  I  was  then  in  my  twentieth  year,  without 
a  face  that  I  knew,  or  a  friend  to  counsel  or  direct.  On 
the  first  Sabbath  morning  after  we  landed,  three  young 
men  of  our  passengers  called  and  inquired  where  I  was 
going  to-day.  I  said,  to  church  ;  they  answered,  we 
have  been  near  ten  weeks  confined  to  the  ship,  let  us 
now  walk  out  and  see  the  country ;  our  health  requires 
exercise,  and  we  can  go  to  church  another  day.  I  said, 
as  long  as  I  can  remember,  I  had  gone  to  church  with 
my  father  every  Sabbath  of  my  life,  and  when  we  parted 
his  last  words  were  "  Remember  the  Sabbath  day." 

They  went  to  the  country ;  I  went  to  church  ;  they 
spent  a  few  shillings  of  their  wages;  I  put  two  one  penny 
corporation  bills  in  the  plate.  Some  of  them  were  good 
mechanics,  and  got  from  eight  to  ten  dollars  per  week  ; 
my  branch  was  poor,  and  it  was  only  by  close  application 
I  earned  five  dollars  per  week.  They  continued  going 
into  the  country,  found  loose  company,  spent  most  of 
their  week'2  wages,  came  home  half  drunk,  sometimes 
15* 
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caught  by  a  thunderstorm,  spoiled  their  fine  clothes  and* 
hats',  rose  late  on  Monday  morning,  bones  and  head  ach- 
ing, and  could  work  but  little  all  that  day.  1  went  to 
churcli,  saved  my  wages,  rose  early  on  Monday  morn- 
ing, my  bones  rested,  my  head  sound,  and  started  on 
the  labors  of  the  week  with  a  light  heart  and  quiet 
conscience. 

At  the  end  of  the  year,  they  could  show  fine  clothes, 
and  powdered  heads  on  Sundays  ;  but  I  could  show  one 
hundred  dollars,  piled  in  the  corner  of  my  chest.  They 
have  all  been  gone  lonof  ago;  liaving  lived  fast,  they  died 
early  :  while  I,  as  one  consequence  of  regular  living,  have 
not  been  confined  by  sickness  for  one  day  in  all  that 
period.  Now,  Mr.  Deist  and  Mrs.  Deist,  you  v/ho  pur- 
pose to  reform  the  world  by  destroying  the  Bible,  and 
abolishing  the  Sabbath,  I  would  ask  you  who  lived  the 
most  comfortable  life,  they  or  I?  Who  were  the  most 
useful  members  in  society  ?  They  died  and  left  their 
wives  and  children  beggars.  If  I  die  to  night,  my  family 
have  the  tools  and  hands  to  make  themselves  independ- 
ent of  the  world.* 

About  three  months  after  I  landed,  there  came  from 
England  into  the  shop  where  1  wrought,  a  man  by  the 
name  of  William ;  he  had  a  fine  little  woman  for  a  wife, 
and  one  or  two  young  children.  He  was  an  excellent 
mechanic,  and  the  first  I  believe  who  manufactured 
coach  springs  in  New  York ;  he  was  by  religious  pro- 
fession a  Baptist,  and  went  to  the  church  in  Gold  Street. 
Dr.  Foster,  I  believe,  was  then  the  ]->astor.  He  continued 
a  consistent  professor,  attending  church  regularly  with 
his  wife  and  children.  But  William  was  a  warm  poli- 
tician, as  red  hot  as  the  iron  he  hammered.  He  was  soon 
found  out  by  the  radicals  of  that  day.  About  this  time 
there  came  to  the  city  a  man  by  the  name  of  Palmer, 
who  was  either  born  blind,  or  had  lost  his  sight  by  dis- 
ease. This  blind  leader  of  the  blind  used  to  lecture  on 
Deism  in  what  was  then  called  the  Assembly  Room  in 
William  Street.  William  was  led  by  some  of  his  new 
associates  into  this  dungeon  of  despair,  and  drunk  deep 

*  One  of  the  young  men  of  whom  I  sj)eak,  was  a  baker  ;  in  a  fit  of  intern, 
perance,  while  working  dough  in  the  trough  alone,  he  lost  his  balance,  tunn. 
bled  in  watk  his  head  buried  in  dough,  and  in  this  situation  was  found  dead. 
This  fact  is  kiiOA\Ti  to  scores  of  his  countrymen  now  in  this  city. 
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in  their  dark  and  cheerless  doctrine.  In  a  short  time  he 
came  out  a  flaming  deist,  and  instead  of  going  with  his 
wife  and  family  to  church,  he  led  them  to  Long  Island, 
or  to  the  fields  in  Jersey,  or  he  went  by  himself  to  a  low 
tavern,  and  harangued  on  Tom  Paine's  Age  of  Reason, 
to  any  set  of  blockheads  who  would  hear  him.  His 
children,  as  they  grew  up.  being  left  to  wander  as  they 
pleased,  soon  associated  with  bad  company,  and  turned 
out  worse  than  good  for  nothing.  He  had  commenced 
business  for  himself,  and  for  some  tune  was  in  a  very 
thriving  way.  But  now,  every  thing  was  forgot  in  his 
zeal  for  propagating  his  new  principles.  You  might  find 
liim  in  every  street  and  corner,  pouring  out  his  new 
light ;  and  so  vulgar  and  brutish  was  the  language  in 
which  he  blasphemed  every  thing  which  society  in  gen- 
eral holds  sacred,  that  moderate  men  of  any  principle 
were  disgusted,  shunned  his  company  and  shop,  and  his 
worldly  circumstances  began  to  fall  into  decay.  As  old 
shopmates,  he  and  I  have  ever  been,  and  still  are  on  the 
most  friendly  terms  when  we  meet ;  and  from  the  begin- 
ning have  I  expostulated  and  warned  him  of  the  ruin  he 
was  bringing  on  himself  and  family  in  this  world,  laying 
the  next  out  of  view.  Though  he  could  not  deny  the 
truth  of  what  I  said,  yet  he  seemed  like  one  who  had  gone 
so  far,  that  he  was  ashamed  to  recede. 

One  morning,  about  ten  o'clock,  a  few  weeks  ago,  lie 
called  on  me,  and  asked  for  something  to  buy  his  break- 
fast, as  he  liad  not  tasted  any  thing  that  day.  I  looked 
on  him  with  sorrow,  almost  to  crying.  Says  I,  William, 
lias  it  really  come  to  this  with  you  ?  He  said  he  had 
not  a  cent,  a  friend,  or  child,  to  help  him  in  the  world. 
I  asked  for  his  sons  and  danghters,  by  name— they  had 
all  gone  to  ruin,  or  were  dead.  The  few  old  friends  of 
the  William  Street  illuminati,  now  that  he  was  poor, 
knew  him  not.  I  gave  him  a  small  sum,  and  told  him 
to  call  on  me  in  his  extremity.  Says  I,  William,  there 
are  my  sons  and  daughters,  they  are  an  honor  to  their 
parents,  being  all  usefnl  members  of  society.  Your  chil- 
dren and  mine  were  brought  up  neighbors  to  one  ano- 
ther;  what  should  make  them  to  dilfer?  He  was  silent. 
Says  I,  I  told  you  thirty-four  years  ago,  your  mad  princi- 
ples would  beggar  yourself  and  ruin  your  family.  Whilo 
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you  carried  your  family  to  the  fields,  or  left  them  to  wan- 
der in  the  road  to  destruction,  I  carried  mine  to  the 
church,  where  they  were  not  exposed  to  bad  company  ; 
and  now  they  walk  in  the  ways  of  wisdom,  which  are 
pleasantness  and  peace.  I  added,  you  must  now  be  con- 
vinced, that  religion  is  the  best  thing  for  this  world  ;  and 
in  the  next,  they  who  profess  it  will  be  as  well  off  as  you. 
But  if  the  Bible  is  true,  you  may  say  with  the  miser,  I 
was  starved  in  this,  and  damned  in  that  which  is  to 
come.  He  confessed  I  had  the  best  of  the  argument,  and 
said  he  might  have  been  a  rich  man,  if  he  had  stuck  to 
the  principles  he  brought  with  him  from  England.  He 
said  he  thought  of  going  into  the  alms-house — it  was  a 
good  last-retreat ;  and  for  this  says  I,  William,  you  have 
to  thank  Christianity  ;  for,  where  the  Bible  is  not  known 
they  have  neither  alms-house  nor  hospital.  1  have  only 
to  add,  that  this  story  is  no  fiction,  nor  combination  of 
characters  that  may  have  existed,  but  it  is  literally  true. 
My  friend,  William,  now  lives  (you  know  him),  he  is  a 
man  of  truth,  (though  a  deist),  and  will  vouch  for  what  1 
have  said,  were  he  asked.  If  any  one  doubts,  you  may  give 
them  my  name.  1  will  point  them  to  some  of  the  men^ 
still  alive,  of  whom  I  speak.     Yours,  Cardus. 


Profane  Swearing • 


The  extinction  of  the  moral  sense  is  usually  ver^^ 
gradual,  and  the  progress  of  its  decline  is  often  marked 
with  great  accuracy  by  the  conduct.  Every  one  knows 
that  conscience  is  originally  one  of  the  most  active  and 
powerful  of  all  the  faculties  of  the  human  heart,  and  that 
she  will  never  yield  up  her  authority,  till  she  has  sustained 
a  severe  struggle.  There  is  nothing  perhaps,  in  which  this 
conflict  is  more  clearly  marked,  than  in  the  progress  of  a 
youno-  man,  who  has  had  a  pious  education,  towards  a 
habit  of  profaneness.  Though  he  has  been  accustomed 
occasionally  to  hear  the  language  of  cursing  from  others, 
the  impressions  of  his  childhood  are  too  strong  to  allow 
liim  innnediately  to  copy  it.  At  length,  in  an  evil  hour, 
he  summons  resolution  enough  to  make  an  awful  experi- 
ment of  uttering  an  oath ;  but  his  faltering  tongue  and 
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Mushing  cheek  proclaim  that  there  is  a  commotion,  and 
a  remonstrance  within.  Conscience  rouses  up  all  her 
energies,  and  thunders  out  a  rebuke  which  almost  puts 
him  into  the  attitude  of  consternation.  Perhaps  his  early 
resolutions  to  reverence  the  name  and  authority  of  God, 
come  thronging  upon  his  remembrance ;  or  perhaps  the 
instructions  of  other  days,  enforced  by  parental  affection, 
rise  uj)  before  him  ;  or  it  may  be,  that  the  image  of  a  de- 
parted parent,  who  had  trained  him  up  in  the  way  that 
he  should  go,  haunts  his  busy  and  agitated  mind,  and  re- 
proaches him  with  filial  ingratitude.  He  resolves  that 
the  dreadful  privilege  of  taking  the  name  of  God  in  vain, 
has  been  purchased  at  too  great  an  expense;  and  that  he 
will  not  venture  to  repeat  an  experiment  that  has  been  so 
fruitful  in  remorse  and  agony.  But,  presently,  he  is 
heard  to  drop  another  oath,  and  another,  and  in  successive 
instances  the  conflict  with  conscience  is  less  severe,  till  at 
length,  the  faithful  reprover  is  silenced,  and  he  blas- 
phemes his  Maker's  name  without  remorse,  and  almost 
without  his  owu  observation. 

When  I  see  an  ingenious  youth,  taking  the  first  step 
in  this  path  of  death  ;  when  1  see  his  countenance  change 
and  hear  his  voice  falter,  and  the  embarrassment  and  awk- 
v/ardness  of  his  manner  tell  me  that  conscience  is  utter- 
mg  her  remonstrance,  at  the  very  moment  when  the  lan- 
guage of  profaneness  is  upon  his  lips,  I  say  to  myself, 
"  poor  young  man ;  little  do  you  know  v/hat  disgrace  and 
wretchedness  you  are  treasuring  up  for  yourself."  I  re- 
gard him  as  having  set  his  face  like  a  flint  towards  per- 
dition ;  and  1  read  in  his  character,  in  dark  and  ominous 
letters,  "  The  glory  has  departed.^^ 


Character  ot  Moger  Sherman. 

In  estimating  the  character  of  Mr.  Sherman,  we  must 
dwell  a  moment  on  his  practical  wisdom.  This,  in  him 
was  a  predominant  trait.  He  possessed  more  than  most 
men,  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  human  nature.  He 
understood  the  springs  of  human  action  in  a  remarkable 
degree,  and  well  knew  in  what  manner  to  touch  them,  to 
produce  a  designed  eflecf.     This  practical  wisdom,  ano 
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ther  name  for  common  sense,  powerfully  contributed  to 
guide  him  to  safe  results  on  all  the  great  political  ques- 
tions in  which  he  was  concerned;    and  assisted  him  to 
select  the  means  which  were  best  adapted  to  accomplish 
the  best  ends.     With  the  habits  and  opinions,  with  the         j 
virtues  and  the  vices,  the  prejudices  and  weaknesses  of         J 
his  countrymen,  he  was  also  well  acquainted.     Hence  he         i 
understood  better  than  many  others,  who  were  superior         ' 
to  him  in  the  rapidity  of  their  gains,  what  laws  and  prin-  ' 

ciples  they  would  bear,  and  what  they  would  not  bear  in         ! 
government.     Of  the  practical  wisdom  of  Mr.  Sherman         | 
we  might  furnish  many  honorable  testimonies  and  nu-         | 
merous  illustrations.     We  must  content  ourselves,  howev-         ] 
cr,  with  recording  a  remark  of  President  Jefferson,  to  the 
late  Dr.  Spring  of  Newburyport.     During  the  sitting  of 
Congress  at  Philadelphia,  the  latter  gentleman  in  compa-         j 
ny  with  Mr.  Jefferson,  visited  the  National  Hall.     Mr. 
Jeffei-son  pointed  out  to  the  Doctor  several  of  the  mem- 
bers, who  were  most  conspicuous.     At   length,   his  eye         | 
rested  on  Roger  Sherman.     "  That,"  said  he,  pointing  his 
finger,  "  is  Mr.  Sherman  of  Connecticut,  a  man  who  never         \ 
said  a  foolish  thing  in  his  liJeP     Not  less  complimenta- 
ry was  tlie  remark  of  Mr.  Macon,  the  aged  and  distin-         | 
guished  Senator,  who  has  recently  retired  from  active  lifie  : 
"Roger  Sherman  had  more  common  sense  than  any  man 
1  ever  knew." 

Another  distinguished  trait  in  the  character  of  Mr.  Sher- 
man was  his  unbendinof  integrity.  No  man  probably  ever 
stood  more  aloof  from  the  suspicion  of  selfish  bias,  or  of  sin- 
ister motives.  In  both  his  public  and  private  conduct,  he  • 
was  actuated  by  principle.  The  opinion,  which  appeared 
correct,  he  adopted,  and  the  measure  which  appeared  the 
best,  he  pursued,  apparently  uninfluenced  by  passion,  prej- 
udice, or  interesc.  It  was  probably  owing  to  this  trait  in 
his  character,  that  he  enjoyed  such  extraordinary  influence 
in  the  deliberate  bodies  of  which  he  was  a  member.  In 
liis  speech  he  was  slow  and  hesitating.  He  had  few  of 
the  graces  of  oratory  ;  yet  no  man  was  heard  with  deeper 
attention.  This  attention  arose  from  the  solid  conviction 
of  his  hearers,  that  he  was  an  honest  man.  What  he  said 
was  indeed  always  applicable  to  the  point,  was  clear,  was 
weighty;   and  as  the  late  President  Dwight  remarked. 
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was  generally  new  and  important.  Yet  the  weight  of  his 
observations,  obviously  sprang  from  the  integrity  of  the 
man.  It  was  this  trait  in  his  chaxacter  which  elicited  the 
observations  of  the  distinguished  Fisher  Ames.  "  ]f  I  am 
absent,  said  he,  "  during  the  discussion  of  a  subject,  and 
know  not  on  what  side  to  vote,  I  always  look  at  Roger 
Sherman,  for  I  am  sure  if  I  vote  with  him,  I  shall  vote 
right:'' 

To  the  above  excellent  traits  in  the  character  of  Mr. 
Sherman,  it  may  be  added,  that  he  was  eminently  a  pious 
man.  He  was  long  a  professor  of  religion,  and  one  of  its 
brightest  ornaments.  Nor  was  his  religion  that  which 
appeared  only  on  occasions.  It  was  with  him  a  principle 
and  a  habit.  It  appeared  in  the  closet,  in  the  family,  on 
the  bench,  and  in  the  Senate  house.  Few  men  had  a 
liigher  reverence  for  the  Bible  ;  lew  men  studied  it  with 
deeper  attention  ;  few  men  were  more  intimately  connect- 
ed with  the  doctrines  of  the  gospel,  and  the  metaphysical 
controversies  of  the  day.  On  these  subjects  he  maintained 
an  extended  correspondence  with  some  of  the  most  dis- 
tinguished divines  of  that  period,  among  whom  were  Dr. 
Edwards,  Dr.  Hopkins,  Dr.  Trumbull,  President  Dicker- 
son  and  President  VVitherspoon  ;  all  of  whom  had  a  higli 
opinion  of  him  as  a  theologian,  and  derived  much  instruc- 
tion from  their  correspondence  with  him. 

If  the  character  of  a  man's  religion  is  to  be  tested  by 
the  fruits  it  produces,  the  religion  of  Mr.  Sherman  must 
be  admitted  not  to  have  been  of  this  world.  He  was  nat- 
urally possessed  of  strong  passions;  but  over  these  he  at 
length  obtained  extraordinary  control.  He  became  hab- 
itually calm,  sedate,  and  self-possessed.  The  following 
instance  of  his  self-possession  is  worthy  of  being  recorded. 

One  morning,  as  he  called  his  family  together,  as  usual, 
to  lead  them  in  prayer  to  God :  the  ••  old  Family  Bible," 
was  brought  out,  and  laid  on  the  table.  Mr.  Sherman 
took  his  seat,  and  beside  him  placed  one  of  his  children, 
a  small  child,  a  child  of  his  old  age ;  the  rest  of  his  fami- 
ly were  seated  around  the  room ;  several  of  these  were 
now  grown  up.  Besides  these,  some  of  the  tutors  of  the 
college,  and  it  is  believed,  some  of  the  students  were 
boarders  in  the  family,  and  were  present  at  the  time  allu- 
ded to.     His  aged  and  now  superannuated  mother  occu[)ied 
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a  corner  of  the  room,  opposite  to  the  place  where  the  dis- 
tin2;aished  Judge  of  Connecticut  sat.  At  length  he  open- 
ed the  Bible  and  began  to  read.  The  child  which  was 
seated  beside  him  made  some  disturbance,  upon  which 
Mr.  Sherman  paused  and  told  it  to  be  still.  Again  he 
proceeded  but  again  he  paused,  to  reprimand  the  little  of- 
fender, whose  playful  disposition  would  scarcely  permit 
it  to  be  still.  At  this  time  he  gently  tapped  its  ear.  The 
blow,  if  it  might  be  called  a  blow,  caught  the  attention  of 
his  aged  mother,  who  soon  with  some  effort  arose  and  tot- 
tered across  the  room.  At  length  she  reached  the  chair 
of  Mr.  Sherman,  and  in  a  moment,  unexpected  to  him, 
she  gave  him  a  blow  on  the  ear,  with  all  the  power  she 
tiould  summon.  "  There^''  said  she,  ''^you  strike  your 
child,  and  Iivill  strike  mme." 

For  a  moment,  the  blood  was  seen  rushing  to  the  face 
of  Mr.  Sherman  ;  but  it  was  only  lor  a  moment,  when  all 
was  mild  and  calm  as  usual.  He  paused — he  raised  his 
spectacles — he  cast  his  eye  upon  his  mother — again  it  fell 
upon  the  book.  Perhaps  he  remembered  the  injunction, 
"  honor  thy  mother,"  and  he  did  honor  her ;  not  a  word 
escaped  him ;  but  again  he  calmly  pursued  the  service, 
and  soon  after  sought  ability  in  prayer,  to  set  an  example 
before  his  household  whicli  should  be  worthy  of  their  im- 
itation. Such  self-possession  is  rare.  Such  a  victory 
was  worth  more  than  the  proudest  victory  achieved  in  the 
field  of  battle.* 


Ifr.  Mealtie  and  his  Sou. 

Dr.  Beattie  relates  the  following  method,  which  he 
adopted,  to  impart  instruction  to  his  son  : 

He  had  reached  his  fifth  or  sixth  year,  knew  the  alpha- 
bet, and  could  read  a  little  ;  but  had  received  no  particular 
information  with  respect  to  the  author  of  his  being.  In 
the  corner  of  a  littly  garden,  without  informing  any  per- 
son of  the  circumstance,  I  wrote  in  the  mould  with  my 


*The  above  anecdote  was  origiimlly  juiblished  by  the  autlior  in  his  "  L.ves 
r.f  the  Signers:  ol  the  Declaration  oC  Independence."  It  was  related  to  him 
by  a.  lady  who  enjoyed  u  loiii^  acquainlunce  with  the  laniily  ol'  Judge  Shci- 
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finger  three  initials  of  his  name,  and  sowing  garden-cresses 
in  the  furrows,  covered  up  the  furrows  and  smoothed  the 
ground.  Ten  days  after,  he  came  running  to  me  with 
astonishment  in  his  countenance,  and  told  me  his  name 
was  growing  in  the  garden.  I  laughed  at  the  report, 
and  seemed  inclined  to  disres^ard  it ;  but  he  insisted 
on  my  going  to  see  what  had  happened.  "Yes,"  said 
I  carelessly,  on  coming  to  the  spot,  "I  see  it  is  so  — but 
what  is  there  in  this  worth  notice  ?  Is  it  not  mere  chance?" 
and  as  I  went  away,  he  followed  me,  and  taking  hold  of 
my  coat,  said  with  some  degree  of  earnestness,  "  It  could 
not  be  mere  chance,  for  somebody  must  have  contrived 
matters  so  as  to  produce  it." 

"So  you  think,"  said  I,  "that  what  appears  so  regular 
as  the  letters  of  your  name,  could  not  be  by  chance?" 
"  Yes,"  said  he,  with  firmness,  "  I  think  so."  "  Look  at 
yourself,"  I  replied,  "consider  your  hands  and  fingers, 
your  legs  and  feet,  and  other  limbs  ;  are  they  not  regular 
in  their  appearance  and  useful  to  you  ?"  He  said  they 
were.  "  Came  you  then  hither  by  chance  ?"  said  I.  "No," 
he  answered,  "  that  cannot  be ;  something  must  have 
made  me."  "And  who  is  that  something?"  I  asked.  He 
said  "  I  don't  know."  I  had  now  gained  the  point  that  1 
aimed  at,  and  saw  that  his  reason  taught  him  (though  he 
could  not  express  it)  that  what  begins  to  be  must  have  a 
cause ;  and  that  what  is  formed  with  regularity,  must 
have  an  intelligent  cause.  I  therefore  told  him  the  name 
of  the  great  Being,  who  made  him  and  all  the  world ; 
concernino:  whose  adorable  nature  I  2:ave  him  such  infor- 
mation,  as  I  thought  he  could,  in  some  measure,  compre- 
hend. The  lesson  affected  him  greatly,  and  he  never 
forgot  it,  nor  the  circumstances  that  introduced  it. 


Burnmg  oT  the  liiclmwud  Theatre^ 

In  the  year  1811. 

The  house  was  fuller  than  on  any  night  of  the  season. 
The  play  was  over,  and  the  first  act  of"  the  pantomime 
find  passed.  The  second  uud  last  had  be^iun.  All  v/as 
yet  gaiety,  all  so  far  had  been  pleasure,  curiosity  was  yet 
alive,  and  further  gratification  anticipated — the  orchestra 
10 
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sent  forth  its  sounds  of  harmony  and  joy — when  the  an 
dience  perceived  some  confusion  on  the  stage,  and  pres- 
ently a  shower  of  sparks  falling  from  above.  Some  were 
startled,  others  thought  it  was  a  scenic  exhibition.  A 
performer  on  the  stage  received  a  portion  of  the  burning 
materials  from  on  high,  and  it  was  perceived  that  others 
were  tearing  down  the  scenery.  Some  one  cried  out 
from  the  stage  that  there  was  no  danger.  Immediately 
after,  Hopkins  Robinson  came  forward  and  cried  out, 
"  the  house  is  on  fire  !"  pointing  to  the  ceiling  where  the 
flames  were  progressing  like  wildfire.  In  a  moment  all 
was  appalling  horror  and  distress.  Robinson  handed 
several  persons  from  the  boxes  to  the  stage,  as  a  ready 
way  for  their  escape.  The  cry  of  "  Fire !  Fire !"  ran 
through  the  house,  mingled  with  the  wailings  of  females 
and  children.  The  general  rush  was  to  gain  the  lobbies. 
It  appears  from  the  following  description  of  the  hous^j, 
and  the  scene  that  ensued,  that  this  was  the  cause  of  the 
great  loss  of  life. 

The  general  entrance  to  the  pit  and  boxes  was  through 
a  door  not  more  than  large  enough  to  admit  three  persons 
abreast.  This  outer  entrance  was  within  a  trifling  dis- 
tance of  the  pit  door,  and  gave  an  easy  escape  to  those 
in  that  part  of  the  house.  But  to  attain  the  boxes  from 
the  street,  it  was  necessary  to  descend  into  along  passage, 
and  ascend  again  by  an  angular  staircase.  The  gallery 
had  a  distinct  entrance,  and  its  occupants  escaped.  The 
suffering  and  death  fell  on  the  occupants  of  the  boxes, 
who,  panic  struck,  did  not  see  that  the  pit  was  immedi- 
ately left  vacant,  but  pressed  on  to  the  crowded  and  tortu- 
ous way  by  which  they  had  entered.  The  pit  door  was 
so  near  the  general  entrance,  that  those  who  occupied 
that  portion  of  the  house  gained  the  street  with  ease.  A 
gentleman  who  escaped  from  the  pit  among  the  last,  saw 
it  empty,  and  when  in  the  street,  looked  back  again  upon 
the  general  entrance,  to  the  pit  and  boxes,  and  the  door 
}iad  not  yet  been  reached  by  those  from  the  lobbies.  A 
gentleman  and  lady  were  saved  by  being  thrown  acciden- 
tally into  the  pit ;  and  most  of  those  who  perished  would 
have  esctaped  if  they  had  leaped  from  the  boxes,  and 
sought  that  avenue  to  the  street.  But  all  darted  to  the 
lobbies.     The  stairs  were  blocked  up.     All  was  envelop- 
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ed  in  hot  scorching  smoke  and  flame.  The  lights  were 
extinguished  by  the  black  and  smothering  vapor,  and  the 
shrieks  of  despair  were  appalling.  Happy  for  a  moment 
were  those  who  gained  a  window,  and  inhaled  the  air  of 
heaven.  Those  who  had  issued  to  the  street  cried  to  the 
sufferers  to  the  windows  to  leap  down,  and  stretched  out 
their  arms  to  save  them.  Some  were  seen  struggling  to 
gain  the  apertures  to  inhale  the  fresh  air.  Men,"^  women, 
and  children,  precipitated  themselves  from  the  first  and 
second  stories.  Some  escaped  unhurt — others  were  killed 
or  mangled  by  the  fall.  Some  with  their  clothes  on  fire, 
shrieking,  leaped  from  the  windows  to  gain  a  short  re- 
prieve and  die  in  agonies. 

"  Who  can  picture,"  says  a  correspondent  of  the  Mirror, 
"  the  distress  of  those,  who,  unable  to  gain  the  windows, 
or  afraid  to  leap  from  them,  were  pent  up  in  the  long  nar- 
rov/  passages."  The  cries  of  those  who  reached  the  up- 
per windows  are  described  as  heart-sickening.  Many  v/ho 
found  their  way  to  the  street,  were  so  scorched  or  burnt 
as  to  die  in  consequence,  and  some  were  crushed  to  deatn 
under  foot  after  reaching  the  outer  door. 

Add  to  this  mass  of  suffering,  the  feelings  of  those  who 
knew  that  they  had  relatives  or  friends  who  had  gone  to 
the  house  that  night.  Such  rushed  half  frantic  to  the 
spot  with  the  crowds  of  citizens  from  all  quarters — while 
the  tolling  of  bells  sounded  the  knell  of  death  to  the  heart 
of  the  father  or  mother,  whose  child  had  been  permitted 
to  visit  the  theatre  on  that  night  of  horror. 

"  As  my  father  was  leading  me  home,"  said  Mr.  Henry 
Placide,  "  we  saw  Mr.  Greene,  exhausted  by  previous  ex- 
ertion, leaning  on  the  fence,  tmd  looking  at  the  scene  of 
ruin.  For  all  was  now  one  black  mass  of  smoking  des- 
truction. '  Thank  God,'  ejaculated  Greene,  '  Thank  God. 
I  prohibited  Nancy  from  coming  to  the  house  to-night ! 
She  is  safe  !' " 

Nancy  was  his  only  daughter,  just  springing  into  wo- 
manhood, still  at  the  boarding  school  of  Mrs.  Gibson ; 
and  as  beautiful  and  lovely  a  girl  as  imagination  can  pic- 
ture. 

Mrs.  Gibson  and  the  boarders  had  made  up  a  party  for 
the  theatre  that  evening,  and  Nancy  Greene  asked  her  fa- 
ther's permission  to  accompany  them.     He  refused — but 
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unfortunately  aaded  his  reason — "  the  house  will  be 
crowded,  and  you  will  occupy  a  seat  that  would  other- 
wise be  paid  for."  On  these  words  hung  the  fate  of  youth, 
innocence,  and  beauty.  "  I  will  pay  for  your  ticket,"  said 
the  kind  instructress,  "  we  will  not  leave  you  behind.'" 
The  teacher  and  the  pupil  were  buried  in  the  ruins  on 
which  the  father  gazed,  and  over  which  he  returned 
thanks  for  the  safety  of  his  child.  He  went  home  and 
learned  the  truth. 

An  instance  of  the  escape  of  a  family  is  given.  The 
husband,  with  three  children,  were  in  the  second  boxes  ; 
his  wife,  with  a  female  friend,  were  in  another  part  of  the 
house.  The  wife  gained  a  window — leaped  out  and  es- 
caped unhurt.  Her  friend  followed  and  was  killed.  The 
father  clasped  his  two  helpless  little  girls  to  his  breast,  and 
left  a  boy  of  twelve  years  of  age  to  ibllov/ ;  the  boy  was 
forced  from  the  father,  ran  to  a  window,  sprang  out,  and 
was  safe.  The  parent  with  his  precious  charge,  follow- 
ed the  stairway,  pressed  upon  by  those  behind  him,  and 
those  who  mounted  on  the  heads  and  shoulders  of  the 
crowd  before  them:  he  became  unconscious,  but  was  still 
borne  along ;  he  was  taken  up,  carried  to  his  bed,  and 
opened  his  eyes  to  see  all  his  family  safe. 

On  the  contrary,  Lieuter^iant  Gibbon,  oftheNa\'y,  as 
exemplary  in  private  life,  as  heroic  in  the  service  of  liis 
country,  and  on  the  brink  of  a  union  with  Miss  Conyers, 
the  pride  of  Richmond  for  every  accomplishment  and  vir- 
tue, was  swept  into  eternity^  while  exerting  himself  to  do 
all  that  man  should  do  in  such  trying  circumstances.  He 
was  with  his  mother  at  the  theatre,  and  carried  her  to  a 
place  of  safety — then  rushed  back  to  save  her  in  whose 
fate  his  own  was  bound  up ;  he  caught  her  in  his  arms 
had  borne  her  partly  down  the  staircase,  when  the  steps 
gave  way,  and  a  body  of  flame  swept  them  to  eternity. 

Friday,  the  27th  December,  1811,  was  a  day  of  mourn- 
ing to  Richmond.  The  banks  and  stores  were  closed. 
A  law  was  passed  prohibiting  amusements  of  every  kind 
for  four  months.  A  day  was  set  apart  for  humiliation  and 
prayer.  A  monument  was  resolved  on,  to  be  erected  to 
the  memory  of  the  dead  and  the  event. 

A  law  passed  to  prohibit  amusements  of  any  kind  for 
four  months  !     Would  it  not  have  better  comported  with 
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the  deep  scene  of  wretchedness  which  pervaded  that  city, 
not  to  have  proliibited  all  kinds  of  amusements  for  four 
months — but  to  have  banished  the  theatre  forever  ? 


IPoing  Good. 


Having  tarried  a  few  days  in  a  beautiful  village  in  the 
west,  I  embarked  in  a  vessel  that  was  crossing  one  of  the 
great  lakes.  Three  other  individuals  had  taken  passage, 
and  the  night  coming  on  found  us  waiting  for  a  breeze. 

About  nine  o'clock,  as  the  sails  were  hoisted,  another 
passenger  came  on  board.  When  we  had  cleared  the 
harbor,  he  entered  the  cabin,  and  seemed  to  suppose  that 
he  was  alone,  for  we  had  all  retired  to  our  berths.  The 
lamp  was  burning  dimly  on  the  table,  but  it  afforded  suf- 
ficient light  for  me  to  discover  that  he  was  young.  Seat- 
ing himself  beside  it,  he  drew  forth  a  book  from  his  pock- 
et, and  read  a  few  minutes.  Suddenly,  from  on  deck, 
was  heard  the  voice  of  the  captain,  uttering  oaths  terrific 
beyond  description.  The  youth  arose,  laid  his  book  on 
the  chair,  and  kneeling  beside  it,  in  a  low  whisper  en- 
gaged in  prayer.  I  listened  attentively,  and  thought  his 
soul  seemed  to  burn  within  him.  I  could  gather  only  an 
occasional  word,  or  part  of  a  sentence  :  such  as  "  mercy," 
"  dying  heathen,"  "  sinners,"  &c.  Presently,  he  seemed 
in  an  agony  of  spirit  for  these  swearers,  and  could  scarce- 
ly suppress  his  voice,  while  pleading  with  God  to  have 
mercy  on  them.  My  soul  was  stirred  within  me.  There 
was  a  sacredness  in  this  place,  and  I  was  self-condemned, 
knowing  that  I  had  also  professed  the  name  of  Jesus,  and 
had  retired  with  my  fellow  passengers  to  rest,  not  bav- 
ins^ spoken  of  God,  or  committed  myself  to  his  care. 

Early  in  the  morning,  I  was  waked  by  a  loud  voice 
at  the  door  of  the  companion-way  :  "  Here  !  whose  tracts 
are  these  ?"  Followed  by  other  voices  in  threats  and  im- 
precations against  tract  distributors,  Bethels,  Temperance 
Societies,  &c. 

I  thought  of  the  young  stranger,  and  feared  they  would 

execute   their  threats  upon  him ;    but   he  calmly  said, 

"  Those  tracts,  sir,  are  mine :   I  have  but  a  few,  as  you 

see,  but  they  are  very  good,  and  you  may  take  one  if  you 

10* 
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wish.  1  brought  them  on  board  to  distribute,  but  you 
were  all  too  busy  last  night."  The  sailor  smiled,  and 
walked  away,  making  no  reply. 

We  were  soon  called  to  breakfast  with  the  captain 
and  mate.  When  we  were  seated  at  the  table,  "  Cap- 
tain," said  our  young  companion,  "  as  the  Lord  supplies 
all  our  wants,  if  neither  you  nor  the  passengers  object,  I 
would  like  to  ask  his  blessing  on  our  repast." 

"  If  you  please,"  replied  the  captain  with  apparent  good 
will.  In  a  few  minutes  the  cook  was  on  deck,  and  in- 
formed  the  sailors,  who  were  instantly  in  an  uproar,  and 
their  mouths  filled  with  curses.  The  captain  attempted 
to  apologize  for  the  profanity  of  his  men,  saying  it  was 
perfectly  common  among  sailors,  and  they  meant  no  harm 
by  it. 

"  With  your  leave,  Captain,"  said  the  young  stranger, 
''  I  think  we  can  put  an  end  to  it." 

Himself  a  swearer,  and  having  just  apologized  for 
his  men,  the  captain  was  puzzled  for  an  answer,  but  after 
a  little  hesitation  he  replied,  "  I  might  as  well  sail  against 
a  head  wind,  as  to  think  of  such  a  thing." 

"  But  I  meant  all  I  said,"  added  the  young  man. 

"  Well,  if  you  think  it  possible,  you  may  try  it,"  said 
the  Captain. 

As  soon  as  breakfast  was  over,  the  oldest  and  most  pro- 
fane of  the  sailors  seated  himself  on  the  qurter  deck  to 
smoke  his  pipe.  The  young  man  entered  into  conver 
sation  with  him,  and  soon  drew  from  him  a  history  of  the 
adventures  of  his  life.  From  his  boyhood  he  had  follow- 
ed the  ocean.  He  had  been  tossed  on  the  billows,  in  ma- 
ny a  tempest,  had  visited  several  missionary  stations  in 
different  parts  of  the  world,  and  gave  his  testimony  to  the 
good  effects  of  the  missionary  efforts  among  the  natives  ot 
ihe  Sandwich  Islands.  Proud  of  his  nautical  skill,  he  at 
length  boasted  that  he  could  do  anything  that  could  be 
done  by  a  sailor. 

'  I  doubt  it,"  said  the  young  man. 

''•  I  can,"  answered  the  hardy  tar,  "  and  will  not  be  out- 
done, my  word  for  it." 

"  Well,  when  a  sailor  passes  his  word  he  ought  to  bff 
believed.  I  know  a  sailor,  who  resolved  that  he  woul(^ 
stO(i  ^wearing;  and  he  did  so." 


MISCELLANY.  187 

"  Ah,"  said  the  sailor,  "  you've  anchored  me  ;  I'm  fast 
—but  I  can  do  it." 

"I  know  you  can,"  said  the  young  man,  "and  I  hoi>e 
you  will  anchor  all  your  shipmates  oaths  with  yours." 

Not  a  word  of  profonity  was  afterwards  heard  on  board 
the  vessel.  During  the  day  as  opportunity  presented  it- 
self, he  conversed  with  each  sailor  singly  on  the  subject 
of  his  soul's  salvation,  and  gaiired  the  hearts  of  all. 

By  this  time,  I  was  much  interested  in  the  young 
stranger,  and  determined  to  know  more  of  him.  There 
was  nothing  prepossessing  in  his  appearance  ;  his  dress 
was  plain,  his  manners  unassuming ;  but  his  influence  had 
by  the  blessing  of  God,  in  a  few  short  hours,  totally  chang- 
ed the  aspect  of  our  crew.  The  tiger  seemed  softened  to 
a  lamb,  and  peace  and  quiet  had  succeeded  confusion  and 
blasphemy. 

After  supper,  he  requested  of  the  captain  the  privilege 
of  attending  worship  in  the  cabin.  His  wishes  were  com- 
plied with,  and  soon,  all  on  board  except  the  man  at  the 
helm,  were  assembled.  The  captain  brought  out  a  Bible 
which  he  said  was  given  him  in  early  life  by  his  father, 
with  a  request  that  he  would  never  part  with  it.  We  lis- 
tened, as  our  friend  read  Matthew's  account  of  Christ's  cru- 
cifixion and  resurrection  ;  and  then  looking  round  upon 
us,  he  said,  "He  is  risen — yes,  Jesus  lives— let  us  wor- 
ship  him." 

It  was  a  melting  scene.  Knees  that  seldom  bowed  be- 
fore, now  knelt  at  the  altar  of  prayer,  while  the  solemni- 
ties of  eternity  seemed  hanging  over  us.  After  prayer  we 
went  on  deck  and  sung  a  hymn.  It  was  a  happy  place, 
a  floating  Bethel.  Instead  of  confusion  and  wrath,  there 
was  sweet  peace  and  solemnity.  We  ceased  just  as 
the  setting  sun  was  flinging  upon  us  his  last  and  cheer- 
ing rays. 

"  Look  yonder  !"  he  exclaimed.  "  You  who  have  been 
nursed  in  the  storm  and  cradled  in  the  tempest,  look  at 
the  setting  sun,  and  learn  a  lesson  that  will  make  you 
happy,  when  it  shall  set  to  rise  no  more.  As  rose  that 
sun  this  morning,  to  aflbrd  us  light  and  comfort,  so  has 
the  Son  of  God  arisen,  to  secure  s'^alvation  to  all  who  will 
accept  and  love  him;  and  as  that  sim  withdraws  his 
beams,  and  we  are  veiled  m  darknes  for  a  season,  so  wil» 
13 
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the  Sun  of  Righteousness  withdraw  his  offers  of  mercy, 
from  all  who  continue  to  neglect  them.  But  remember, 
that  season  is  one  that  never  ends — one  dark,  perpetual 
night." 

The  captain,  deeply  affected,  went  into  the  cabin,  lit 
his  lamp,  took  his  Bible,  and  engaged  in  reading  till  we 
had  retired  to  rest. 

In  the  morning,  as  soon  as  we  were  seated  at  the  break- 
fast table,  the  captain  invited  our  friend  to  ask  a  blessing. 
''  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  '-this  is  the  first  time  that  ever  I 
made  such  a  request,  and  never  till  this  young  man  came 
on  board,  have  I  been  asked  for  the  privilege  of  holding 
prayers,  though  I  have  a  thousand  times  expected  it,  both 
on  the  ocean  and  the  lake :  and  have  often  cursed  religion 
in  my  heart,  and  believed  that  it  was  all  a  delusion.  Now 
1  see  the  influence  of  the  Bible,  and  though  I  make  no 
claims  to  religion  myself,  I  respect  it,  for  my  parents  were 
Christians,  and  though  I  have  never  followed  their  coun- 
sels, I  cannot  forget  them." 

And  thus  for  three  days,  we  regularly  attended  family 
worship,  and  had  much  interesting  conversation  on  va- 
rious subjects ;  for  there  was  nothing  in  the  religion  of 
the  young  man  to  repress  the  cheerfulness  of  social  in- 
tercourse. From  his  familiarity  with  the  Bible,  his  readi- 
ness in  illustrating  its  truths,  and  presenting  its  motives  ; 
and  from  his  fearless,  but  judicious  and  persevering  steps, 
we  concluded  that  he  was  a  minister  of  the  Gospel. 
From  all  he  saw,  he  gathered  laurels  to  throw  at  his 
Master's  feet,  and  in  all  his  movements  aimed  to  show 
that  eternity  was  not  to  be  trifled  with.  A  few  hours 
before  we  arrived  in  port  we  ascertained  that  he  was  a 
Mechanic. 

Before  we  reached  the  wharf,  the  captain  came  forward, 
and  with  much  feeling,  bade  him  farewell ;  declared  that 
he  was  resolved  to  live  as  he  had  done  no  longer — his 
wife  he  said  Avas  a  Christian,  and  he  meant  to  go  and  live 
with  her ;  and  added,  "  I  have  had  ministers,  as  passen- 
gers, on  board  of  my  vessel  Sabbath  days  and  week  days,  but 
never  before  have  I  been  reminded  of  the  family  altar,  where 
my  depai'ted  parents  knelt."  As  we  left  the  vessel,  every 
countenance  showed  that  our  friend  had,  by  his  decided, 
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yet  mild  and  Christian  faithfulness,  won  the  <^ratitiide  of 
many,  and  the  esteem  of  all. 


Half  Mcady* 


A  MOTHF'.R  was  seated  at  a  table  with  her  little  son,  a 
child  about  eight  years  old.  She  had  been  readiuir  the 
Bible  to  him  for  some  time. — He  had  been  very  attentive 
to  what  she  had  said,  and  seemingly  a  great  deal  impress- 
ed by  it. 

"  It  says  in  the  Scripture,"  said  she,  "  Therefore,  be  ye 
also  ready:  for  in  such  an  hour  as  ye  think  not,  the  Son 
of  Man  cometh  1"  now  this  may  be  said  in  respect  to 
death,  as  well  as  to  the  coming  of  the  Savior,  for  we  can- 
not tell  how  suddenly  we  may  be  called  away  from  the 
world.  "  Are  you  ready,  my  love,  if  it  should  please  God 
to  take  you  to  himself?" 

The  child  remained  silent  for  a  little  while,  and  then 
replied;  "I  think,  mamma,  that  I  am  only  about  half 
ready. 

How  many  thousands  are  there  just  in  the  same  situa- 
tion as  this  child  ?  Are  there  not  tens  of  thousands  of  pro- 
fessing Christians,  who  kneel  at  a  throne  of  grace,  who 
attend  divine  ordinances,  who  read  the  word  of  God,  and 
are  edified  by  its  doctrines  and  reproofs,  and  encouraged 
by  its  consolations  who,  were  the  same  question  put  to 
them,  must  be  constrained  to  give  the  same  answer,  "I 
am  oxAy  half  ready  y 

We  may  gain  wisdom  from  the  high  and  the  low,  the 
old  and  the  young ;  we  may  gather  it  from  the  sayings 
of  the  wise  man,  and  glean  it  from  the  lispings  of  the 
simple  child;  therefore,  whether  you  are  a  youthful  pil- 
grim in  the  road  of  life,  or  whether  you  have  nearly  reach- 
ed the  end  of  your  journey,  let  much  more  of  your 
thoughts  be  given  to  the  subject  of  death  and  eternity,  so 
that,  should  the  question  be  put  to  you,  "Are  you  prepar- 
ed to  die?"  You  may  be  able  to  give  a  satisfactory  an 
swer,  and  not  be  compelled  to  reply,  "Alas  I  am  only 
about  halfrcadyP 
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CulUration  of  Conscience. 

Conscience,  as  we  all  know,  may  be  listened  to  or 
disregarded ;  and  in  this,  habit  has  great  influence.  The 
following  story,  from  the  Juvenile  Miscellany,  illustrates 
tliis. 

"A  lady  who  found  it  diflicult  to  awake  so  early  as  she 
desired  in  the  morning,  purchased  an  alarm  watch. 
This  kind  of  watch  is  so  contrived  as  to  strike  with  a  ve- 
ry loud  whizzing  noise  at  any  time  the  owner  pleases. 
The  lady  placed  the  watch  at  the  head  of  the  bed,  and  at 
the  appointed  time,  she  found  herself  effectually  roused 
by  the  loud  rattling  sound.  She  immediately  obeyed  the 
summons,  and  felt  the  better  all  day  for  her  early  rising. 
This  continued  for  several  weeks.  Tlie  alarm  watch 
faithfully  performed  its  office,  and  was  distinctly  heard 
so  long  as  it  was  promptly  obeyed.  But,  after  a  time,  the 
lady  grew  tired  of  early  rising,  and,  when  awakened  by 
the  noisy  monitor,  merely  turned  herself  and  slept  again. 
In  a  few  days,  the  watch  ceased  to  arouse  her  from  slum- 
ber. It  spoke  as  loudly  as  ever,  but  she  did  not  hear  it, 
because  she  had  acquired  the  habit  of  disobeying  it.  Find- 
ing that  she  might  just  as  well  be  without  an  alarm  watch, 
she  formed  the  wise  resolution,  that,  if  she  ever  heard  the 
sound  again,  she  would  jump  up  instantly,  and  she 
would  never  allow  herself  to  disobey  the  friendly  Vv^arn- 
ing. 

'•Just  so  it  IS  with  conscience.  If  we  obey  its  dictates, 
even  to  the  most  trifling  particulars,  we  always  hear  its 
voice  clear  and  strong.  But  if  we  allow  ourselves  to  do 
what  we  fear  is  not  quite  right,  we  shall  grow  more  and 
more  sleepy,  until  the  voice  of  conscience  has  no  longer 
any  power  to  waken  us." 


On  Cha&tismg  Childre^u 

Above  twenty  years  asfo,  being  in  the  habits  of  intima- 
cy and  connexion  in  civil  life  with  a  respectable  gentle- 
man, he  one  day,  in  conversation  on  family  affairs,  rela- 
ted, witii  tears,  a  transaction  between  himself  and  one  of 
his  sonSj  a  flue  boy,  alx)ut  ten  or  eleven  years  of  aire.  The 
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son  was  by  no  means  the  lowest  in  the  esteem  of  his  fath- 
er, but  had  a  full  share  of  his  affection. 

It  happened  one  day  that  the  boy  told  an  untruth  know- 
ingly, which  afterwards  came  to  the  knowledge  of  his 
father,  who  determined  to  chastise  him  severely  for  it. 
He  took  the  boy  and  an  instrument  of  correction  into  a 
chamber,  and  there  reprimanded  him,  by  setting  forth  the 
exceeding  heinousness  of  the  sin  against  God,  and  the 
danger  thereby  of  his  own  soul.  He  then  proceeded  to 
the  distressing  work  of  correction,  (I  have  no  doubt  that 
every  stroke  was  as  afflictive  to  the  parent  as  to  the  child;) 
after  which,  on  leaving  the  room,  the  father  began  to  fear 
that  he  had  exceeded  a  due  measure,  (which  I  conceived 
was  an  excess  of  parental  afiection,)  he  made  as  though 
he  was  going  down  the  stairs  after  shutting  the  door ;  but 
pausing  a  little,  he  returned  softly  to  the  door,  where  he 
waited  some  time,  hearing  the  sobbing  and  crying  of  the 
boy.  After  a  while  the  Father  heard  a  movement  and  be- 
gan to  think  of  retreating,  but  after  descending  a  step  or 
two,  he  heard  his  son  speak,  on  which  he  softly  resumed 
his  former  station,  and  looking  through  the  key-hole  of 
the  door,  perceived  his  son  on  his  knees,  acknowledging 
his  guilt  and  shame  before  God,  and  praying  for  foro'ive- 
ness  ;  thanking  God  for  favoring  him  with  such  a  father 
as  would  not  suffer  sin  upon  him :  also  praying  for  his 
brothers  and  family. 

To  parents,  it  is  unnecessary  to  dwell  on  the  feel- 
ings of  an  aifectionate  father  under  such  circumstances, 
the  language  of  whom  corresponds  with  that  of  his 
heavenly  Father: — "As  many  as  I  love  I  rebuke  and 
chasten" — "  Like  as  a  father  pitieth  his  children,  so  the 
Lord  pitieth  them  that  fear  him." — Psalm  ciii.  13. 


Megina^  the  G-ermau  Girl. 

Many  years  ago,  several  German  families  left  their 
country  and  settled  in  North  America.  Amongst  these 
was  a  man  from  Wurtemburgh,  who,  with  his  wife  and  a 
large  family,  established  himself  in  Pennsylvania.  There 
Were  no  churches  or  schools  then  in  that  neighborhood, 
and  he  was  obliged  to  be  satisfied  with  keeping  the  Sab- 
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baUi  at  home  with  his  family,  and  instructing  them  him 
self  to  read  the  Bible  and  pray  to  God.  He  used  very 
often  to  read  the  Bible  to  them,  and  always  used  first  to 
say,  "Now,  my  children,  be  still  and  listen  to  what  1  am 
going  to  read,  for  it  is  God  who  speaks  to  us  in  this  book." 
In  the  year  1754,  a  dreadful  war  broke  out  in  Canada, 
between  the  French  and  English.  The  Indians  took  the 
side  of  the  French,  and  made  excursions  as  far  as  Penn- 
sylvania, where  they  plundered  and  burned  the  houses 
they  came  to,  and  murdered  the  people.  In  1755,  they 
reached  the  dwelling  of  the  poor  family  from  Wurtem- 
burg,  while  the  wife  and  one  of  the  sons  were  gone  to  a 
mill,  a  few  miles  distant,  to  get  some  corn  ground.  The 
husband,*the  eldest  son,  and  two  little  girls,  named  Bar- 
bara and  Regina,  were  at  home.  The  father  and  his  son 
were  instantly  killed  by  the  savages,  but  they  carried  the 
two  little  girls  away  into  captivity,  with  a  great  many  oth- 
er children  who  were  taken  in  the  same  manner.  They 
were  led  many  miles  through  the  woods  and  thorny  bush- 
es, that  nobody  might  follow  them.  In  this  condition  they 
were  brought  to  the  habitation  of  the  Indians,  who  divid- 
ed amongst  themselves  all  the  children  whom  they  had 
taken  captives. 

Barbara  was  at  this  time  ten  years  old,  and  Reo;ina 
nine.  It  was  never  known  what  became  of  Barbara:  but 
Regina,  with  a  little  girl  of  two  years  old,  whom  she  had 
never  seen  before,  were  given  to  an  old  widow,  who  was 
a  very  cruel  woman.  Her  only  son  lived  with  her  and 
maintained  her,  but  he  was  sometimes  from  home  for 
weeks  together,  and  then  these  poor  children  Avere  forced 
to  go  into  forests  to  gather  roots  and  other  provisions  for 
the  old  woman,  and  when  they  did  not  bring  her  enough 
to  eat,  she  would  beat  them  in  so  cruel  a  manner,  that 
they  were  near  being  killed.  The  little  girl  always  kept 
close  to  Regina,  and  when  she  knelt  down  under  a  trt^e, 
and  repeated  those  prayers  to  the  Lord  Jesus,  and  those 
hymns  which  her  father  had  taught  her,  then  the  little 
girl  prayed  with  her,  and  learned  the  hymns  and  prayers 
by  heart.  In  this  melancholy  state  of  slavery,  these  chil- 
dren remained  nine  long  years,  till  Regina  reached  the 
age  of  nineteen,  and  her  little  companion  was  eleven 
years  old.     They  were  both  fine  looking  girls,  particularly 
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Regiiia.  While  captives,  their  hearts  seemed  to  have  al- 
ways been  drawn  towards  what  was  good.  Regina  con- 
tniually  repeated  the  verses  from  the  Bible,  and  the  hymns 
which  she  had  learned  when  at  home,  and  she  had  taught 
them  to  the  little  girl.  They  used  to  cheer  each  other 
,vith  one  hymn  from  the  hymn  book  used  at  Halle  in 
Germany : 

"  Alone,  yet  not  alone  am  I, 
Though  in  this  solitude  so  drear." 

She  constantly  hoped  that  the  Lord  Jesus  would,  some- 
time, bring  them  back  to  their  Christian  friends.  In  1764, 
their  hope  was  realized.  The  merciful  providence  ot 
God  brought  the  English  Colonel  Boquet  to  the  place 
where  they  were  in  captivity.  He  conquered  the  Indians, 
and  forced  them  to  ask  for  peace.  The  first  condition  he 
made  was,  that  they  should  restore  all  the  prisoners  they 
had  taken.  Thus  the  two  poor  girls  were  released. 
More  than  four  hundred  captives  were  brought  to  Colonel 
Boquet.  It  was  a  woful  sight  to  see  so  many  young  peo- 
ple wretched  and  distressed.  The  colonel  and  his  sol- 
diers gave  them  food  and  clothes,  and  Colonel  Boquet 
brought  them  all  to  a  town  called  Carlisle,  and  published 
in  the  Pennsylvania  newspapers,  that  all  parents  who  had 
lost  their  children  might  come  to  this  place,  and  in  case 
of  their  finding  them,  they  should  be  restored  to  them, 
l^oor  Regina's  sorrowing  mother  came,  among  many  other 
bereaved  parents,  to  Carlisle  ;  but,  alas  !  her  child  had  be- 
come a  stranger  to  her.  Regina  had  acquired  the  appear- 
ance and  manner,  as  well  as  the  language  of  the  natives, 
the  poor  mother  went  up  and  down  amongst  the  young 
persons  assembled,  but  by  no  efforts  could  she  discover 
her  daughters.  She  wept  in  bitter  grief  and  disappoint- 
ment. Colonel  Boquet  said,  "  Do  you  recollect  nothing' 
by  which  your  children  might  be  discovered  ?'  She  an- 
swered that  she  recollected  nothing  but  a  hymn,  which 
she  used  oiten  to  sing  with  them,  and  which  was  as  fol 
lows : 

"Alone,  yet  not  alone  am  I, 

Though  in  this  solitude  so  drear ; 
I  feel  my  Savior  always  nigh, 

He  comes  the  weary  hours  to  cheer. 
T  am  with  him,  and  he  with  me, 
Ev'a  here  alone,  I  cannot  be." 
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The  Colonel  desired  her  to  sing  this  hymn.  Scarcely 
had  the  mother  smig  two  lines  of  it,  when  Regina  rushed 
'"-om  the  crowd,  began  to  sing  it  also  and  threw  herself 
into  her  mother's  arms.  They  both  wept  for  joy,  and  the 
colonel  restored  the  daughter  to  her  mother.  But  there 
were  no  parents  or  friends  in  search  of  the  other  little 
girl ;  and  it  was  supposed  that  they  were  all  murdered  ; 
and  now  the  child  clung  to  Regina,  and  would  not  let 
her  go  ;  and  Regina's  mother,  though  very  poor,  took  her 
home  with  her.  Regina  repeatedly  asked  after  "the  book 
in  which  God  speaks  to  us."  But  her  mother  did  not 
possess  a  Bible  ;  she  had  lost  every  thing  when  the  na- 
tives burnt  her  house.  She  resolved  to  go  to  Philadel- 
phia and  buy  one  there,  but  the  pastor  Muhlenburg,  of 
that  place,  gave  her  one.  It  was  most  extraordinary  that 
Regina  still  retained  her  early  instructions,  and  was  able 
to  read  it  immediately. 

In  how  remarkable  a  manner  did  the  Lord  realize  his 
words,  "  Every  one  that  asketh,  receiveth  ;  and  he  that 
seeketh  findeth ;  and  to  him  that  knocketh,  it  shall  be 
opened." 

And  what  reward  did  the  mother,  who  had  diligently 
taught  her  children  while  yet  in  infancy,  the  word  of 
God,  receive  in  finding  her  lost  daughter,  by  means  of 
those  instructions  ?  Why  do  so  many  parents  forget  to 
communicate  this  best  of  gifts  to  their  children  ?  To  dress 
and  adorn  them,  to  leave  to  them  earthly  treasures,  to 
advance  them  in  their  life  to  honor  and  dignities — these 
they  trouble  themselves  much  about :  but  to  teach  them 
to  know  their  Savior,  to  pray  to  him,  to  believe  in  him,  to 
love  and  obey  him ;  how  many  forget  these  things  !  But 
what  ^olly!  For,  "What  is  a  man  profited,  if  he  shall 
gam  the  whole  world  and  lose  his  own  soul  ?  Or  what 
shall  a  man  give  in  exchange  for  his  soul  1 


•^  Scottish  IjC^end. 


A  MARRIED  couple  of  the  Scottishhighlandcrs  hadthrice 
i  )St  their  only  child,  each  dying  at  an  early  age.  Upon 
the  death  of  the  last,  the  father  became  boisterous,  and 
uttered  his  complaints  in  the  loudest  tones. 
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The  death  of  the  child  happened  late  in  the  spring, 
when,  in  the  more  inhabited  straths,  sheep  were  abroad  ; 
but  from  the  blasts  in  that  high  and  stormy  region,  they 
were  still  confined  in  the  cot.  In  a  dismal,  stormy  even- 
ing, the  man,  unable  to  stifle  his  anguish,  went  out,  la- 
menting aloud,  for  a  lamb  to  treat  his  friends  with  at  the 
wake  (or  funeral  feast.)  At  the  door  of  the  cot  he  found 
a  stranger  standing  before  the  entrance.  He  was  aston- 
ished, in  such  a  night,  so  far  from  any  frequented  place! 
The  stranger  was  plainly  attired,  but  he  had  a  counte- 
nance expressive  of  singular  mildness  and  benevolence  ; 
and,  addressing  the  father  in  a  sweet  impressive  voice, 
asked  what  he  did  there,  amidst  the  tempest. 

He  was  filled  with  awe,  which  he  could  not  account 
for,  and  said  he  came  for  a  lamb. 

"  What  kind  of  a  lamb  do  you  mean  to  take  ?"  Said  the 
strano^er. 

"  The  very  best  that  I  can  find,"  he  replied  ;  "  as  it  is 
to  entertain  my  friends  ;  and  I  hope  you  will  share  of  it." 

"  Do  your  sheep  make  any  resistance  when  you  take 
away  the  lambs  ?" 

"  Never,"  was  the  answer. 

'^  How  differently  am  I  treated,"  said  the  traveler.  "  when 
I  come  to  visit  my  sheep-fold,  I  take,  as  I  am  well  entitled 
to  do,  the  best  lamb  to  myself,  and  my  ears  are  filled  with 
the  clamor  of  discontent  by  these  ungrateful  sheep,  whom 
I  have  fed,  v/atched,  and  protected." 

He  looked  up  in  amazement,  but the  vision  had 

fled. 


Pmne  and  the  Mihle. 

"About  twenty  years  ago,"  says  one,  "passing  the 
house  where  Thomas  Paine  boarded,  the  low  window 
was  open,  and  seeing  him  sitting  close  by,  I  stepped  in. 
Seven  or  eight  of  his  friends  were  present,  whose  doubts 
and  his  own  he  was  laboring  to  remove,  by  a  long  talk 
about  Joshua  commanding  the  sun  and  moon  to  stand 
still ;  and  concluded  by  denouncing  the  Bible  as  the 
worst  of  books,  and  that  it  had  occasioned  more  mischief 
and  bloodshed  than  any  book  ever  printed,  and  was  be- 
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lieved  only  by  fools  and  knaves.     Here  he  paused  ;  and 
while  he  was  replenishing  his  tumbler  witli   his  favorite 
brandy  and  water,  a  person  asked  Mr.  Paine  if  he  ever 
was  in  Scotland  ?     The  answer  was,    "  Yes."     ^'  So  have  f 
I,"  continued  the  speaker  ;  "  and  the  Scotch  are  the  great 
est  bigots  about  the  Bible  I  ever  met ; — it  is  their  school 
book;   their  houses  and    churches  are    furnished   witl, 
Bibles,  and  if  they  travel  but  a  few  miles  from  home,  theij 
Bible  is  always  their  companion  ;  yet  in  no  other  countri 
where  I  have  traveled,  have  I  seen  the  people  so  comfort 
able  and  happy.     Their  poor  are  not  in  such  abject  pov- 
erty as  I  have  seen  in  other  countries.     By  their  bigoted 
custom   of  going  to  church  on  Sundays,  they  save  the 
wages  which  they  earn  through  the  week,  which,  in  other 
cou'ntries  that  I  have  visited,  are  generally  spent  by  me- 
chanics and  other  young  men,  in  taverns  and  frolics,  on 
Sundays ;    and  of  all  the  foreigners  who  land  on  our 
shores,  none  are  so  much  sought  after  for  servants,  and 
fill  places  where  trust   is  reposed,   as  the  Scotch.     You 
ra?ely  find  them  in  taverns,  the  watch-house,  the  alms- 
house, bridewell,  or  prison.     Now,  if  the  Bible  is  so  bad 
a  book,  those  who  use  it  most  would  be  the  worst  of  peo- 
ple ;  but  the  reverse  is  the  case."     This  was  a  sort  of  ar- 
gument Paine  was  not  prepared  to  answer,  and  an  histo- 
rical fact  which  could  not  be  denied  ;  so,  without  saying 
a  word,  he  lifted  a  candle  from  the  table  and  walked  up 
stairs.     His  disciples  slipped  out  one  by  one,  and  left  the 
speaker  and  myself  to  enjoy  the  scene." 


Mum  Sellrns* 


During  the  last  month,  I  called  at  the  shop  of  a  deacon 
in  this  city,  and  the  following  dialogue  ensued  between 
us. 

"  Pray,  deacon,"  said  1,  "  do  you  continue  to  sell  rum  ?" 
"Why,  yes, sir;"  he  replied,  "I  sell  a  little." 
"I  looked  over  your  bills  last  evening,"  I  continued. 
*'and  1  find  I  paid  you  more  than  $400  for  grain  last  year, 
and  I  have  paid  you  nearly  that  amount  annually  for  seve- 
ral years.  I  must  quit,  deacon,  unless  you  give  up  th« 
sale  of  spirits." 
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"Really,  Mr.  Sargent,  I  don't  sell  much.  I  should  be 
very  sorry  to  lose  your  custom." 

"It  is  of  no  importance,  deacon,  how  much  or  how 
little  you  sell.  It  is  a  scandal  to  the  cause  of  religion  to 
have  deacons  selling  rum.  I  had  rather  ten  common 
persons  should  sell  it  than  one  deacon.  You  have  con- 
fessed to  me  that  your  clergyman  disapproves  of  your 
conduct,  and  has  talked  with  you  on  the  subject." 

"  Why,  Mr.  Sargent,  it  would  be  a  great  loss  to  me.  to 
give  it  up.  my  grain  customers  would  go  to  other  stores, 
and—" 

"Deacon,  I  am  astonished  to  hear  you  talk  in  this 
manner'.  I  should  have  quitted  you  long  ago,  but  for  the 
hope  of  prevailing  upon  you  to  give  up  this  ugly  business. 
We  have  talked  upon  this  subject  frequently.-  1  at  one 
time  supposed  you  would  give  it  up,  when  poor  Johnson 
died." 

"  W^ell,  I  don't  know  as  t'was  ever  proved  he  had  his 
liquor  at  my  shop." 

"  No,  deacon,  it  was  never  proved  except  by  his  dying 
declaration.  Johnson  was  not  a  very  intemperate  man ; 
he  had  money  laid  up  in  the  Savmgs  Bank ;  he  was  dri- 
ving a  load  of  manure  into  the  country,  and  bought  a 
bottie  of  gin  at  your  shop.  He  drank  till  he  was  drunk, 
fell  over  the  tongue  of  his  wagon,  in  attempting  to  jump 
upon  it,  and  was  crushed  beneath  the  wheels.  This 
happened  within  a  few  rods  of  my  own  residence,  in 
Roxbury.  This  poor  fellow  was  removed  to  the  poov- 
house,  and  died  there  a  few  days  after  1" 

"I  really  don't  want  to  lose  your  custom,  Mr.  Sargent." 

"Well,  deacon,  I  will  not  drive  you  to  a  decision  in 
this  sudden  manner.  Think  of  it  seriously,  and  I  believe 
you  will  give  it  up.  It  is  a  horrible  occupation  for  a 
deacon.  I  will  call  to  learn  your  determination  in  a  few 
days." 

At  the  end  of  three  days  I  called  again.  The  deacon 
came  readily  to  the  side  of  my  chaise,  as  I  drew  up  before 
his  door. 

"Well,  deacon,"  said  I,  "what  is  your  decision?" 

"  Why,  I've  pretty  much  made  up  my  mind  to  give 
that  up." 

"Really,  deacon,"  said  I,  "  I  am  rejoiced." 
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"  Oh,  sir,"  cried  the  deacon,  hastily  interrupting   me, 
*»  not  the  traffic,  but  my  office  in  the  church  /" 


•^  Thoughtless  Husband, 

One  of  our  pious  neicrhbors,  says  a  correspondent  of  the 
"  Tract  Magazine,"  had  a  poor  woman  worlving  at  iier 
house,  with  whom  she  took  occasion  to  converse  respect- 
ing tile  salvation  of  her  soul.  The  woman  appeared 
much  interested  in  the  conversation,  but  expressed  her 
regret  that  she  was  not  able  to  read.  In  the  course  of 
the  day  some  portions  of  the  New  Testament  were  read 
to  her.  "  Dear  !"  said  the  woman,  "  what  a  nice  book 
that  is  !  how  I  should  like  to  have  a  copy  of  it  for  my 
husband  ;  he  can  read,  and  if  you  will  procure  me  one, 
I  will  pay  you  by  a  little  at  a  time."  "  Verry  well,"  said 
the  friend,  "take  this  home  with  you."  In  the  evening, 
she  retuaned  to  her  husband,  and  showed  him  the  prize. 
"  What  is  this  ?"  said  the  man.  "  A  New  Testament." 
«  Have  you  bought  it  ?"  "  Yes."—"  Ah  !  I  wish  you  had 
not ;  it  is  a  waste  of  money.  The  book  is  not  worth  any- 
thing." "  duite  the  contrary,"  replied  the  wife  :  "  there 
are  good  things  in  it,  I  have  heard  them  myself,  and  if 
you  will  search  for  them  you  will  find  them— they  are 
there."  The  earnest  persuasion  of  his  wife  prevailed. 
He  opened  the  book,  and  providentially,  the  first  passage 
that  caught  his  eye  was,  "A certain  blind  man  sat  by  the 
way-side  begging;  and  hearing  a  multitude  pass  by,  he 
asked  what  it  meant ;  and  they  told  him  that  Jesus  ot 
Nazareth  passeth  by ;  and  he  cried,  saying,  Jesus,  thou 
son  of  David,  have  mercy  on  me  !"  This  was  irresistible  ; 
the  attraction  fastened  him  to  the  book,  and  he  continued 
reading  for  hours ;  and  when  he  finished  for  the  night, 
he  said,  "  Well  there  are  good  things  in  it  indeed  ;  the 
book  is  above  all  price." 

What  a  hint  is  this  to  pious  women,  whose  husbands 
are  not  religious  !  And  what  a  rebuke  does  it  furnish  to 
many  professors  of  the  gospel,  who  have  poor  ignorant 
people  working  in  their  houses,  or  gardens,  or  shops,  or 
factories.^  to  whom  they  have  never  read  a  chapter,  and  to 
whom  they  have  never  spoken  a  word  respecting  the  sal- 
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vation  of  their  souls  !  O,  ye  disciples  of  Christ,  awake  ! 
awake  from  your  lethargy.  Pat  on  the  spirit  of  your 
Master,  and  live  not  unto  yourselves,  but  to  him.  He 
marks  the  cold-hearted  indifference  v/itli  which  many 
treat  his  blessed  service;  and  he  sees  with  smiles  of  ap- 
probation the  feeblest  effort  which  is  made  to  glorify  Ins 
name. 


FafBilij  Grayer  hy  JWen  of  Mmsiness. 

The  following  deeply  interesting  illustration  of  the 
blessedness  of  family  prayer,  before  entering  2ipon  busi- 
ness, will  be  read  with  profit. 

Said  a  pious  tradesman  (in  England)  to  a  clergyman 
— "  When  I  first  began  business  for  myself,  I  was  deter- 
mined, through  grace,  to  be  particularly  conscientious 
with  respect  to  family  prayer. 

"Accordingly,  I  persevered  for  many  years  in  the  de- 
lightful practice  of  domestic  worship.  Morning  and  eve- 
ning every  member  of  my  family  was  ordered  always  to 
be  present ;  nor  would  1  allow  my  apprentices  to  be  ab- 
sent on  any  account.  In  a  few  years  the  advantages  of 
these  engagements  appeared  manifestly  conspicuous  ;  the 
blessings  of  the  upper  and  nether  springs  followed  me  ; 
health  and  happiness  attended  my  family,  and  prosperity 
my  business.  At  length,  such  was  my  rapid  increase  in 
trade,  and  the  necessity  of  devoting  every  possible  mo- 
ment to  my  customers,  that  I  began  to  think  whether 
family  prayer  did  not  occupy  too  much  of  our  time  in  the 
morning. 

"Pious  scruples  arose  respecting  my  intentions  of  re- 
linquishing this  part  of  my  duty  ;  but,  at  length,  worldly 
interests  prevailed  so  far,  as  to  induce  me  to  excuse  the 
attendance,  of  my  apprentices,  and  not  long  after,  it  was 
deemed  advisable,  for  the  more  eaorer  prosecution  of  our 
business,  to  make  the  prayer  with  my  wife,  when  we 
arose  in  the  morning,  suffice  for  the  day.  Notwithstand- 
ing the  repeated  checks  of  conscience  that  followed  this 
base  omission,  the  calls  of  a  flourishing  concern,  and  the 
prospect  of  an  increasing  family,  appeared  so  imperious 
and  commanding,  that  I  found  an  easy  excuse  hi   this 
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fatal  evil,, especially  as  I  did  not  omit  prayer  altogether. 
My  conscience  was  now  almost  seared  with  a  hot  iron; 
when  it  pleased  the  Lord  to  awaken  me  by  a  smgular 
providence. 

"  One  day  I  received  a  letter  from  a  young  man  who 
had  formerly  been  my  apprentice,  previously  to  my  omit- 
ting family  prayer.  Not  doubting  but  I  continued  do- 
mestic worship,  his  letter  was  chielly  on  this  subject ;  it 
was  couched  m  the  most  affectionate  and  respectful  terms ; 
but  judge  of  my  surprise  and  confusion,  when  1  read 
these  words  ;  "  O  my  dear  master,  never,  never  shall  I 
be  able  sufficiently  to  thank  you  for  the  precious  privi- 
lege with  which  you  indulged  me  in  your  family  devo- 
tions. O,  sir,  eternity  will  be  too  short  to  praise  my  God 
for  what  I  learnt  there.  It  was  there  I  first  beheld  my 
lost  and  wretched  state  as  a  sinner,  it  was  there  that  I 
first  knew  the  way  of  salvation,  and  there  that  I  first  ex- 
perienced the  preciousness  of  "  Christ  in  me  the  hope  of 
glory."  O,  sir  !  permit  me  to  say,  never,  never,  never 
neglect  those  precious  engagements;  you  have  yet  a 
family  and  more  apprentices ;  may  your  house  be  the 
birth-place  of  their  souls  !"  I  could  read  no  further  ; 
every  line  flashed  condemnation  in  my  face,  I  trembled — 
I  shuddered— I  was  alarmed  at  the  blood  of  my  children 
and  apprentices,  that  I  apprehended  was  soon  to  be  de- 
manded at  my  hands  1 

"  Filled  with  confusion,  and  bathed  in  tears,  I  fled  for 
refuge  in  secret.  I  spread  the  letter  before  God.  I  ago- 
nized, and — but  you  can  better  conceive,  than  I  describe 
my  feelings;  suffice  it  to  say,  that  light  broke  in  upon 
my  disconsolate  soul,  a  sense  of  blood  bought  pardon  was 
obtained,  &c.  I  immediately  flew  to  my  family,  present- 
ed them  before  the  Lord,  and  from  that  day  to  the  present, 
I  have  been  faithful,  and  am  determined,  through  grace, 
that  whenever  business  becomes  too  large  to  interfere 
with  family  prayer,  I  will  give  i/p  the  supcrjluous  part 
of  7ny  business  and  retain  my  devotion  ;  better  to  lose  a 
few  shillings,  than  become  the  deliberate  murderer  of  my 
family,  and  the  instrument  of  ruin  to  my  soul. 
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The  Suicide  and  the  Umiversalist. 

The  pastor  who  would  be  faithful  to  his  vows  and  still 
preserve  the  friendship  of  men,  is  often  tried  severely. 
Duty  and  interest,  conscience  and  inclination  frequently 
come  in  conflict,  and  he  does  well  who  finds  grace  to 
stand  by  his  Master,  come  what  may. 

One  of  the  sorest  of  these  trials  in  my  experience  was 
a  call  to  preach  the  funeral  sermon  over  a  man  who  had 
committed  suicide.  The  miserable  wretch  who  had  thus 
introduced  himself  prematurely  into  the  presence  of  his 
Judge,  had  been  a  man  of  respectability,  and  except  for 
his  own  recklessness  and  madness  might  have  been  a 
comfort  to  his  family  and  friends.  But  he  went  the  way 
of  thousands — the  broad  road  of  intemperance  was  more 
inviting  than  the  narrow  path  of  virtue,  and  he  rushed 
into  it  dragging  along  with  him  the  prospects  of  his  fa- 
mily, and  making  wreck  of  his  little  property,  his  charac- 
ter and  health  ;  and  plunging  from  one  depth  of  misery 
to  another  still  deeper,  he  took  at  last  the  fatal  leap  into 
the  bottomless  pit.  It  was  the  natural  and  expected  end 
of  his  profligate  career.  He  was  found  hanging  in  his 
barn,  and  his  family,  though  shocked  at  the  discovery, 
were  doubtless  relieved  of  a  burden  and  curse  when  a 
husband  and  father  was  brought  in  dead. 

A  neighbor  of  his,  a  noted  Universalist  and  reviler  of 
all  gospel  ministers,  came  to  me  with  the  request  that  I 
would  preach  a  sermon  at  the  funeral  of  this  wretched 
suicide.  It  was  a  novel  request — it  was  usual  to  bury 
such  persons  without  public  notice — certainly  very  unu- 
sual to  have  a  sermon  at  the  funeral,  and  it  was  stranger 
still  that  this  leading  Universalist,  whose  principles  were 
well  known,  should  come  to  one  whose  views  were  like 
mine,  to  find  a  preacher  for  the  occasion.  But  his  object 
appeared  evident.  He  knew  that  ministers  are  usually 
tender  of  the  feelings  of  surviving  friends  ;  that  they  are 
disinclined  to  speak  of  the  future  state  of  those  who  die 
impenitent,  and  it  was  then  clear,  and  I  never  had  reason 
to  question  the  conclusion,  that  he  wished  to  put  me  un- 
der the  necessity  of  covering  over  the  doom  of  the  sui- 
cide, that  he  might  boast  that  a  preacher  of  elcnial  miac- 
ry  would  not  dare  to  bring  his  creed  to  the  test  of  actua. 
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experiment.  The  Universalist  knew  that  if  any  man 
went  to  hell,  that  poor  wretch  who  Hved  a  drniikard  ahd 
died,  by  his  own  hand  had  gone  there  ;  and  he  knew  thai 
if  it  was  right  to  speak  of  impenitent  sinners  perishing,  it 
was  right  to  speak  of  this  suicide  as  lost.  If,  tiierefore, 
the  preacher  should  only  in  general  terms  present  his 
views  of  truth,  and  in  tenderness  to  the  feelings  of  others 
and  impelled  by  a  desire,  more  or  less  common  to  all,  not 
to  give  offence,  should  prophecy  smooth  things  to  the 
assembly,  the  Universalist  leader  would  have  whereof  to 
glory,  and  would  be  cunning  enough  to  make  the  most 
of  the  opportunity.  I  readily  consented  to  perform  the 
desired  service,  and  as  there  was  but  little  time  left  for 
preparation,  1  set  about  the  work  without  delay.  The 
difficulty  of  the  position  embarrassed  me,  and  I  began  to 
regret  that  the  task  had  not  been  assigned  in  Providence 
to  some  one  else.  But  the  path  of  duty  was  plain,  and 
seeking  grace  for  the  day,  I  determined  to  walk  in  it  and 
leave  the  consequences  to  him  who  knows  the  end  from 
the  beginning. 

The  passage  that  first  suggested  itself  was  seized  upon 
as  the  most  appropriate  theme  of  remark,  and  having,  by 
study  and  prayer,  made  ready  for  the  work,  I  went  to 
the  house  of  death,  not  mourning,  to  deliver  the  message. 
The  few  seats  that  could  be  furnished  were  soon  filled, 
and  the  Universalist  chose  a  position  a  few  feet  in  front, 
and  fixing  his  attention,  stood  up  straight  before  the 
speaker.  After  prayer  I  announced  the  text,  "  Rev.  xxi. 
8 :  But  the  fearful,  and  unbelieving,  and  the  abominable, 
and  MURDERERS,  and  whoremongers,  and  sorcerers,  and 
idolaters,  and  all  liars  shall  have  their  part  in  the  lake 
which  burneth  with  fire  and  brimstone :  v/hich  is  the 
second  death."  I  may  not  speak  of  the  sermon,  but  the 
text  was  a  thunderbolt.  It  needed  no  sermon.  The 
unbeliever  was  there  and  his  doom  was  pronounced  with 
that  of  the  murderer.  He  seemed  confounded  at  the 
very  annunciation  of  the  subject,  and  the  triumph  of  the 
truth  over  his  intended  boasting  was  complete.  Jt  was 
natural  from  such  a  text  to  define  the  characters  men- 
tioned, and  to  follow  them  to  their  own  place ;  to  show 
that  even  for  such  sinners,  salvation  had  been  provided, 
but  as  its  offers  were  always  conditional,  those  only  could 
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Jr.  saved  who  complied  witli  the  condition  ;  that  hie  was 
the  period  of  probation,  and  as  death  leaves  us,  judgment 
and  eternity  will  lind  us ;  that  he  who  lived  a  life  of  be- 
sotted sin,  and  died  in  the  act  of  murder,  left  the  strongest 
of  all  possible  evidence  that  he  had  never  accepted  the 
terms  on  which  salvation  was  offered,  and  therefore  ii 
was  impossible  to  believe  that  lie  had  by  the  means  of  a 
halter,  hastened  his  admission  to  the  kingdom  of  God  in 
lieaven.  The  very  thought  was  revolting,  and  common 
sense  as  well  as  religion  rejected  the  belief  that  such  a 
sinner,  unrepenting  and  unbelieving,  with  the  blood  of 
his  own  soul  on  his  hands,  was  now  rejoicing  with  the 
spirits  of  the  just  before  the  Lamb.  To  this  truth,  the 
assembly  assented  almost  audibly,  and  followiuL,  up  the 
impression  evidently  made,  I  came  to  the  conclusion  that 
if  one  sinner  is  lost,  Universalism  is  a  fable;  but  they 
had  just  consciously  admitted  that  the  self-murderer 
could  not  be  received  into  heaven,  and  therefore  the  in- 
ference was  inevitable  that  there  is  a  hell  for  the  ungod- 
ly. This  being  settled,  it  was  only  necessary  to  consult 
the  Bible  to  find  who  are  in  danger  of  this  lake  of  fire 
which  the  text  declares  is  the  second  death.  And  the 
word  of  God  includes  all  thus  exposed  under  one  con- 
demnation:  "He  that  believeth  not  shall  be  damned." 
There  were  many  unbelievers  before  me,  "condemned 
already,"  and  with  the  evidence  almost  palpable  to  the 
senses,  pressing  their  consciences,  I  besought  them  to  flee 
from  the  wrath  to  come. 

I  have  always  had  abundant  reason  for  gratitude  that 
I  was  thus  enabled  to  declare  the  whole  counsel  of  God, 
in  an  hour  when  the  tempter  urged  me  to  conceal  the 
truth  from  fear  of  man,  and  have  put  these  facts  on  re- 
cord for  the  encouragement  of  others  in  a  similar  strait. 


The  Intemperate. 

How  often  are  we  called  upon  to  follow  to  the  silent 
tomb,  the  remains  of  a  friend  or  relative,  whose  thread  ot 
life  has  been  cut  short  by  the  fatal  indulgence  in  strong 
drinks  'I  As  his  remains  are  there  deposited,  how  the 
thought  thrills  through  the  heart  and  chills  the  red  cur 
14 
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rent  of  life  as  we  look  into  that  dread  and  cheerless  cham- 
bei  from  which  a  low  whisper  seems  to  arise,  "I  fill  a 
drunkard's  grave."'  Not  a  ray  of  hoj)e  breaks  through 
the  thick  darkness  wliich  gathers  there — all  is  gloom, 
despair  and  anguish.  The  mind,  on  such  an  occasion^ 
involuntarily  reverts  to  the  bright  visions  and  roinbow 
promises  which  a  fond  mother  saw  dancing  in  his  path. 
when  for  the  first  time  she  clasped  its  inmate  to  her  bo- 
som in  ecstacy  of  joy,  and  her  tender  embrace  awoke  the 
first  smile  that  played  around  its  cherub  lips,  and  lit  up 
his  blue  eye  with  the  fire  of  natural  affection,  as  the  tear 
of  anxious  love  coursed  the  maternal  cheek,  and  bedew- 
ed the  tiny  hand  upraised  to  receive  the  first  impress  of 
a  mother's  love.  And  then  as  it  advanced  in  years  and 
increased  in  loveliness,  how  she  watched  its  opening 
charms  and  marked  each  new  developement  of  intelli- 
gence—how her  eye  beamed  with  joy  and  her  heart  beat 
with  rapture,  when  with  tottering  step  it  escaped  from 
her  embrace,  and  tried  its  own  unaided  powers — we  now 
see  her  with  winning  expressions  alluring  it  from  one 
position  to  another,  while  she  guards  its  every  step,  and 
stands  ready  with  extended  arms  to  break  its  fall. 

Imagination  pictures  her  at  the  bedside — her  darling 
is  parched  with  a  fever  or  racked  with  pain — she  parts 
the  ringlets  that  fall  in  disorder  about  his  face,  and 
places  her  tear-moistened  cheek  beside  his  fevered  brow, 
and  lulls  him  to  sleep.  The  smile  of  playful  happiness 
is  now  changed  for  a  countenance  of  anxious  sorrow, 
and  the  tear  of  joy  gives  place  to  that  of  poignant  grief. 
She  watches  with  solicitude  its  every  change.  Does  it 
show  signs  of  pain  ?  'Tis  a  barbed  arrow  in  her  bosom. 
Does  it  smile,  as  its  eye  rests  upon  her  well-known  fea- 
tures? Her  countenance  is  lit  up  with  hope  and  glad- 
ness as  suddenly  as  the  sun  breaks  through  an  April 
cloud.  It  is  restored  to  health,  and  under  her  maternal 
guidance  passes  from  infancy  to  youth,  and  from  youth 
to  manhood. 

Now  he  launches  his  frail  bark  upon  the  broad  and 
boisterous  waters  of  uncertain  life— cut  loose,  as  it  were, 
from  parental  restraint.  Her  solicitude  increases  with 
each  returning  day,  as  she  sees  dangers  and  temptations 
ihicken  around  him.     When  the  morning  of  the  hallow- 


MISCELLANY.  205 

ed  Sabbath  returns,  she  is  seen  leaning  upon  his  arm  as 
they  wend  their  way  to  the  house  of  God.  Inhere  seat- 
3d,  her  first  prayer  is  "  Father  protect  my  son." 

Years  pass.  Time  has  ploughed  many  and  deep  his 
furrows  on  her  cheek,  and  the  frost  of  age  is  scattered 
thick  upon  her  head.  Weighed  down  by  grief  and  years, 
we  now  see  her  by  tlie  light  of  yon  pale  taper,  with 
bended  knee,  clasped  hands,  and  up-turned  eyes,  beside 
the  bed  of  her  dying  child — we  hear  her  prayer — "  My 
Father,  save,  oh  save  my  son !"  But  it  is  too  late. 
Breaking  through  the  restraints,  the  advices  and  admoni- 
tions of  even  a  mother's  love~in  an  evil  hour  he  listened 
to  the  voice  of  the  seducer,  neglected  his  business,  for- 
sook the  endearments  of  home  and  the  society  of  a  dot- 
ing mother,  and  became  the  attendant  at  the  ale-house 
and  tavern,  and  the  companion  of  those  who  tarry  long 
at  the  wine  cup.  He  dies.  All  that  now  remains  of 
that  once  lovely  boy,  that  engaging  youth,  that  affection- 
ate son,  is  a  most  unlovely  mass — a  bloated  corpse.  We 
with  her  stand  around  his  grave,  and  pay  the  last  tribute 
to  his  memory,  and  the  awful  reality  flashes  upon  the 
mind. 

Now  see  that  mother  as  she  stands  supported  by  the 
arm  of  a  stranger  beside  the  open  grave  of  an  only  son, 
"and  he  the  child  of  a  widow."  Hear  her  sobs,  her 
sighs,  her  throbbing  heart !  See  her  heaving  bosom,  her 
bended  form  and  tottering  limbs — and  mark  her  con- 
vulsed frame,  as  the  man  of  God  pronounces  the  solemn 
words,  "  ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to  dust."  It  falls  with 
leaden  weight  upon  her  inmost  soul  as  the  sound  of  the 
earth  upon  his  coffin  reaches  her  ear.  Nature  can  bear 
no  more — she  shrieks — she  faints — she  falls.  The  se- 
quel is  soon  told.  That  stone  marks  the  grave  of  a 
drunkard,  and  that  the  resting  place  of  a  broken-hearted 
mother  !     It  is  known  by  its  fruits. 


Christ  stilling  the  Tempest. 

It  was  the  lone  hour  of  the  night.     The  disciples  had 
entered  into  a  ship  with  their  master,  and  were  pleapant 
ly  sailing  upon  the  sea  of  Tiberias.     Jesus  was  asleep  in 
IS 


206  SABBATH-  D  A  Y 

tlie  vessel.  But  suddenly  the  smooth  water  was  cliancred 
into  a  wild  waste  of  foaming  surge.  Clouds,  black  and 
heavy,  came  upon  the  sky,  borne  on  the  rising  wind. 
Darkness  threw  a  mantle  of  gloom  over  the  moon  and 
stars.  Billows,  heaving,  beat  against  tlie  lowering  sky. 
The  wild  whistle  of  the  blast,  the  "  voice  of  many  wa- 
ters," and  the  cries  of  the  pale  mariners  answered  to  the 
ratthng  thunder.  The  creaking  of  the  mast,  the  snap- 
ping of  the  whole  ship,  sounded  like  death-knells  to  the 
terrified  fishermen.  The  spirit  of  destruction  rode  upon 
the  tempest,  hurling  abroad  red  bolted  terrors.  The 
ship  now  rose  upon  the  high  waves,  tossed  into  the 
clouds,  then  plunged  into  the  yawning  caverns  of  the 
deep.  The  disciples,  tremblingly  alive  to  their  danger,  ran 
with  haste  to  Jesus,  and,  rousing  him  from  his  sweet 
shuTibers,  said,  "Lord  save  us,  we  perish?"'  Then  he 
arose,  and  stood  upon  the  prow  of  the  sinking  bark.  Be- 
hold him,  as  the  lightning  blazes,  'midst  the  fury  and 
darkness  of  the  storm,  wet  with  the  dashing  spray,  and  his 
raven  locks  streaming  in  the  fierce  wind  !  With  a  loud 
voice  he  rebuked  the  ragmg  tempest,  and  said  to  the 
mountain  floods  which  were  breaking  over  him,  '•  Peace, 
be  still  !"  Then  the  proud  thunder  stole  into  the  cave  of 
silence,  the  lightning  buried  itself  in  the  bosom  of  the 
dark  clouds,  and  both  fled  on  swift  pinions.  The  foam- 
ing billows  laid  themselves  down  to  rest,  "  and  there  was 
a  great  calm."  Was  he  a  mere  man,  whom  the  wind 
and  the  sea  obeyed  ?  No.  "  Thou,  O  Lord  of  Hosts, 
rulest  the  raging  of  the  sea,  when  the  waves  thereof 
arise,  thou  stillest  them."  God  was  there  in  the  majesty 
of  his  power. 


The  Clocks 


Clocks  are  of  various  kinds.  Some  are  of  wood,  some 
are  brass,  some  of  wood  and  ivory;  others  of  various 
substances.  They  usually  beat  or  tick  once  in  a  second: 
but  sometimes  twice.  In  order  to  have  them  continue  tc 
beat,  they  must  be  wound  up  once  in  twenty-four  or 
thirty  hours.  One  kind,  however,  will  run  eight  days 
Nvithout  winding  up.     If  a  good  clock  is  wound  up  at 
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suitable  times,  it  will  run  twenty  or  thirty  years  and 
sometimes  longer.  This,  some  of  you  may  say,  is  won- 
derful ;  but  I  can  tell  you  something  which  is  more 
wonderful  still.  There  is  a  kind  of  machine  which  will 
run  months  and  years  without  winding  up  at  all.  A 
machine,  did  I  say?  There  are  several  hundred  mil- 
lions of  them.  They  do  not  beat  slower  than  a  clock, 
the  smaller  ones  faster.  Mine  beats  just  about  once  in  a 
second,  or  sixty  times  in  a  minute.  Some  of  them  run 
one  year ;  others  not  so  long ;  others  again  ten,  twenty, 
fifty,  and  occasionally  more  than  a  hundred  years.  One 
in  England,  a  few  years  ago,  run  one  hundred  and  sixty- 
nine  years. 

Do  you  think  I  am  jesting?  By  no  means.  The 
human  heart,  in  an  adult;  beats  sixty  times  in  a  minute, 
or  once  in  a  second.;  in  a  child,  the  motion  is  much 
swifter.  1  know  a  man  who  is  over  ninety-seven  years 
old.  His  machine,  or  heart,  has  therefore  beat  constantly 
ninety-seven  years. 

It  would  be  curious  to  estimate  the  number  of  times 
the  heart  of  that  old  man  has  beat  in  his  whole  life.  But 
this  cannot  be  done  with  exactness,  because  it  has  beat 
sometimes  faster  than  at  others.  But  it  has  always 
beat  at  least-sixty  times  in  a  minute:  this  is  3,600  times 
an  hour,  86,400  times  a-day,  31,547,600  times  a-year; 
and  during  ninety-seven  years,  3,061,087,200.  Even 
now  the  machine  is  not  quite  worn  out.  It  may  last  to 
one  hundred  years,  and  perhaps  longer.  The  owner  car\ 
walk  a  half  a  mile  or  a  mile  at  a  time,  and  perform  con 
siderable  light  labor  in  the  course  of  a  day. 


Seek  in  the  Mig^M  Place. 

My  grandfather  one  night  had  lost  his  spectacles,  and 
two  or  three  of  us  undertook  to  find  them ;  but,  after 
looking  for  some  time  to  no  purpose,  we  gave  up  the 
search,  and  my  grandfather  at  last  found  them  on  the  lop 
of  his  own  wig.  We  all  had  a  hearty  laugh,  in  \Vhich 
ne  as  heartily  joined,  and  he  then  began  to  talk  to  us  on 
the  advantage,  when  any  thing  was  lost,  of  looking  m  the 
proper  place  ;  and  he  thus  proceeded: — 
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"  Oii3e  I  remember  losing-  a  crown-piece,  and  setung;  a 
servant  to  find  it.  He  pulled  about  the  chairs  and  tables, 
removed  my  writing-desk,  took  up  the  fender,  and  rum- 
aged  the  room  thoroughly,  making  a  great  bustle,  and 
wondering  how  it  could  be  that  the  crown-piece  was  noi 
to  be  found.  Still  he  did  not  find  it  for  it  though  he 
said  he  had  looked  every  where,  and  so  h'  had,  every 
where  but  in  the  right  place,  and  that  was  his  own 
waistcoat  poclcct,  for  there  I  understood  it  was  all  the 
time  ;  so  that  he  need  not  have  wondered  so  very  much 
at  his  not  being  able  to  find  it. 

"  You  may  depend  upon  it.  that  this  looking  for  things 
in  the  wrong  place  is  a  very  general  failing  among  us  all. 

"  When  a  poor  man  finds  that  poverty  has  made  his 
own  house  uncomfortable,  where  does  he  look  for  com- 
fort ?  Too  frequently  at  the  public-house.  Away  he  goes 
with  what  little  he  has  got,  and  sitting  himself  down  in 
the  corner  by  the  fire,  he  calls  for  his  pint  of  ale.  While 
he  sits  drinking,  a  friend  pops  in  that  he  has  not  seen  for 
some  time,  so  they  must  have  another  pint  between  them; 
and  then,  as  their  hearts  grow  warm,  and  the  remem- 
brance of  their  troubles  passes  away,  it  becomes  next  to 
nnpossible  to  leave  a  pleasant  companion,  and  a  pint  of 
fresh  ale,  and  a  good  fire,  for  an  uncomfortable  and 
cheerless  home.  Another  pint  is  called  for ;  one  sings 
'Begone,  dull  care,'  and  the  other  some  foolish  song. 
The  poor  man,  at  last  rises  to  go,  but  his  friend  reminds 
him  that  it  may  be  lons"  before  they  meet  again,  and  pro- 
poses a  parting  pint.  The  parting  pint  is  brought  in,  and 
at  a  late  hour,  the  poor  fellow  reels  home  to  a  poor  hab- 
itation, and  a  wretched  family,  that  he  has  made  poorer 
and  rendered  more  wretched  by  his  iiitemperance.  Why, 
this  poor  man  finds  out,  to  his  sorrow,  that  he  has  not 
been  looking  for  comfort  in  the  right  place. 

"Almost  all  youno-  people  indulge  in  dreams  that  are 
in  themselves  useless.  When  they  hear  of  the  wide 
world,  they  think  what  great  things  they  would  do,  if 
they  were  here,  or  there,  or  yonder  ;  or,  if  they  had  tliis, 
or  that,  or  the  other.  But  depend  upon  it,  almost  all  that 
IS  worth  having  ;  or  at  least,  all  that  would  be  good  for 
us  to  possess,  may  be  obtained  wherever  we  are,  if  we 
seek  for  it.  by  diligently  and  uprightly  using  llie  faculties 
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God  has  given  as,  and  look  to  him  for  fiis  blessing.  Wo 
may  lock  for  a  tljousand  things,  in  a  thousand"  wayj^, 
but  it  will  be  ii.  vain,  if  we  neglect  to  look  for  themi?i  the 
right  place. 

""  This  is  a  subject  on  which  I  ought  to  manifest  much 
forbearance,  for  it  would  not  be  right  in  me  to  be  severe 
upon  othv  ^^s,  for  doing  that  which  I  have  so  frequently 
done  myself  Many  years  was  I  looking  for  peace,  and 
found  it  not ;  and  the  only  reason  that  I  did  not  find  it 
was,  that  I  did  not  look  for  it  in  the  right  place ;  if  I 
had,  I  doubt  not  that  I  should  have  found  it. 

"  First,  I  thought  that  money  would  assuredly  give  i* 
me,  and  1  set  to  work,  determined  that  whoever  might  be 
poor,  I  would  not ;  and  if  working  hard,  and  spending 
little,  is  the  way  to  obtain  riches,  I  verily  believe  I  should 
have  been  rich,  had  it  not  occurred  that  one  day,  opening 
the  Bible,  I  read  about  the  rich  man  in  the  parable.  This 
account,  and  the  verse  that  told  me  it  was  easier  '  for  a 
camel  to  go  through  the  eye  of  a  needle,  than  for  a  rich 
man  to  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  heaven,' so  start  ed  me, 
that  I  was  afraid  to  be  rich,  lest  when  I  died,  my  riches 
might  bear  testimony  against  me,  that  I  had  not  rel  sved 
the  wants  of  the  distressed,  and  made  a  good  use  ot  my 
riches. 

"  Well,  thought  I,  if  riches  will  not  do,  I  will  get  repu- 
tation. I  will  be  clever  at  a  thousand  things,  and  shall 
then  have  enough  to  occupy  and  amuse  ;  I  shall  be  at 
peace.  But  somehow,  the  thought  of  another  world  fol- 
lowed me,  though  I  might  be  at  peace  in  this  world,  1 
should  not  on  that  account,  have  any  certainty  of  being 
at  peace  in  another. 

"  Just  at  this  time  too,  T  picked  up  jEsop's  Fables,  and 
read  of  the  cat  and  the  fox.  The  cat  had  but  one  resort, 
the  fox  had  a  thousand  ;  but  when  the  hounds  came  in 
sight,  the  cat  with  her  one  resort,  ran  up  a  tree  and  savec 
her  life,  while  the  poer  fox,  with  his  thousand  resorts, 
was  overtaken,  and  torn  in  a  thousand  pieces.  I  thoii 
gave  up  my  intention  of  being  clever  at  so  many  things. 

"  My  next  determination  was  to  make  friends,  for  I 
thouglit  they  would  increase  my  joys,  and  solace  me  in 
my  sorrows,  as  well  as  give  me  the  best  advice  in  obtain- 
ing peace.  Alas  !  I  soon  found  that  one  friend  was  calle<) 
IS* 
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away  ;  a  second  quarreled  Avith  me,  and  became  my  ene- 
my, and  a  third  died  ;  so  that  1  plainly  saw  it  would  be 
folly  to  depend  upon  my  friends  for  peace  ;  and  that  I 
must  certainly  have  looked  in  the  wrong  place  to  find  it. 

"  One  Sabbath  afternoon,  I  heard  a  sermon  from  the 
text,  '  There  is  no  peace  to  the  wicked  ;'  thus  I  was  in- 
structed, that  where  wickedness  was,  peace  could  never 
dwell.  This  brought  me  back  again  to  my  Bible,  where 
I  read  of  that  '  peace  which  passes  all  understanding.' 
So  seeing  that  1  had  all  along  sought  for  peace,  every 
where  but  in  the  right  place,  I  sought  it  where  it  is  to  be 
found,  and  that  is  in  the  gospel  of  our  Redeemer,  which 
tells  us,  'that  Jesus  Christ  came  into  the  world  to  receive 
sinners.'  I  had  before  been  instructed  that  I  was  a  sin- 
ner, but  now  I  was  taught  to  feel  it,  and  the  promises  of 
the  gospel  brought  home  to  my  heart,  by  the  influences 
of  the  Holy  Spirit,  gave  me  that  peace  which  the  world 
giveth  not,  and  cannot  take  away.  Be  assured,  if  with 
sincerity  you  seek  in  the  same  place,  you  will  also  find 
it,  for,  'he  that  seeketh  shall  find,  and  to  him  that  knock- 
eth  it  shall  be  opened.' 

"  The  Bible  asks,  '  Do  men  gather  grapes  of  thorns  or 
figs  of  thistles?'  And  truly  we  may  as  reasonably  expect 
them  to  do  this,  as  to  hope  that  we  shall  ever  find  many 
things,  that  we  want  in  the  places  we  seek  to  obtain  them. 
No,  no  :  we  shall  never  find  them  till  we  look  m  the  right 
place  for  them ;  what  a  long  story  I  have  made  about 
seeking  things  in  the  ri<rht  place,  and  all  because  I  hap- 
pened to  lose,  for  a  rninute  or  two,  my  poor  spectacles. 
Well !  what  I  have  said  will  not  be  in  vain,  if  it  teach 
you  to  be  a  little  more  careful  in  seeking  things  aright. 

"If  you  want  money,  seek  it  by  diligence  in  your  call- 
ing, and  habits  of  frugality ;  if  you  want  reputation,  seek 
it  by  punctuality  and  integrity,  and  by  the  determination 
to  excel  in  all  you  undertake ;  if  you  want  friends,  seek 
them  by  endeavoring  to  deserve  them ;  but,  if  you  want 
})eace,  you  may  look  for  it  every  way,  and  in  every  place 
ill  vain,  unless  you  seek  it  from  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
who  died  for  our  sins  and  rose  again  for  our  justifica- 
tion. 

"  You  must  remember  that  I  did  not  look  for  my  spec- 
,acles  befor?,  I  found  that  I  had  lost  them  ;  and  so  in  like 
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manner  no  one  will  seek  for  any  thing  heartily,  until  he 
feels  the  want  of  it. 

"My  dear  children,  you  will  not  seek  peace  until  you 
have  known  sorrow ;  you  will  not  seek  a  Savior  until  you 
know  yourselves  to  be  sinners;  for  until  then,  you  will 
feel  no  want  of  the  one  or  the  other. 

"  The  wide  world  is  before  you,  many  are  its  pleasures 
and  many  are  its  pains  ;  both  are  necessary,  because  both 
of  them,  through  the  grace  of  God,  when  sanctified  to  our 
souls,  are  made  instrumental  in  doing  us  good,  the  former 
by  making  our  hearts  grateful,  the  latter  by  showing  us 
our  own  weakness.  But  when  the  pleasures  and  pains 
of  this  world  are  passed,  we  shall  enter  on  the  pleasures 
or  the  pains  of  a  world  that  is  eternal.  What  an  over- 
whelming subject  is  this  for  our  reflection,  and  hov/  is  it 
that  it  does  not,  frequently  as  we  are  reminded  of  it,  occu- 
py more  of  our  attention  ?  Surely,  if  it  did,  we  should  be 
diligent  in  our  inquiries  after  the  best  information  upon 
it,  and  be  anxious  to  seek  in  the  right  place,  for  that 
peace  and  assurance  which  can  alone  be  obtained  through 
the  blood  of  the  cross ;  which  God  alone  can  give,  and 
which  he  will  never  withhold  from  those  who  seek  it  in 
sincerity  and  truth.  Seek  it  thus  in  your  earliest  days, 
and  as  sure  as  your  grandfather  is  talking  to  you,  so  sure- 
ly you  shall  find  it." 


Serious  liepartee. 


A  LADY  traveling  in  the  stage,  in  company  with  Mr. 
James  Hervey,  (author  of  Meditations)  expatiated  largely 
on  the  pleasure  derived  from  theatrical  amusements  :  tliey 
afford  me,  says  she,  three  sources  of  pleasure. — The  plea- 
sure of  anticipation,  before  I  attend  : — the  pleasure  I  enjoy 
while  present :— and  the  pleasure  of  reflecting  on  the  sub- 
ject,  the  next  day.  Mr.  H.  observed.  Madam,  there  is  one 
source  of  pleasure  you  have  omitted.  She  asked  with 
surprise  what  that  could  be?  He  replied,  the  pleasure  ]t 
will  afford  you  on  a  dying  bed.  This  struck  her  with 
force,  and  was  instrumental  of  making  her  hopefully  pious. 
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On  the  rc^umon  of  good  men  in  a  Future 
State^ 

If  the  mere  conception  of  the  re-union  of  good  men  in 
a  future  state  infused  a  momentary  rapture  in  the  mind  of 
Tully;  if  any  speculation,  for  there  is  reason  to  fear  it 
had  little  hold  on  his  convictions,  could  inspire  him  with 
such  delight,  what  may  we  be  expected  to  feel  who  are  as- 
sured of  such  an  event  by  the  true  sayings  of  God.  How 
should  we  rejoice  in  the  prospect  of  spending  a  blissful 
eternity,  with  those  whom  we  loved  on  earth,  of  seeing 
them  emerge  from  the  ruins  of  the  tomb,  and  the  deeper 
ruins  of  the  fall,  not  only  uninjured,  but  refined  and  per- 
fected, "  with  every  tear  wiped  from  their  eyes,"  standing 
before  the  throne  of  God  and  the  Lamb.  Wliat  delight 
will  it  afibrd  to  renew  the  sweet  counsel  we  have  taken 
together,  to  recount  the  toils  of  combat,  and  the  labor  of 
the  way,  and  to  approach  the  throne  of  God,  in  company, 
in  order  to  join  in  the  symphonies  of  heavenly  voices,  and 
lose  ourselves  amidst  the  splendors  and  fruitions  of  the 
beatific  vision  ! 

To  that  state  all  the  pious  on  earth  are  tending ;  and  if 
there  is  a  law  from  w^hose  operation  none  are  exempt, 
which  irresistibly  conveys  their  bodies  to  darkness  and 
to  dust,  there  is  another,  not  less  certain  or  less  powerful, 
which  conducts  their  spirits  to  the  abode  of  bliss,  the  bo- 
som of  their  Father  and  their  God.  The  wlieels  of  nature 
are  not  made  to  roll  backw^ard ;  every  thing  presses  on 
towards  eternity ;  from  the  birth  of  time  an  impetuous 
current  has  set  in,  which  bears  all  the  sons  of  men  to- 
wards that  interminable  ocean.  Meanwhile,  heaven  is 
attractins:  to  itself  whatever  is  consfenial  to  its  nature,  is 
enriching  itself  by  the  spoils  of  earth,  and  collecting  with- 
in its  capacious  bosom  whatever  is  pure,  permanent,  and 
divine,  leaving  nothing  for  the  last  fire  to  consume,  but 
the  objects  and  the  slaves  of  concupiscence. 


TIse  IExecMtioner''s  Trumpet. 

Jerome  used  to  sa^r,   that  it  seemed  to  him  as  if  the 
trumpet  of  the  last  day  was  always  sounding  in  his  ears, 
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saying,  "  Arise,  ye  dead,  and  come  to  judgment."  The 
generality,  however,  think  but  Httle  of  this  awful  and 
important  period.  A  christian  King  of  Hungary,  being 
very  sad  and  pensive,  his  brother,  who  was  a  gay  cour 
tier,  was  desirous  of  knowing  the  cause  of  his  sadness. 
"Oh,  brother,'^  said  the  King,  "I  have  been  a  great  sin- 
ner against  God,  and  know  not  how  to  die,  or  how  to  ap- 
pear before  God  in  judgment !"  This  brother  making  a 
jest  of  it  said,  "  These  are  but  melancholy  thoughts.'' 
The  king  made  no  reply  ;  but  it  was  the  custom  of  the 
country,  that  if  the  executioner  came  and  sounded  a  trum- 
pet before  any  man's  door,  he  was  presently  led  to  execu- 
tion. The  king,  in  the  dead  of  the  night,  sent  the  execu- 
tioner to  sound  the  trumpet  before  his  brother's  door  ;  who 
hearing  it,  and  seeing  the  messenger  of  death,  sprang  into 
the  king's  presence,  beseeching  to  know  in  what  lie  had 
offended.  "  Alas !  brother,"  said  the  king.  "  you  have 
never  offended  me.  And  is  the  sight  of  my  executioner 
so  dreadful,  and  shall  not  I,  who  have  greatly  offended, 
fear  to  be  brought  before  the  judgment  seat  of  Christ  ?" 


The  Collier  Moy. 

By  a  sudden  burst  of  water  into  one  of  the  New  Gastle 
collieries,  thirty-five  men  and  forty-one  lads  were  driven 
into  a  distant  part  of  the  pit,  from  which  there  was  no 
possibility  of  a  return  until  the  water  should  be  drawn 
off.  While  this  was  effecting,  though  all  possible  means 
were  used,  the  whole  number  gradually  died,  from  starv- 
ing or  from  suffocation.  When  the  bodies  were  drawn 
up  from  the  pit,  seven  of  the  youths  were  discovered  in  a 
cavern  separate  from  the  rest.  Among  these  was  one  of 
peculiarly  moral  and  religious  habits,  whose  daily  read- 
ing of  the  sacred  Scriptures  to  his  widowed  mother,  when 
he  came  up  from  his  labor,  had  formed  the  solace  of  her 
lonely  condition.  After  his  funeral,  a  sympathizing  friend 
of  the  neglected  poor  went  to  visit  her;  and  while  the 
mother  showed  him,  as  a  relic  of  her  son,  his  Bible,  worn 
and  soiled  witlj  constant  perusal,  he  happened  to  cast  his 
eyes  on  a  candle-box,  witli  which,  as  a  miner,  ho  had 
l»een  furnished,  and  which  h;id  been  brought  up  from  the 
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pit  with  him ;  and  tliere  he  discovered  llie  following 
affecting  record  of  the  filial  affection  and  steadfast  piety 
of  the  youth.  In  the  darkness  of  the  suftbcating  pit,  with 
a  bit  of  pointed  iron,  he  had  engraved  on  the  box  his  last 
message  to  his  mother,  in  these  words  : — ''  Fret  not,  my 
dear  mother ;  for  we  were  singing  and  praising  God  while 
we  had  time.  Mother,  follow  God  more  than  I  did. — Jo- 
seph, be  a  good  lad  to  God  and  mother." 


Seek  to  save  Souls* 


During  a  recent  voyage,  sailing  on  a  heavy  sea,  near 
a  reef  of  rocks,  a  minister  on  board  the  vessel  remarked, 
in  a  conversation  between  the  man  at  the  helm  and  the 
sailors,  an  inquiry  whether  they  should  be  able  to  clear 
the  rocks  without  making  another  tack ;  when  the  Cap- 
tain gave  orders  that  they  should  put  off  to  avoid  all  risk. 
The  minister  observed,  "  I  am  rejoiced  that  we  have  so 
careful  a  commander."  The  captain  replied,  "  It  is  neces- 
sary that  I  should  be  careful,  because  I  have  souls  on 
board.  I  think  of  my  responsibility;  and,  should  any 
thing  happen  through  carelessness,  I  should  have  a  great 
deal  to  answer  for  :  I  wish  never  to  forget,  sir,  that  souls 
are  very  valuable !"  The  minister,  turning  to  some  of 
his  congregation,  who  were  upon  deck  with  him,  observ- 
ed, "  The  captain  has  preached  me  a  powerful  sermon  ;  I 
hope  I  shall  never  forget,  when  I  am  addressing  my  fel- 
low creatures  on  the  concerns  of  eternity,  that  /  have 
souls  on  board  !^^ 


Meautitid  Illtistratlon. 

Some  time  ago,  a  few  ladies  were  reading  the  third 
chapter  of  Malachi :  "  Behold,  I  will  send  my  messenger, 
and  he  shall  prepare  the  way  before  me,"  <fcc.  One  of 
the  ladies  gave  it  as  her  opinion,  that  the  fuller's  soap, 
and  the  refiner  of  silver,  were  only  the  same  image,  in- 
tended to  convey  the  same  view  of  tlie  sanctifying  influ- 
ences of  the  grace  of  Christ.  "  No,"  said  another,  "  they 
are  not  just  the  same  iinnge  ;  tliere  is  something  reniarka- 
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ble  in  the  expression  in  the  third  verse  :  •  He  stiall  sit  as 
a  refiner  and  purifier  of  silver.' "  They  all  said,  that  pos- 
sibly it  might  be  so.  This  lady  was  going  into  the  town, 
and  she  promised  to  see  a  silver-smith,  and  report  to  them 
what  he  said  on  the  subject.  She  went,  without  telling 
him  the  object  of  her  errand,  and  begged  to  know  the  pro 
cess  of  refining  silver;  which  he  fully  described  to  her. 
"  But  do  you  sit,  sir?"  "  O,  yes,  madam,  I  must  sit,  with 
my  eye  steadily  fixed  on  the  furnace ;  since,  if  the  silver 
remain  too  long,  it  is  sure  to  be  injured."  She  at  once 
saw  the  beauty,  and  the  comfort,  too,  of  the  expression, 
"  He  shall  sit  as  a  refiner  and  purifier  of  silver."  Christ 
sees  it  needful  to  put  his  children  into  the  furnace  ;  but 
he  is  seated  by  the  side  of  it.  His  eye  is  steadily  intent  on 
the  work  of  purifying,  and  his  wisdom  and  his  love  are 
both  engaged  to  do  all  in  the  best  manner  for  them. 
Their  trials  do  not  come  at  random ;  the  very  hairs  of 
their  head  are  all  numbered.  As  the  lady  was  returning 
to  tell  her  friends  what  she  had  heard,  just  as  she  turned 
from  the  shop  door,  the  silversmith  called  her  back,  and 
said  that  he  had  forgotten  to  mention  one  thing ;  and  that 
was,  that  he  only  knew  that  the  process  of  purifying  was 
complete  by  seeing  his  own  image  in  the  silver.  When 
Christ  sees  his  image  in  his  people,  his  work  of  purifying 
is  accomplished. 


The  Mlessings  ot  JMilction, 

Julia  D ,  was  the  gayest  of  a  fashionable  and  dis- 
sipated circle.  Deprived  of  the  instructions  of  a  parent 
at  an  early  age,  she  had  been  brought  up  without  restraint, 
and  left  to  rove  at  liberty  in  search  of  pleasure.  In  per- 
son she  was  lovely ;  her  sparkling  eyes  betrayed  the  in- 
telligent countenance,  her  smiling  lips  the  heart  that  was 
unsound  by  mortification.  Though  her  education  had 
imparted  much  that  was  showy  and  superficial,  yet  she 
was  by  no  means  deficient  in  intellectual  attainments. 
Beautiful,  rich,  and  amiable,  she  could  not  be  destitute  of 
admirers,  who  would  pour  into  her  ear  the  language  of 
battery,  Yet,  with  all  that  seemed  necessary  to  confer 
earthly  felicity,  she  was  not  what  the  world  called  b'  ^  or 


216  SABBATH-DAY 

what  she  herself  wished  to  be,  happy.  A  burst  of  feeling-^ 
an  exhilarating  flow  of  spirits,  often  enlivened  her  counte- 
nance, yet  as  often  would  the  vacancy  of  an  idle  hour,  or 
the  silence  of  solitude,  whisper  that  there  was  "one  thing 
needful."  It  was  the  want  of  this  requisite,  that  impair- 
ed her  seeming  joy  in  this  moment,  and  launched  her 
out  into  all  the  extravagancies  of  gaiety  in  the  next. 

It  was  about  this  period,  that  she  was  on  the  eve  of  be- 
ing united  to  one,  in  every  respect  her  equal.  Whatever 
might  have  been  her  feelings  with  regard  to  the  gaiety 
and  dissipation  in  which  she  lived,  this  last  circumstance 
engrossed  her  utmost  soul,  and  formed  one  of  the  strong- 
est ties  that  bound  her  to  this  world.  Without  narrating 
all  the  intermediate  incidents,  it  may  only  be  observed, 
that  when  the  full  consummation  of  her  happiness  seem- 
ed to  be  not  only  in  prospect,  but  near  at  hand,  she  was 
visited  with  affliction  and  grief.  He,  on  whom  her  earth- 
ly felicity  depended,  was  suddenly  cut  off  and  carried  to 
the  silent  grave. 

To  those  who  have  been  brought  up  in  the  school  of 
adversity,  calamitous  events  do  not  excite  that  unallevia- 
ted  sorrow,  which  rends  the  hearts  of  those  on  whom  the 
vial  of  misery  is  poured,  when  in  the  midst  of  their  most 
joyful  prosperity.  Julia  felt  the  blow  keenly.  The 
chastening  hand  of  Providence  had  torn  away  the  object 
of  her  love,  that  object  which  had  entwined  around  her 
heart's  inmost  joys.  She  was  like  some  gay  flower  on 
the  mountain's  brow,  on  which  the  unleeling  storm  had 
poured  its  fury,  that  still  retains  existence,  even  when 
despoiled  of  beauty.  She  pined  in  secret.  None  could 
sympathize,  for  none  could  conceive  the  ardor  of  her  af- 
fection. The  condolence  of  the  world  was  disgusting  ;  it 
made  her  deeply  sensible  of  the  want  of  one,  to  whom  she 
could  pour  out  the  sorrows  of  her  soul. 

The  skeptic  would  have  arraigned  the  decrees  of  Prov 
idence.  He  would  have  regarded  the  bereavement,  nol 
only  as  cruel,  but  unjust,  and  have  plunged  headlong  into 
the  vortex,  of  dissipation  : 

One  part,  one  little  part,  we  dimly  scan 
Through  the  dark  medium  of  life's  feverish  dreain, 

Yet  dare  arraign  the  whole  stupendous  plan, 
If  but  that  little  pan  incongruous  seem. 
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But  God  seeth  hot  as  man  seeth.  It  is  a  good  thing  to 
be  afflicted ;  and  so  Julia  felt.  The  world  had  lost  its 
charms.  Its  pleasure  had  satiated ;  its  frivolities  had  lost 
their  enchanting  spell.  With  a  heartbroken  in  affliction, 
where  could  she  turn,  but  to  that  neglected  Source  of  all 
goodness  ?  Well  would  it  be,  if  all  would  "  consider  in 
the  day  of  adversity,"  and  hail  the  chastening  rod,  as  that 
which  brings  the  wandering  soul  back  to  its  duty.  But, 
more  than  this,  serious  reflection  had  convinced  her 
of  the  impropriety  of  the  dissipation,  in  which  she  had 
lived,  and  led  her  to  form  those  resolutions,  which  she 
has  never  since  broken. 

Though  the  expression  of  her  beautiful  features  is  still 
melancholy,  yet  it  is  that  of  subdued  sorrow.  Those 
sparkling  eyes  that  once  flashed  with  the  brilliant  corus- 
cations of  wit  and  youthful  animation,  now  beam  forth 
with  a  mild  devotional  feeling,  that  indicates  the  entire 
change  within.  She  bears  in  her  countenance  that  hu- 
mility, seriousness,  and  sweetness  of  disposition,  which  is 
one  of  the  surest  indexes  of  the  Christian's  heart.  This 
is  not  all :  her  benevolence  and  charity  to  the  distressed, 
and  her  religious  consolations  to  the  afflicted,  have  en- 
deared her  virtues  to  the  humble  sons  of  poverty. 

Now  her  heart  can  adore  the  mercy  of  the  all-wise  Cre- 
ator, in  thus  weaning  man  from  his  too  close  aftection  to 
the  world,  by  the  hand  of  affliction,  so  that  he  may  ap- 
proach to  behold  the  neglected  face  of  Him,  who  is  ever 
gracious  and  long  suffering.  And  now  that  she  has  tast- 
ed of  the  imperishable  joys  which  spring  from  religion, 
she  can  see  that  the  cares  and  pleasures  of  this  life  are  in- 
deed "  vanity  and  vexation  of  spirit." 


The  Converted  &on* 


A  MINISTER,  from  England,  happening  to  be  at  Edin- 
burgh, was  accosted  very  civilly  by  a  young  man  in  the 
street,  with  an  apology  for  the  liberty  he  was  taking; — 
"  I  think,  sir,"  said  he,  "  I  have  heard  you  at  Spa-tields 
chapel."  "You  probably  may,  sir,  for  I  have  sometimes 
ministered  there."  "  Do  you  remember,"  said  he,  "  a  note 
put  up  bv  an  afflicted  widow,  begging  the  prayers  of  the 
19 
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congregation  for  the  conversion  of  an  ungodly  son  'P  "  1 
do  very  well  remember  such  a  circumstance."  "Sir," 
fcaid  he,  '-I  am  the  very  person  ;  and  wonderful  to  tell, 
the  prayer  was  effectual. 

"Going  on  a  frolic  with  some  other  abandoned  young 
men,  one  Sunday,  through  the  Spa-fields,  and  passing  by 
the  chapel,  I  was  struck  with  its  appearance,  and  hearing 
it  was  a  Methodist  chapel,  we  agreed  to  mingle  with  the 
crowd,  and  stop  for  a  lew  minutes,  to  laugh  and  mock  at 
the  preacher  and  the  people.  We  had  only  just  entered 
the  chapel,  v\rhen  you,  sir,  read  the  note,  requesting  the 
prayers  of  the  congregation  for  an  afflicted  widow's  son. 
1  heard  it  with  a  sensation  I  cannot  express.  I  was  struck 
to  the  heart ;  and  though  I  had  no  idea  that  1  was  the  very 
individual  meant,  I  felt  that  it  expressed  the  bitterness  of  a 
widow's  heart,  who  had  a  child,  as  wicked  as  1  knew  my- 
self to  be.  My  mind  was  instantly  solemnized.  I  could 
not  laugh;  my  attention  was  riveted  on  the  preacher.  I 
heard  his  prayer  and  sermon,  with  an  impression  very 
different  from  that  which  had  carried  me  into  the  chapel. 
From  that  moment,  the  truths  of  the  gospel  penetrated 
my  heart ;  I  joined  the  congregation  ;  cried  to  God  in 
Christ  for  mercy,  and  found  peace  in  believing ;  became 
my  mother's  comfort,  as  I  had  long  been  her  heavy  cross, 
and  through  grace,  have  ever  since  continued  in  the  good 
ways  of  the  Lord.  An  opening  having  lately  been  made 
for  an  advantageous  settlement  in  my  own  country,  I  came 
hither  with  my  excellent  mother,  and  for  some  time  past 
have  endeavored  to  dry  up  the  Vv'idow's  tears,  which  1 
have  so  often  caused  to  flow,  and  to  be  the  comfort  and 
support  of  her  old  age,  as  I  had  been  the  torment  and 
affliction  of  her  former  days.  We  live  together  in  the 
enjoyment  of  every  mercy,  happy  and  thankful ;  and  eve- 
ry day  I  acknowledge  the  kind  hand  of  the  Lord,  that  led 
me  to  the  Spa-fields  Chapel. 


The  Cmitrast — Two  ileath-bed  Scenes. 

I  SELECT  from  many  similar  cases,  which  came  under 
my  observation,  in  the  course  of  my  professional  avoca- 
tions, in  various  parts  of  the  world,  the  two  following: 
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These  men  through  Ufe,  professed  sentiments  vcy  dif- 
lerent  from  each' other;  and  at  the  awful  hour  of  d/vsoUi- 
tjon,  their  feehngs  were  indeed  very  opposite.  They  were 
both  snatched  away  in  the  prime  of  hfe,  one  being  twenty- 
four,  and  the  other  twenty-seven  years  old.  A  lon.o-  and 
disinterested  friendship  with  the  former,  induced  hnn  to 
request  my  attendance  professionally;  but  all  human  skill 
was  vain  :  the  cold  hand  of  death  had  seized  him.  Never 
in  my  life  did  I  see  the  cheering  elFects  of  a  relio^ious  life, 
more  strongly  exemplified  than  on  this  occasion.  His 
wife,  his  mother,  and  his  five  sisters,  with  myself  wpre 
present.  Observing  his  female  relations  in  tears,  )\o  ^h- 
quested  them  to  come  near,  and,  after  a  little  pausp.  M- 
dressed  them  in  nearly  the  following  words : 

"  Beloved  friends,  1  perceive  with  regret  the  anguish  ^f 
your  souls ;  I  say  regret,  because  I  had  promised  my^l.f 
nothing  but  tranquility  and  happiness,  while  the  partition 
is  breaking  down  that  separates  me  from  my  God.  I  am 
entering  on  my  last  journey,  which,  so  far  from  being  ter- 
rible, is  inviting  and  delightful."  A  paroxysm  of  paui 
here  interrupted  the  interesting  account,  and  for  a  minute, 
he  lay  apparently  insensible  ;  but  opening  his  eyes  Ap;ain, 
with  a  placid  smile,  he  said,  "  I  feel  the  infirmities  of  na- 
ture, but  my  sense  of  pain  is  lost,  in  my  ardent  hone  of 
salvation.  I  have  heartily  repented  of  all  my  sins^  and 
firmly  believe,  through  the  mercies  of  my  God,  and  the 
redeeming  merits  of  my  blessed  Savior,  that  I  shall  in  a 
few  minutes,  be  numbered  with  the  chosen  of  God  O 
my  wife  !  my  mother  !  my  beloved  sisters  !  I  beseech  vou 
not  to  mourn  my  departure.  1  feel  happiness  unspeal'^ble 
opening  on  my  soul,  as  it  bursts  from  this  wretched  V'^ne- 
ment."  Then  grasping  my  hand,  he  faintly  exclaimed, 
"  Ah,  my  friend  !  virtue  is  its  own  reward.  See  the  effect 
of  a  religious  life,  and  the  blessed  composure  of  a  dying 
christian  !"  He  continued,  "  My  lamp  is  nearly  out ;  but 
blessed  be  God,  I  feel  that  it  has  not  burned  m  vain.  O 
Lord  God !  forgive  my  impatience :  I  am  ready  to  obey 
the  call,  and  anxious  to  receive  thy  promised  rest."  Heio 
his  voice  failed, — his  tongue  faltered, — and  his  spirit  took 
its  flight  to  the  bosom  of  its  Father  in  heaven. 

The  picture  of  my  other  unhappy  friend  was  just  the 
reverse  of  the  above.  He  had  indulo-ed  freely  in  all  the 
If) 
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fashionable  gayeties  of  the  world  ;  and  if  ever  a  serious  or 
useful  thought  obtruded  on  his  disordered  fancy,  it  was 
immediately  stifled  by  some  idle  debauchery. 

In  this  mad  career  he  quaffed  away  life  to  the  dregs, 
and,  before  he  arrived  at  the  meridian  of  manhood,  he  was 
verging  just  to  the  brink  of  eternity.  A  bacchanalian 
surieit  in  a  distant  country  brought  on  a  fever,  which 
threatened  a  speedy  dissolution  of  life  ;  and  in  this  state  I 
saw  him  for  the  first  time  for  several  years,  and  I  am  cer- 
tain, I  shall  never  forget  the  painful  feelings  I  endured, 
throughout  this  melancholy  interview.  It  is  absolutely 
impossible  to  give  even  a  faint  idea  of  the  horror,  the  ago- 
ny, the  heart-rending  terror,  that  harrowed  up  his  soul, 
whenever  the  thought  of  death  flashed  across  his  mind. 
He  received  me  with  frenzied  ardor,  in  wliich  hope  and 
fear  were  strongly  depicted.  '•  Alas  !"  he  exclaimed,  '-you 
have  come  too  late,  for  I  am  lost, — every  way  lost."  I 
immediately  perceived  that  life  was  ebbing  fast ;  and  being 
convinced  that  nothing  short  of  divine  interposition  could 
retard  his  fate,  I  endeavored  to  console  him,  by  drawing 
his  attention  to  the  mercies  of  God,  and  the  saving  media- 
tion of  a  gracious  Redeemer ;  to  which  he  replied  with 
asperity  and  violence,  "If  you  have  any  friendship  left  for 
a  degraded,  self-polluted  wretch,  torture  not  his  last  mo- 
ments. My  life  has  been  spent  in  iniquity, — foolishly 
spent, — because  it  never  yielded  one  hour  of  solid  happi- 
ness. I  have  lived  without  thinking  of  God,  and  why 
should  he  now  think  of  me,  unless  it  be  to  judge  me, — to 
damn  me?  O  God!  I  shall  go  distracted  !"  A  fainting 
fit  intervened,  and  fortunately  broke  this  mournful  chain 
of  reflections  :  but  alas,  sensibility  too  soon  returned,  and 
with  it  fresh  trains  of  gloomy  despondency.  He  stared 
wildly,  and  roared  out,  "I  have  broken  from  him,  but  he 
is  coming  again, — there — there, — death  ! — O,  save  me  ' 
save  me  !■'  After  nearly  an  hour  passed  in  this  dreadful 
state,  he  again  became  capable  of  reflecting ;  but  every 
moment  added  to  his  dejection.  "  I  have  been  so  bad,'' 
ne  exclaimed,  "  that  God  can  never  forgive  me.  I  have 
blasphemed  and  dishonored  his  holy  name  a  hundred 
tunes,  when  my  heart  inwardly  smote  me.  I  have  ridi- 
culed and  denied  his  existence,  that  my  companions  in 
orror  minht  think  well  of  me  :  but  I  never  was  sincere  in 
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my  wickedness."  His  mind  became  so  agitated,  that  all 
reasoning- was  lost;  he  was  unable  to  repent;  and  the 
thono-ht  "of  death  rent  his  very  sonl.  In  this  perturbed 
state  he  languished  for  about  lour  hours,  from  the  time  of 
my  first  seeing  him;  till,  at  length,  overwhelmed  by  des- 
pair, a  paroxysm  of  fever  closed  the  tragic  scene.  The 
last  words  he  uttered,  that  I  could  distinctly  hear,  were, 
"  God  will  not,  cannot  forgive  " — the  remainder  was  lost 
in  a  murmuring  groan. 

Friends,  could  1  convey  to  you  any  idea  of  the  awful 
feelings,  which  the  wretched  death  of  this  wretched  man 
produced  on  my  mind,  it  would,  I  think,  deter  the  most 
thoughtless  of  you  from  those  practices,  which  ruin  both 
soul  and  body.  Would  to  God  that  you  had  been  present ! 
My  description  may  not  penetrate  beyond  the  ear :  but 
had  you  witnessed  the  dreadful  original,  it  would  have 
pierced  your  very  hearts. 


M'^orth  of  €iM  Mmir 


"Having  some  business,"  says  Mr.  Cecil,  "to  transact 
with  a  gentleman  in  the  city,  1  called  one  day  at  his  count- 
ing-house ;  he  begged  I  would  call  again,  as  I  had  so 
much  more  time  to  spend  than  he  had,  who  was  a  man 
of  business,  "  an  hour  is  nothing  to  you  !"  said  he.  "  You 
seem  little  to  understand  the  nature  of  our  profession. 
One  hour  of  a  clergyman's  time  rightly  employed,  sir,  is 
worth  more  to  him  than  all  the  gains  of  your  merchan- 
dise." 


Mo  yon  smj  griice^  Jl^'mintj  f 

"1  CAME  from  my  last  voyage  before  Christmas,"  .^ays 
a  sailor,  "  and  hastened  home.  Being  late  when  I  arrived, 
I  had  not  the  opportunity  of  seeing  my  eldest  girl,  until 
the  following  day.  At  dinner  time,  when  we  haa  sat 
down,  I  began  to  cat  what  was  before  me,  without  ever 
thinking  of  my  heavenly  Father,  that  provided  n)y  daily 
bread  ;  but  glancing  my  eye  towards  tins  girl,  of  whom! 
was  dotingly  fond,  i  observed  her  looking'at  me  wi  h  as- 
19- 
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tonishment.  Alter  a  moment's  pause  she  asked  me,  in  a 
solemn  and  serious  manner,  '  Father  do  you  never  ask  a 
blessing  before  eating?' 

"Her  mother  observed  me  looking  hard  at  her,  and  hoU 
ing  my  knife  and  fork  motionless — it  was  not  anger, — ii 
was  a  rush  of  conviction,  which  struck  me  like  lightning 
—  and  apprehending  some  reproof  from  me,  and  wishing 
to  pass  it  by  in  a  trifling  way,  she  said — '  Do  you  say 
grace,  Nanny?'  My  eyes  were  still  riveted  upon  the 
child,  for  I  felt  conscious  I  had  never  instructed  her  to 
pray,  nor  even  set  an  example,  by  praying  with  my  fanii- 
iy  at  home.  The  child,  seeing  me  waiting  for  her  to  be- 
gin, put  her  hands  together,  and  lifting  up  her  eyes  to 
heaven,  breathed  the  sweetest  prayer  I  ever  heard.  This 
was  too  mucli  for  me ;  the  knite  and  fork  dropped  from 
my  hands,  and  I  gave  vent  to  my  feelings  in  tears."  It 
appears  that  through  the  instrn mentality  of  this  child,  not 
more  than  six  years  of  age^  who  had  attended  a  Sabbath 
School,  together  with  his  subsequent  attendance  on  the 
public  worship  of  God,  he  was  led  to  saving  views  of  di 
vine  truth. 


The  Theatre. 


Is  it  not  too  manifest  to  be  denied,  that  piety  as  instinc- 
tively shrinks  from  the  theatre,  as  human  life  does  from 
the  point  of  a  sword,  or  the  draught  of  poison  ?  Have  nut 
all  those  who  have  professed  the  more  elevated  piety  and 
morality,  borne  an  unvarying  and  uniform  testimony 
against  the  stage?  Even  the  more  virtuous  pagans  con- 
demned this  amusement  as  injurious  to  morals  and  the 
interest  of  nations.  Plato,  Livy,  Xenophon,  Cicero,  Solon, 
Cato,  Seneca,  Tacitus,  the  most  venerable  men  of  anti- 
quity ;  the  brightest  constellation  of  virtue  and  talents, 
which  ever  appeared  upon  the  hemisphere  of  philosophy, 
have  all  denounced  tlie  theatre,  as  a  most  abundant  source 
of  moral  pollution,  and  assure  us  that  both  Greece  and 
Rome  had  their  ruin  accelerated  by  a  fatal  passion  for 
these  corrupting  entertainments.  William  Prynne,  a  sa- 
tirical and  pungent  Vv^'itcr,  Vvdio  suffered  many  cruelties 
for  his  admirable  productions  in  the  time  of  Charles  I., 
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has  made  a  catalogue  of  authorities  against  the  stage, 
which  contains  every  name  of  eminence  in  the  heathen 
and  chris^tian  worlds  :  it  comprehends  the  united  testimo- 
ny of  the  Jewish  and  christian  churches:  the  deliberate 
acts  of  fifty-four  ancient  and  modern,  general,  national, 
provincial  councils  and  synods,  both  of  the  western  and 
eastern  churches  ;  the  condemnatory  sentence  of  seventy- 
one  ancient  fathers,  and  one  hundred  and  fifty  modern, 
Popish  and  Protestant  authors ;  the  hostile  endeavors  of 
philosophy  and  even  poets;  with  the  legislative  enact- 
ments of  a  great  number  of  pagan  and  christian  states, 
nations,  magistrates,  emperors  and  princes. 


«^Wr.  JWhUMeM  am.d  «/71"r.  Teumeut. 

When  Mr.  Whitfield  was  last  in  America,  Mr.  Ten- 
nent  made  him  a  visit,  as  he  was  passing  through  New 
Jersey  ;  and  one  day  dined  with  other  ministers  at  a 
gentleman's  house.  After  dinner,  Mr.  W.  adverted  to 
the  difficulties  attending  the  gospel  ministry ;  lamented 
that  all  their  zeal  availed  but  little  ;  said  that  he  was 
weary  with  the  burdens  of  the  day  ;  declared  the  great 
consolation  that  in  a  short  time  his  work  would  be  done, 
when  he  should  depart  and  be  with  Christ ;  he  then  ap- 
pealed to  the  ministers  if  it  was  not  their  great  comfort 
that  they  should  go  to  rest.  They  generally  assented, 
except  Mr.  T.  who  sat  next  to  Mr.  W.  in  silence,  and  by 
his  countenance  discovered  but  little  pleasure  in  the  con- 
versation—  on  which  Mr.  W.  tapping  him  on  the  knee, 
said,  "  "Well,  brother  Tennent,  you  are  the  oldest  man 
among  us,  do  you  not  rejoice  to  think  that  your  time  is 
so  near  at  hand,  when  you  shall  be  called  home  ?"  Mr. 
T.  bluntly  answered,  "  1  have  no  wish  about  it."  Mr. 
W.  pressed  hiai  again  ;  Mr.  T.  again  answered,  "  No, 
sir,  it  is  no  pleasure  to  me  at  all ;  and  if  you  knew  your 
duty,  it  would  be  none  to  you.  I  have  nothing  to  do 
with  death,  my  business  is  to  live  as  long  as  I  can — as 
well  as  I  can — and  serve  my  master  as  faithfully  as  1 
can,  until  he  shall  think  proper  to  call  me  home."  Mr. 
W.  still  urged  for  an  explicit  answer  to  his  question,  in 
case  the  time  of  death  were  left  to  his  own  clioice.     Mr. 
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T.  replied,  "  I  havo  no  choice  about  it ;  I  am  God's  ser 
vant,  and  have  engaged  to  do  his  business  as  long  as  he 
pleases  to  continue  me  therein.  But  now,  brother,  let 
me  ask  you  a  question.  What  do  you  think  I  would  say, 
if  I  was  to  send  my  man  into  the  field  to  plough ;  and  if 
at  noon  I  should  go  to  the  field  and  find  him  louno-insT 
under  a  tree,  and  conjplaining,  "Master,  the  sun  is  very 
hot,  and  the  ploughing  hard,  1  am  weary  of  the  work  you 
have  appointed  me,  and  am  overdone  with  the  heat  and 
burden  of  the  day.  Do,  master,  let  me  return  home,  and 
be  discharged  from  this  hard  service  ?  What  would  I 
say?  Why,  that  he  was  a  lazy  feUow,  that  it  was  his 
business  to  do  the  work  that  I  had  appointed  him,  until 
I  should  think  fit  to  call  him  home." 


The  Carrier  and  his  I^river. 

A  CARRIER  in  a  large  town  in  Yorkshire,  heard  his 
carter  one  day  in  the  yard,  swearing  dreadfully  at  his 
horses.  The  carrier  being  a  religious  man,  was  shocked 
to  hear  the  terrible  oaths  that  resounded  through  the 
yard,  and  went  up  to  the  lad,  who  was  just  setting  off 
for  Manchester,  and  kindly  expostulated  v/ith  him  on 
\h(i  enormity  of  his  sin,  and  then  added:  ^^ But  if  ihon 
wilt  swear,  stop  till  tUoii  get  through  the  tiirvpike  gate 
on  aS' —  tnoor,  where  none  but  God  and  thyself  can 
hearP  He  then  put  the  swearer^s  prayer  into  his  hand, 
and  wished  him  a  good  morning.  The  poor  fellow 
cracked  his  whip,  and  pursued  his  journey  ;  but  he  could 
not  get  over  his  masters  words. 

Some  time  after,  his  master  observed  him  in  the  yard, 
and  was  very  much  surprised  to  see  him  so  altered. 
There  was, a  seriousness  and  quietness  about  him  which 
he  had  never  seen  before ;  and  he  often  seemed  as  if  he 
had  something  to  say,  which  he  could  not  get  out.  Ai 
length,  his  master  was  so  struck  with  his  manner,  that  he 
asked  him  if  he  wanted  anything.  "Ah,  master,"  said 
he,  "do  you  remember  what  you  said  to  me  about  swear- 
ing, and  the  tract  you  gave  me  ?  I  was  thunderstruck. 
I  went  on  to  the  road,  and  I  got  through  the  turnpike, 
and  reached  S —  moor  ;  and  there  I  thought  that  though  I 
was  alone,  yet  God  was  with  me;  and  I  tremble  to  think 
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how  he  had  been  with  me,  and  had  known  all  my  sins  and 
follies  all  my  life  long.  My  sins  came  to  my  remem- 
brance ;  I  was  afraid  that  he  would  strike  me  dead  ;  and 
I  thank  God  that  I  have  been  roused  to  seek  after  the 
salvation  of  my  poor  soul."  The  master,  as  may  be 
supposed,  was  greatly  rejoiced  to  hear  the  young  man's 
confession  ;  and  it  is  gratifying  to  be  able  to  add,  that  his 
dihgent  attendance  on  the  means  of  grace,  and  the  re- 
formation in  his  conduct,  gave  solid  ground  for  hoping 
that  he  not  only  ceased  to  be  a  swearer,  but  a  slave  of 
Satan  altogether. 


J'Mdsmient. 


Whenever  I  enter  a  court  of  human  judicature,  1 
cannot  but  be  impressed  with  solemnity  by  the  objects 
which  arrest  my  attention,  and  the  deep  and  touching 
emotions  they  awake  in  my  mind.  I  am  standing  in  a 
place  venerable  as  the  abode  of  justice,  a  place  where 
many  an  unhappy  fellow  creature  has  listened  to  the 
sentence  that  has  doomed  him  to  perpetual  exile  from  all 
that  his  heart  holds  dear — his  country,  his  kindred,  and 
his  home;  or  else,  to  render  satisfaction  to  the  laws 
which  he  has  violated  by  an  untimely  and  ignominious 
death.  Yonder  sits  the  judge,  whose  appearance,  whose 
character,  whose  office,  all  conspire  to  fill  me  with  ven- 
eration and  awe.  On  either  hand  are  the  officers  of  jus- 
tice, whose  part  it  is,  with  iron  grasp,  to  seize  and  retain 
their  victim,  deaf  alike  to  his  threats  and  his  promises,  his 
entreaties  and  his  tears.  I  now  suffer  my  eyes  to  wan- 
der through  the  crowded  court,  and  observe  the  numer- 
ous spectators,  lured  thither,  some  by  curiosity,  and  others 
by  motives  of  a  more  powerful  character.  Most  are 
deeply  attentive  to  the  solemn  proceedings— few  seem 
unconcerned ;  and,  as  the  witnesses  on  either  side  give 
in  their  evidence,  and  the  advocates  produce  their  argu- 
ments and  pour  forth  their  eloquence,  I  catch  the  general 
enthusiasm  that  is  kindled  in  the  assembly,  and  become 
deeply  interested  too.  How  intense,  and  even  agonizing, 
is  that  interest,  if  the  life  of  the  prisoner  is  at  stake  !  I 
imperceptibly  identify  myself  with  him,  and  my  imagina- 
tion becomes  busy  in  realizing  the  horrors  of  his  situation. 
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He  may  be  guilty;  his  crime  maybe  heinous;  it  may 
have  been  connected  with  circumstances  of  deep  aggrav- 
ation ;  he  may  not  be  a  criminal  to  whom  the  monarch's 
clemency  should  be  extended  ;  but  he  is  a  man,  and  no 
consideration  can  destroy  the  feelings  of  humanity  which 
the  sight  of  a  fellow-creature,  at  such  an  awful  crisis, 
nmst  inspire.  I  mark  with  eagerness  every  passage  in 
the  charge  delivered  by  the  judge  to  the  jury,  as  it 
seems  to  bear  upon  his  doom.  While  those  are  deliberat- 
ing on  whose  verdict  his  fate  now  depends,  every  mo- 
ment is  hke  an  hour  of  insufferable  suspense,  and  my 
heart  sickens  at  the  voice  that  pronounces  him  guilty. 
The  shriek  that  he  utters  enters  into  my  soul ;  and,  long 
after  I  liave  left  the  court,  the  countenance  of  the  criminal 
is  before  my  eyes,  and  the  solemn  sentence  of  the  judge 
is  sounding  in  my  ears.  1  think  of  the  infamy  connected 
with  a  ruined  charcter ;  the  misery  entailed  upon  the 
wretched  partner  of  his  bosom  and  his  innocent  babes : 
the  fettered  limbs,  the  condemned  cell,  the  last  agonizing 
interview  with  a  wife,  a  mother,  a  sister,  a  child  ;  the  last 
rites  of  religion,  the  awful  preparation,  the  tolling  of  the 
bell,  the  apparatus  of  death  ;  and  I  shudder  at  the  convic- 
tion that,  but  for  the  restraining  grace  of  God,  all  those 
dreadful  images  that  rise  to  my  imagination  might  have 
been  realized  in  the  closing  scene  of  my  own  earthly 
existence. 

But  we  rise  to  a  far  higher  and  more  dreadful  tri- 
bunal ;  a  tribunal  at  which  not  merely  you  and  I,  but 
all  the  world  must  stand,  not  as  idle  spectators,  to  listen 
to  the  doom  of  others,  but  deeply  interested  in  its  great 
transactions  and  irrevocable  decrees  ;  a  tribunal  at  which 
not  the  actions  merely,  but  the  thoughts  of  men  are 
judged  ;  a  tribunal  on  which  not  a  fellow-mortal  hke  our- 
selves, but  the  searcher  of  hearts  presides;  a  tribunal 
from  whose  judicial  process  there  is  no  escape,  in  whose 
proceedings  there  is  no  partiality,  to  whose  scrutiny 
there  is  no  deception,  from  whose  decisions  there  is  no 
appeal,  and  in  whose  destinies  are  involved,  not  the 
mterests  of  time,  or  the  life  of  the  body,  but  the  unchang- 
ing, unalterable  condition  of  our  immortal  existence  ! 
Our  Redeemer  speaks  of  a  day  mid  an  hour  in  lohich  all 
that  are  in  their  ^s^raves  shall  hear  his  voice,  and  shall 
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cc^it  /orthj  some  to  the  resurrectio7i  of  life^  and  so7ne  to 
the  resrirrection  of  damnation.  On  that  day  and  that 
hour  ytrtir  attention  should  be  deeply  fixed.  The  hu- 
miliating; lesson  of  your  own  pollution  and  depravi- 
ty; the  t^heerino^  assurance  of  pardon,  and  peace,  and 
eternal  li^e,  through  the  perfect  obedience  of  the  Son  of 
God ;  the  absolute  necessity  of  the  renewing  influences 
of  the  holf  spirit  to  make  you  fit  for  heaven — may  have 
out  little  m  them  to  interest  you  ;  but  the  strange  scenes 
nnd  awful  transactions  of  judgment  will  give  a  fearful  ir 
terest  to  them  all.  Though  you  may  neglect  and  despise 
them  now,  they  will  then  rise  again  to  the  contemplation 
of  your  mind.  The  reflection  that  the  Judge,  the  pomp 
and  splendor  of  whose  coming  are  bursting  rapidly  upon 
your  sight,  is  the  very  Savior  whom  you  rejected  and 
despised,  will  be  like  an  arrow  dipped  in  the  deadliest 
poison,  that  shall  rankle  for  ever  in  your  veins ;  and  no- 
thing, in  all  tlie  terrible  appearances  of  nature  around 
you,  will  appear  half  so  dreadful  as  your  own  infatuation 
and  guilt,  in  neglecting  this  great  salvation  ! 


Mooters  of  Mternal  lAfe* 

"When  in  the  market  place,"  says  the  Rev.  Jonas 
King,  missionary  in  Greece,  "  I  saw  several  women  who 
had  water  to  sell :  good  water  here  is  scarce,  and  brought 
from  the  monastery,  which  is  a  considerable  distance 
from  the  city.  As  I  passed  by  them,  one  of  them  asked 
me  to  drink  ;  1  told  her  that  1  had  plenty  of  good  water 
at  my  house  ;  still,  however,  she  asked  n:e  again  if  1 
Avould  not  drink."  I  replied,  "  there  is  one  who  can  give 
water,  of  which  if  we  drink,  we  shall  never  thirst.  He 
that  drinks  of  this  water,  will  thirst  again  :  but  the  other 
is  the  water  of  eternal  life  ;  and  he  who  drinks  of  it,  will 
thirst  no  more."  This  reply,  which  I  supposed  would 
be  understood,  seemed  to  excite  some  wonder  and  curi- 
osity; and  several  young  men  who  were  near,  came 
around  me  to  hear  what  I  had  said.  "  Sir,  where  is  that 
water  ?  We  wish  for  it.  Where  is  he  who  has  it  V  1 
said,  "  Come  with  me  to  my  house,  and  I  will  show  you. 
It  is  Jesus  Christ."     Still  they  did  not  seem  to  under- 
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Stand  ;  and  some  said,  "He  must  be  a  physician  ;  he  wjl, 
give  us  something  which  will  prevent  us  from  thirsting." 
As  many  began  to  collect,  I  thought  it  best  to  go  away, 
and  returned  to  my  lodgings.  Several  young  men,  how- 
ever, followed  me,  and  expressed  a  desire  to  know  where 
that  water,  of  which  I  had  spoken,  could  be  found :  so  I 
took  the  new  Testament,  and  read  to  them  a  part  of  the 
fourth  chapter  of  St.  John's  gospel,  from  the  iifth  to  the 
fifteenth  verse  ;  and  gave  them  the  book  to  carry  with  them 
to  the  market  place  to  read  the  whole  chapter,  and  ex- 
plain what  I  had  said  to  those  who  were  desirous  of 
knowing.  "  Ah  !"  said  one  of  them,  after  I  liad  read  the 
portion  above  mentioned,  "I  perceive  that  he  is  speaking 
in  a  figure  ;"  and  went  explaining  to  others  what  he  sup- 
posed I  intended  to  say. 


Italics* 

The  late  Mrs.  Graham  of  New  York,  regarded  with 
particular  esteem  the  works  of  Dr.  Owen,  the  Rev. 
William  Romaine,  and  the  Rev.  John  Newton,  and  read 
them  with  pleasure  and  profit.     One  day  she  remarked 

to  Mr.  B- that  she  preferred  the  ancient  writers  on 

theology  to  the  modern,  because  they  dealt  more  in  italics. 
"  Dear  Mother,"  he  replied,  "what  religion  can  there  be  in 
italics  ?"  "  You  know,"  said  she,  "  that  old  writers  expect- 
ed credit  for  the  doctrines  they  taught,  by  proving  them 
from  the  word  of  God  to  be  correct ;  they  inserted  the 
Scripture  passages  in  italics,  and  their  works  have  been 
sometimes  one  half  in  italics.  Modern  writers  on  theolo- 
gy, on  the  contrary,  give  us  a  long  train  of  reasoning  to 
persuade  us  to  their  ophiions,  but  very  little  in  italics  /'' 


The  Mag  of  Muciits, 


A  CAUSE  was  tried  before  a  young  Cadi  of  Smyrna,  the 
merits  of  which  were  as  follows  : — A  poor  man  claimed  a 
house,  which  a  rich  man  usurped.  The  former  held  his 
deeds  and  documents  to  prove  his  right ;  but  the  latter 
had  provided  a  number  of  witnesses  to  invalidate  his  tit^o. 
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In  order  to  support  their  evidence  effectually,  he  present- 
ed the  Cadi  with  a  lono^  bag  containing  500  ducats. 
When  the  day  arrived  for  hearing  the  cause,  the  poor 
man  told  his  story,  and  produced  his  writings,  but  could 
not  support  his  case  by  witnesses ;  the  other  rested  his 
whole  case  on  his  witnesses,  and  his  adversary's  defect  in 
law,  who  could  produce  none :  he  urged  the  Cadi  there- 
fore to  give  sentence  in  his  favor.  After  the  most  press- 
ing solicitations,  the  judge  calmly  drew  out  from  under 
his  sofa  the  bag  of  ducats,  which  the  rich  man  had  given 
him  as  a  bribe,  saying  to  him  very  gravely,  "You  have 
heen  much  mistaken  in  the  suit,  for  if  the  poor  man  can 
produce  no  witnesses  in  confirmation  of  his  right,  I  my- 
self can  produce  at  least  five  hundred."  He  then  threw 
away  the  bay  with  reproach  and  indignation,  and  decreed 
the  house  to  the  poor  plantiff.  Such  was  the  noble  de- 
cision of  a  Turkish  Jud2:e,  whose  disinterested  conduct 
was  the  reverse  of  that  of  the  unjust  time-serving  Felix. 


Maxter^s  JmdMStry. 

Every  one  must  be  struck  with  the  magnitude  of  Bax- 
ter's labors  as  a  writer.  The  age  in  which  he  lived  was 
an  age  of  voluminous  authorship,  and  Baxter  was  beyond 
comparison  the  most  voluminous  of  all  his  contempora- 
ries. Those  who  have  been  acquainted  only  with  what 
are  called  his  practical  or  spiritual  writings,  form  no  cor- 
rect estimate  of  the  extent  of  his  works.  These  form 
twenty-two  volumes  octavo,  in  the  present  edition;  and 
yet  they  are  but  a  small  portion  of  what  he  wrote.  The 
number  of  his  books  has  been  variously  estimated ;  as 
some  of  the  volumes  which  he  published,  contain  distinct 
treatises,  they  have  sometimes  been  counted  as  one,  and 
sometimes  reckoned  four  or  five.  The  best  method  of 
forming  a  correct  opinion  of  Baxter's  labors  from  the  press, 
is  by  companng  them  with  some  of  his  brethren  who 
wrote  a  great  deal.  The  works  of  Bishop  Hall,  amount 
to  ten  volums  octavo ;  Lightfoot's  extend  to  thirteen , 
Jeremy  Taylor's  to  fifteen  ;  Dr.  Goodwin's,  would  make 
about  twenty;  Dr.  Owen's  extend  to  twenty-eight ;  Rich- 
ard Baxter's  if  printed  in  a  uniform  edition,  couM  not  be 
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comprised  in  less  than  sixty  volumes,  making  more  than 
from  thirty  to  forty  thousand  closely  printed  octavo 
pag:es ! 

On  this  mass  of  writing  he  was  employed  from  the 
year  1649,  when  his  first  work  appeared,  till  near  the 
time  of  his  death,  in  1691,  a  period  of  forty-four  years. 
Had  he  been  chiefly  engaged  in  writing,  this  space  was 
amply  sufficient  to  have  enabled  him  to  produce  all  his 
works  with  ease.  But  it  must  be  recollected,  that  writing 
was  but  a  small  portion  of  his  occupation.  His  labors  as 
a  minister,  and  his  engagements  in  the  public  business^ 
of  his  times,  formed  his  cliief  employment  for  many  years, 
so  that  he  speaks  of  writing  but  as  a  kind  of  recreation 
from  more  severe  duties.  Nor  is  this  all  ;  his  state  of 
health  must  be  taken  into  consideration  in  every  estimate 
of  his  work.  A  man  more  diseased,  or  who  had  more  to 
contend  with  in  the  frame  of  his  body,  probably  never 
existed  in  the  same  circumstances.  He  was  a  constant 
martyr  to  sickness  and  pain,  so  that  how  he  found  it 
practicable  to  write  with  the  composure  with  which  he 
generally  did,  is  one  of  the  greatest  mysteries  in  his  his- 
tory. The  energy  of  his  mind  was  superior  to  any  dis- 
couragement ;  for  though  it  often  felt  the  burden  and  the 
clog  of  the  flesh,  it  never  gave  way  to  its  desire  of  ease,  or 
succumbed  under  the  pressure  of  its  infirmities.  He  fur- 
nishes an  illustrious  instance  of  what  may  be  done  by 
principle,  energy,  and  perseverance,  in  the  most  untoward 
and  discourao:ino:  circumstances. 


The  InMmence  of  the  Mihle. 

More  than  twelve  months  ago,  says  Dr.  Gregory  of  the 
Royal  Military  Academy,  in  an  address  before  a  Bible  So- 
ciety in  England,  I  went,  pursuant  to  the  request  of  a 
poor  but  benevolent  woman  in  my  neighboorhood,  to  visit 
an  indigent  man,  greatly  afflicted.  On  entering  the  cot- 
tage I  found  him  alone,  iiis  wife  having  gone  to  procure 
him  milk  from  a  kind  neighbor.  I  was  startled  at  the 
si<2:ht  of  a  pale  emaciated  man,  a  living  image  of  death, 
fastened  upriglit  in  his  chair  by  a  rude  mechanism  of 
cords  and  belts,  hanging  from  the  ceiling.     He  was  total 
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ly  unable  to  move  either  hand  or  foot ;  having  for  mort 
than  four  years,  been  entirely  deprived  of  the  use  of  his 
limbs,  yet  the  whole  time  suffering  extreme  anguish  from 
swellings  at  all  his  joints. 

As  soon  as  I  had  recovered  a  little  from  my  surprise  ai 
seeing  so  pitiable  an  object  I  asked,  "  are  you  left  alone, 
my  friend,  in  this  deplorable  situation?"  "No  sir,"  rephei,< 
he  in  a  touchingly  feeble  tone  of  mild  resignation,  (noth 
ing  but  his  lips  and  eyes  moving  while  he  spoke,)  "  I  an* 
not  alone  for  God  is  with  me,"  On  advancing,  1  soon 
found  the  secret  of  this  striking  declaration,  for  his  who 
had  left  on  his  knees,  propped  with  a  cushion  for  the  pur- 
pose, a  Bible  lying  open  at  a  favorite  portion  of  the  Psalm^t 
of  David,  I  sat  down  by  him,  and  conversed  with  hinx- 
On  ascertaining  that  he  had  but  a  small  weekly  allo^\  - 
ance  certain^  I  inquired  how  the  remainder  of  his  wanw 
were  supplied.  "Why  sir,"  said  he,  "'tis  true,  as  you  say. 
seven  shillings  a  week  would  never  support  us ;  hut 
when  it  is  gone,  I  rely  upon  the  promise  I  find  in  thi?. 
book,  "  Bread  shall  be  given  him,  and  his  water  shall  b^ 
sure."  I  asked  him  if  he  ever  felt  tempted  to  repine,  un- 
der the  pressure  of  so  long  continued  and  heavy  a  calami- 
ty. "Not  for  the  last  three  years,"  said  he  ;  "  blessed  bt? 
God  for  it !"  the  eye  of  faith  sparkling,  and  giving  life  to 
his  pallid  countenance,  while  he  made  the  declaration : — 
for  I  have  learned  in  this  book  in  whom  to  believe  ;  and 
though  I  am  aware  of  my  weakness  and  unworthiness,  1 
am  persuaded  that  he  will  never  leave  me  nor  forsake  me. 
And  so  it  is,  that  often,  when  my  lips  are  closed  with 
locked-jaw.  and  I  cannot  speak  to  the  glory  of  God,  he 
enables  me  to  sing  his  praise  in  my  heart." 

This  and  much  more,  did  I  hear  during  my  first  visit ; 
and  in  my  subsequent  visits,  (for  I  am  not  ashamed  to  say 
that  often,  for  my  own  benefit,  have  I  gone  to  the  cottage 
of  this  afflicted  man,)  I  generally  found  him  with  his 
Bible  on  his  knees,  and  uniformly  witnessed  the  like  res- 
io^nation  flowing^  from  the  blessing  of  God  upon  the  con- 
stant perusal  of  the  Holy  Scriptures.  He  died  with  a 
hope  full  of  immortality,  and  is  now  gone  to  the  yqs^I  that 
remaiiietJi  for  the  people  of  God.  And  gladly  would  I 
sink  into  the  obscurity  of  the  cottage,  gladly  would  I  lan- 
guish in  the  same  chiiir,  could  I  but  enjoy  the  same  un- 
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interrupted  communion  with  God,  be  always  filled  with 
the  same  strong  consolation,  and  always  behold,  with 
equal  vivid  perception  sparkling  before  me,  the  same  ce- 
lestial crown. 

What  I  would  ask,  what  but  the  heartfelt  influence  of  the 
truths  of  religion,  what  but  the  most  decided  faith  of  the 
Gospel,  could  enable  a  man  to  sustain  such  a  continuity 
of  affliction,  not  merely  with  tranquility,  but  with  thank- 
fulness ?  And  what  can  convince  an  individual  of  the 
utility,  nay,  the  duty,  of  distributing  Bibles  among  the 
indigent,  who  does  not  become  persuaded  by  such  an 
example  as  this  ? 


•^m  M&nest  Confession* 

The  following  remarks  of  a  Christian  Negro,  may  be 
considered  as  illustrating  the  effect  of  the  divine  law  upon 
the  conscience  of  the  sinner.  "Yesterday  morning,"  said 
he,  "when  you  preach,  you  show  me  that  the  law  be  our 
schoolmaster  to  bring  us  to  Christ.  You  talk  about  the 
ten  commandments.  You  begin  at  the  first,  and  me  say 
to  myself,  '  Me  guilty  !'  the  second:  'Me  guilty!'  the 
third  ;  '  Me  guilty  !'  the  fourth;  '  Me  guilty^!'  the  fifth  ; 
'  Me  guilty  ;'  then  you  say  the  sixth,  I  suppose  plenty 
people  live  here,  who  say, — 'Me  no  guilty  of  that !'  Me 
say  again  in  my  heart,  'Ah.  me  no  guilty  of  that !'  Did 
you  never  hate  any  person  ?  Did  you  never  wish  that 
such  a  person,  such  a  man  or  such  a  woman,  was  dead  ? 
Massa  you  talk  plenty  about  that ;  and  what  I  feel  that 
time  I  cannot  tell  you.  I  talk  in  my  heart,  and  say.  mc 
the  same  person.  My  heart  begin  to  beat — me  want  to 
cry — my  heart  heave  so  much,  me  don  t  know  what  to  do 
Massa,  me  think  me  kill  ten  people  before  breakfast  ?  I 
never  think  I  so  bad.  Afternoon,  you  talk  about  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  how  he  take  all  our  sins.  I  think  I 
stand  the  same  like  a  person  that  have  a  big  stone  upon 
him  head,  and  can't  walk — want  to  fall  down.  Oh  Mas- 
sa 1  I  have  trouble  too  much — I  no  sleep  all  night,  and 
wept  much.  I  hope  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  will  take  my 
sins  from  me !  suppose  he  no  sav^  me.  I  shall  go  to  hell 
ibr  ever." 
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Micharil  Maxter, 

xJuRiNG  Mr.  Baxter's  residence  in  Coventry,  he,  iii 
<.ompany  with  several  of  the  ejected  ministers  who  resided 
tiiere,  commenced  preaching  in  a  house,  by  the  side  of  a 
common,  not  many  miles  from  the  city.  The  time  of 
service  being  rather  early  in  the  morning,  Mr.  Baxter  set 
out  for  the  place  the  preceding  evening.  The  night  be- 
ing very  dark,  he  missed  his  way,  and  after  wandering 
about  for  a  considerable  time  he  espied  a  light,  on  a  rising 
ground,  at  a  considerable  distance  ;  to  which  he  imme- 
diately bent  his  steps.  On  his  Arrival,  he  found  that  it 
emanated  from  the  wmdow  of  a  gentleman's  house.  He 
called  and  begged  to  be  allowed  to  remain  until  mornino-j 
at  the  same  tmie  stating,  that  he  had  lost  his  way. 

The  servant  informed  his  master  that  a  person  of  very 
respectable  appearance  was  at  the  door,  and  wished  to  be 
accommodated  for  the  night.  The  gentleman  ordered  the 
servant  to  invite  him  in.  The  invitation  was  accepted  ; 
and  Mr.  Baxter  met  with  the  greatest  hospitality.  At 
supper,  the  gentleman  inquired  what  was  the  profession 
or  employment  of  his  guest.  Mr.  Baxter,  from  several 
things  spoken  by  his  host,  saw  it  necessary  to  be  upon 
his  guard,  and  replied — "I  am  a  man-catcher^  sir."  "A 
man-catcher,"  said  the  gentleman,  "  are  you  'I  You  are 
the  very  person  I  want.  I  am  justice  of  the  peace,  and 
am  determined  to  seize  upon  one  Dick  Baxter,  who  is 
expected  to  preach  at  a  neighboring  cottage  to-morrow 
morning,  and  you  shall  go  with  me,' and  I  doubt  not  we 
shall  easily  apprehend  the  rogue."  Mr.  Baxter  no  lono-er 
remained  ignorant  of  the  quality  of  his  host,  and  consent- 
ed to  accompany  him.  After  breakfast  the  next  morning, 
they  accordingly  set  out  in  the  magistrate's  carriage  for 
the  place.  When  they  arrived,  the  people  were  beginning 
to  assemble  outside  of  the  house  ;  but  no  Dick" Baxter 
made  his  appearance  to  preach.  The  justice  seemed  to 
be  considerably  disappointed  ;  and  said  to  his  companion, 
he  supposed  I^lr.  Baxter  had  been  apprised  of  his  design. 
and  would  not  fulfil  his  engagement.  After  waiting  "lor 
some  time  in  ardent  expecta'tion  for  the  approach  of  the 
non-conformist,  but  without  effect,  Mr.  Baxter  told  the 
rnagistrato  that  it  was  a  pity  for  so  many  people  to  bo 
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collected  together  on  the  Sabbath  morning,  too,  without 
something  iDeing  said  to  them  respecting  religion  ;  and 
hoped  he  would  deliver  a  short  address  to  them  on  the 
subject.  He  replied,  that  as  all  religions  services  should 
begin  with  prayer,  he  could  not  perform  that  duty,  not 
having  his  prayer-book-  in  his  pocket.  "However."  said 
the  gentleman,  "  I  am  persuaded  that  a  gentleman  of  your 
appearance  and  respectability  would  be  able  to  pray  with 
them,  as  well  as  to  talk  to  them.  I  beg,  therefore,  that 
you  will  be  so  good  as  to  begin  with  prayer."  After  a 
few  modest  refusals,  Mr.  Baxter  commenced  the  service 
with  a  prayer  at  once,  solemn  and  fervid,  for  which  he 
was  so  remarkable.  The  magistrate  soon  melted  into 
tears.  The  man  of  God  then  delivered  a  most  impressive 
sermon  ;  after  which,  the  magistrate  stepped  up  to  him 
and  said,  that  he  felt  truly  thankful  that  Baxter  had  not 
come,  for  he  had  never  heard  anything  that  so  much 
affected  him  in  the  whole  course  of  his  life.  Baxter  turn- 
ing round  to  him  with  a  pathos  not  to  be  imitated,  said : 
"  1  am  the  very  Dick  Baxter  of  whom  you  are  in  pursuit ; 
I  am  at  your  disposal."  But  the  justice  having  felt  so 
during  the  service, entirely  laid  aside  all  his  enmity;  and 
ever  afterwards  became  one  of  the  most  decided  friends 
of  the  nonconformist,  and  died,  it  is  believed,  a  decided 
Christian, 


The  True  l^^'ay  to  Quiet  Conscience. 

General  Burn,  in  recording  his  experience,  says — 
"  One  Lord's  day,  when  I  was  to  receive  the  sacrament, 
before  I  approached  that  sacred  ordinance,  my  conscience 
so  keenly  accused  me  on  account  of  this  beloved  idol 
(playing  at  cards)  that  I  hardly  knew  what  to  do  with 
myself  I  tried  to  pacify  it  by  a  renewal  of  all  my  reso- 
lutions, with  many  additions  and  amendments.  I  parleyed 
and  reasoned  the  matter  over  for  hours,  trying,  if  possible, 
to  come  to  some  terms  of  accommodation  ;  but  still  the 
obstinate  monitor  cried  out,  '  There's  an  Achan  in  the 
camp  ;  approach  the  table  of  the  Lord,  if  you  dare  !' 
Scared  at  the  threat,  and  yet  unwilling  to  part  with  my 
darling  lust,  I  became  like  one  possessed.     Restless  and 
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uneasy,  I  flew  out  of  the  house  to  vent  my  misery  with 
more  freedom  in  the  fields,  under  the  wide  canopy  of 
heaven.  Here  I  was  led  to  meditate  on  the  happiness  of 
the  righteous,  and  the  misery  of  the  wicked  in  a  luiure 
state.  The  importance  of  eternity  faUing  with  a  ponder- 
ous weight  upon  my  soul,  raised  such  a  vehement  imagi- 
nation against  the  accursed  thing  v\rithin,  that  crying  to 
God  for  help,  I  kneeled  down  under  a  hedge,  and  takinii: 
heaven  and  earth  to  witness,  wrote  on  a  piece  of  paper 
with  my  pencil  a  solemn  vow,  that  1  never  would  play 
at  cards,  on  any  pretence  whatsoever,  so  long  as  I  lived. 
No  sooner  had  I  put  my  name  to  that  solemn  vow,  than 
I  felt  myself  another  creature.  Sorrow  took  wing  and 
flev,^  away,  and  a  delightful  peace  succeeded.  The  in- 
tolerable burden  being  removed  from  my  mind,  I  ap- 
proached the  sacred  table  of  the  Lord  with  an  unusual 
degree  of  pleasure  and  delight.  This  was  not  my  only 
idol.  1  had  many  others  to  contend  with.  But  while  1 
was  endeavoring  to  heal  my  wounded  soul  in  one  place, 
ere  I  was  aware  sin  broke  out  in  another." 


«/f  Thrillimg  Exordiwim. 

In  a  sea-port  town,  on  the  west  coast  of  England,  some 
years  ago,  there  was  notice  given  of  a  sermon  to  be 
preached  one  Sunday  evening,  in  a  dissenting  chapel. 
The  preacher  was  a  man  of  great  celebrity  in  his  calling  ^ 
and  that  circumstance,  together  with  the  pious  object  of 
the  discourse — to  enforce  the  duty  of  the  strict  observance 
of  the  Sabbath — attracted  an  overflowing  audience.  After 
the  usual  prefatory  prayer  and  hymn  of  praise,  the  preacher 
gave  out  the  text,  and  was  about  to  proceed  with  his  ser- 
mon, when  he  suddenly  paused,  leaned  his  head  on  the 
pulpit,  and  remained  silent  for  a  few  moments.  It  was 
imagined  that  he  had  become  indisposed  ;  but  he  soon 
recovered  himself,  and  addressing  the  congregation,  said, 
tjiat  before  entering  upon  his  discourse,  he  begged  to  nar- 
rate to  them  a  short  anecdote.  "  It  is  now  exactly  fifteen 
years,"  said  he,  ''  since  I  was  last  in  this  place  of  worship  ; 
and  the  occasion  was,  as  many  here  may  probably  remetn- 
Der,  the  very  same  which  has  now  brought  us  together. 
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Among  those  who  came  thither  that  evening  were  three, 
dissolute  young  men,  who  came  not  only  with  the  intent 
of  insulting  and  mocking  the  venerable  pastor,  but  even 
with  stones  in  their  pockets  to  throw  at  him,  as  he  stood 
in  his  pulpit.  Accordingly  they  had  not  listened  long  to 
the  discourse,  when  one  of  them  said  impatiently,  '  Why 
need  we  listen  any  longer  to  the  blockhead  ?  throw  !'  but 
the  second  stopped  him,  saying,  '  Let  us  first  see  what  he 
makes  of  this  point.'  The  curiosity  of  the  latter  was  no 
sooner  satisfied,  than  he  said,  '  Ay,  it  is  only  as  I  expect- 
ed, throw,  now  !'  But  here  the  third  interposed,  and  said, 
'  it  would  be  better  altogether  to  give  up  the  design  which 
had  brought  them  there.'  At  this  remark,  his  two  asso- 
ciates took  offence,  and  left  the  church,  while  he  himself 
remained  to  the  end.  Now,  mark,  my  brethren,  con- 
tinued the  preacher,  with  much  emotion,  what  were  after- 
wards the  several  fates  of  these  young  men  ?  The  first 
was  hanged  many  years  ago  at  Tyburn,  for  the  crime  of 
forgery  ;  the  second  is  now  lying  under  sentence  of  death, 
for  murder  in  the  jail  of  this  city.  The  third,  my  bre- 
thren,"— and  the  speakers  agitation  here  became  excessive 
while  he  paused,  and  wiped  the  large  drops  from  his 
brow — "  the  third,  my  brethren,  is  he  ivho  is  now  about 
to  address  you. — Listen  to  him.'^ 


ml  Ctire  tor  WueUmg* 


"  It  was  in  one  of  the  Prussian  Campaigns,"  says  Harte, 
in  his  life  of  Gustavus  Adolphus,  king  of  Sweeden,  "that 
the  irrational  practice  of  duelhng  rose  to  such  a  height  in 
the  Sweedish  army,  not  only  among  persons  of  rank  and 
fashion,  but  even  between  the  common  soldiers,  that  Gus- 
tavus published  a  severe  edict,  denouncing  death  against 
every  delinquent.  Soon  after  there  arose  a  quarrel  be- 
tween two  officers  very  high  in  command,  and  as  they 
knew  the  king's  firmness  in  preserving  his  word  inviola- 
ble, they  agreed  to  request  an  audience,  and  besought  his 
permission  to  decide  the  affair  like  men  of  honor.  His 
majesty  repressed  his  passion,  and  under  the  appearance 
of  pitying  brave  men  who  thought  their  reputation  injur- 
ed, he  told  them  that  though  he  blamed  much  their  mis- 
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taken  notions  of  fame  and  glory,  37-et  as  this  unreasonable 
detei  mination  appeared  to  be  the  result  of  deliberate  re- 
dection,  lie  would  allow  them  to  decide  the  affair  at  a 
time  and  place  speciiied  :  "  And,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  I 
myself  will  be  a  witness  of  your  extraordinary  valor."  At 
the  hour  appointed,  Gustavus  arrived,  accompanied  with 
a  small  body  of  infantry,  whom  he  drew  up  around  the 
combatants.  Having  done  this,  he  desired  them  to  fight 
on  till  one  of  them  should  be  killed,  and  calling  the  exe- 
cutioner of  the  army  to  him,  he  ordered  him  the  moment 
one  should  fall,  to  be  ready  instantly  to  behead  the  survi- 
vor. Astonished  at  such  inflexible  firmness,  the  two  gen- 
erals, after  pausing  a  momont,  fell  upon  their  knees,  and 
asked  the  king's  forgiveness,  who  made  them  embrace 
each  other,  and  give  their  promise  to  continue  faithful 
friends  to  their  last  moments :  as  they  both  did  with  sin- 
cerity and  thankfulness. 


The  Christlmi  Mnfe. 

A  MARRIED  woman  who  was  called  effectually  by  Di- 
vine grace,  and  became  an  exemplary  Christian,  had  a 
husband  who  was  a  lover  of  pleasure  and  of  sin.  When 
spending  an  evening,  as  usual,  with  his  companions,  at  a 
tavern,  the  conversation  happened  to  turn  on  the  excel- 
lencies and  faults  of  their  wives.  The  husband  jnst  men- 
tioned gave  the  highest  encomiums  of  his  wife,  saying  she 
was  all  that  was  excellent,  only  she  was  a  Methodist. 
'•  Notwithstanding  which,"  sa,id  he,  ''such  is  her  com- 
mand of  her  temper,  that  were  I  to  take  you,  gentlemen, 
home  with  me  at  midnight,  and  order  her  to  rise  and  get 
you  a  supper,  she  would  be  all  submission  and  cheerful- 
ness." The  company  looked  upon  this  merely  as  a  boast, 
and  dared  him  to  make  the  experiment  by  a  considerable 
wager.  The  bargain  was  made,  and  about  midnight  the 
company  adjourned,  as  proposed.  Being  admitted, 
»^  Where  is  your  mistress  ?"  said  the  husband  to  the  maid 
servant  who  sat  up  for  him.  "  She  is  gone  to  bed,  sir." 
"  Call  her  up,"  said  he.  "  Tell  her  I  have  brought  some 
friends  home  with  me,  and  desire  she  would  get  up  and 
prepare  them  a  supper." 
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The  good  woman  o1)oyed  the  unreasonable  summons; 
dressed,  came  down,  and  received  the  company  with  per- 
fect civihty  ;  told  them  that  she  happened  to  have  some 
chickens  ready  for  the  spit,  and  that  supper  would  begot 
as  soon  as  possible.  The  supper  was  accordingly  served 
up,  when  she  performed  the  honors  of  the  table,  with  as 
much  cheerfulness  as  if  she  had  expected  conjpany  at  the 
proper  season.  After  supper  the  guests  could  not  refrain 
from  expressing  their  astonislmient.  One  of  them  partic- 
ularly; more  sober  than  the  rest,  thus  addressed  himself  to 
the  lady  :  "  Madam,"  said  he,  "  your  civility  fills  us  all 
with  surprise.  Our  unreasonable  visit  is  in  consequence 
of  a  wager,  which  we  have  certainly  lost.  As  you  are  a 
very  religious  person  and  cannot  approve  of  our  conduct; 
^ive  me  leave  to  ask,  what  can  possible  induce  3^ou  to  be- 
have with  so  much  kindness  to  us?"  "Sir,"  replied  she. 
''  when  I  married,  my  husband  and  myself  were  both  in  a 
carnal  state.  It  has  pleased  God  to  call  me  out  of  that 
dangerous  condition.  My  husband  contiues  in  it,  he  must 
be  miserable  forever.  I  think  it,  therefore,  my  duty  to 
render  his  present  existence  as  comfortable  as  possible." 
This  wise  and  faithful  reply,  affected  the  whole  company. 
It  made  a  deep  impression  on  the  husband's  mind.  "  Do 
you,  my  dear,"  said  he,  "  really  think  I  should  be  eternal- 
ly miserable  ?  I  thank  you  for  the  warning ;  by  the 
grace  of  God,  I  will  change  my  conduct."  From  that 
time  he  became  another  man,  a  serious  Christian  and 
consequently  a  good  husband.  Likewise,  ye  wives,  be  in 
subjection  to  your  own  husbands ;  that  if  any  obey  not 
the  word,  they  also  may  without  the  word  be  won  by  the 
conversation  of  the  wives. 


The  Jflother  of  Marou  Ctwicr. 

In  Mr.  Lee's  memoirs  of  this  eminent  naturalist,  is  the 
subjoined  testimony,  to  the  influence  and  care  of  liis 
mother. 

The  cares  of  his  excellent  mother,  during  the  extreme 
delicacy  of  his  health,  left  an  impression  on  M.  Cuvier, 
which  was  never  effaced,  even  in  his  latest  years,  and 
amid  the  absorbing  occupations  of  his  active  life.     He 
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cherished  every  circumstance  connected  with  her  memO' 
ry;  he  loved  to  recall  her  kindness,  and  to  dwell  upon  ob- 
jects, however  trifling,  which  remmded  him  of  her. 
Among  other  things,  he  delighted  in  being  surrounded  by 
the  flower  she  had  preferred,  and  v^hoever  placed  a  bou- 
quet of  red  stocks  in  his  study  or  his  room,  was  sure  to 
be  rewarded  by  his  most  aflfectionate  thanks  for  bringing 
him  what  he  called  "the  favorite  flower."  But  this  well 
judging  parent  did  not  confine  her  cares  to  his  health 
alone;  she  devoted  herself  equally  to  the  formation  of  his 
mind,  and  was  another  proof  of  the  influence  that  a  m.oth- 
er's  early  attentions  frequently  shed  over  the  future  career 
of  her  son.  She  guided  him  in  his  religious  duties,  taught 
him  to  read  fluently  at  the  age  of  four  years,  took  him 
every  morning  to  an  elementary  school,  and  althongh 
herself  ignorant  of  Latin,  so  scrupulously  made  him  re- 
peat his  lessons  to  her,  that  he  was  always  better  prepared 
with  his  tasks  than  any  other  boy  at  the  school.  She 
made  him  draw  under  her  own  inspection  ;  and  by  con- 
stantly furnishing  him  with  the  best  works  on  history 
and  general  literature,  nurtured  that  passion  for  reading, 
that  ardent  desire  for  knowledge,  which  became  the  prin- 
cipal spring  of  his  intellectual  existence. 


The  Complaint  of  the  I0ying  ITear, 

An  Allegory — by  Jane  Taylor. 

Reclining  on  a  couch  of  fallen  trees,  wrapped  in  a 
iieecy  mantle,  v/ith  withered  limbs,  hoarse  voice,  and 
snowy  beard,  appears  a  venerable  old  man.  His  pulse 
beats  feebly,  his  breath  becomes  shorter ;  he  exhibits  eve- 
ry mark  of  approaching  dissolution.  This  is  old  Eig-h- 
teen  hundred  and  thirty-three,  and  as  every  class  of  readers 
must  remember  him  as  a  young  man,  rosy  and  blithsome 
as  themselves,  they  will  perhaps  feel  interested  in  hearing 
some  of  his  dying  expressions,  with  a  tew  particulars  of 
his  past  life.  His  existence  is  still  likely  to  be  prolonged 
a  few  days  by  the  presence  of  his  daughter  December,  the 
last  and  sole  survivor  of  his  twelve  fair  children.  But  it 
is  thought  the  father  and  daughter  will  expire  together. 
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The  following  are  some  of  the  expressions  which  have 
been  taken  down  as  they  fell  from  his  dying  lips  : 

"  I  am,"  said  he,  "  the  son  of  old  father  time,  and  the 
last  of  a  numerous  progeny;  for  he  has  had  no  less  than 
five  thousand  eight  hundred  and  thirty-three  of  us  ;  but 
it  has  ever  been  his  fate  to  see  one  child  expire  before 
another  was  born.  It  is  the  opinion  of  some,  that  his 
own  constitution  is  beginning  to  break  up,  and  that  when 
he  has  produced  a  himdred  or  two  more  of  us,  his  family 
will  be  complete,  and  then  he  himself  will  be  no  more.'^ 

Here  the  old  year  called  for  his  account  book,  and  turn- 
ed over  the  pages  with  a  sorrowful  eye.  He  has  kept,  it 
appears,  an  accurate  account  of  the  moments,  minutes, 
hours  and  seconds,  which  he  has  issued;  and  subjoined, 
in  some  places,  memoranda  of  the  uses  to  which  they 
have  been  applied,  and  of  the  losses  he  has  sustained. 
These  particulars  it  would  be  tedious  to  detail,  and  per- 
liaps  the  recollection  of  the  reader  may  furnish  them  as 
well  or  better.  But  we  must  notice  one  circumstance. 
Upon  turning  to  a  certain  page  in  'his  accounts,  the  old 
man  was  much  affected,  and  the  tears  streamed  down  his 
furrowed  cheek  as  he  examined  it.  This  was  the  account 
of  the  fifty  Sundays  which  he  had  issued  :  and  which,  of 
all  the  wealth  he  had  to  dispose  of,  has  been,  it  appears, 
the  most  scandalously  wasted.  "  These,"  said  he,  "  were 
my  most  precious  gifts.  I  had  but  fifty-two  of  them  to 
bestow.  Alas!  how  lightly  have  they  been  esteemed  !" 
t'  ipon  referring  to  some  old  memoranda,  he  found  a 
Ic  list  of  vows  and  resolutions,  which  had  a  particu- 
lar reference  to  these  fifty-two  Sundays.  This,  with  a 
mingled  emotion  of  grief  and  anger,  he  tore  into  a  hun- 
dred pieces,  and  threw  them  on  the  embers,  by  whiclrhe 
was  endeavoring  to  warm  his  shi'/ering  limbs. 

"  I  feel,  however,"  said  he,  "  more  pity  than  indignation 
towards  these  offenders,  since  they  were  far  greater  ene- 
mies to  themselves  than  to  me.  But  there  are  a  few  outra- 
geous ones  by  whom  J  have  been  defrauded  of  so  much 
of  my  substance,  that  it  is  difficult  to  think  of  them  with 
patience  ;  particularly  that  notorious  thief,  Procrastination, 
of  whom  every  person  has  heard,  and  who  is  well  known 
to  have  wronged  my  venerable  father  of  much  of  my 
property.      Tliere  are  a^so  three  noted  ruffians,  Sleep, 
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Sloth,  and  Pleasure,  from  whom  I  have  suffered  much : 
besides  a  certain  busy  body  called  Dress,  who,  under  pre- 
tence of  making  the  most  of  me,  and  taking  great  care  of 
me,  steals  away  more  of  my  gifts  than  any  two  of  them. 

"As  for  me.  all  must  acknowledge  that  I  haveperform- 
f^d  my  part  towards  my  friends  and  foes.  I  have  fulfilled 
m.y  utmost  promises,  and  been  more  bountiful  than  many 
of  my  predecessors.  My  twelve  fair  cliildren  have,  each 
in  their  turn  aided  my  exertions  :  and  their  various  tastes 
and  dispositions  have  all  conduced  to  the  general  good. 
Mild  February,  who  sprinkled  the  naked  boughs  with 
delicate  buds,  and  brought  her  wonted  offering  of  early 
flowers,  was  not  of  more  essential  use  than  that  rude  blus- 
tering brag,  March,  who,  though  violent  in  his  temper, 
w^as  well  intentioned  and  useful.  April,  a  gentle,  tender 
hearted  girl,  wept  for  her  loss,  yet  cheered  me  with  many 
a  smile. 

"  May  came  crowned  with  roses,  and  sparkling  in  sun- 
beams, and  laid  up  a  store  of  costly  ornaments  for  her 
]  hixuriant  successors  ;  but  I  cannot  stop  to  enumerate  the 
good  qualities  and  graces  of  all  my  children.  You,  my 
poor  December,  dark  in  your  complexion,  and  cold  in 
your  temper,  greatly  resemble  my  first-born,  January, 
with  this  difference,  that  he  was  most  prone  to  anticipa- 
tion, and  you  to  reflection. 

"  If  there  should  be  any  who  upon  hearing  my  dying 
lamentation,  may  feel  regret  that  they  have  not  treated  me 
more  kindly,  I  would  beg  leave  to  hint,  that  it  is  i  "^eir 
power  to  make  some  compensation  for  their  past  t  .uct 
by  rendering  me  service  during  my  few  rem.aining  days. 
Let  them  testify  the  sincerity  of  their  sorrow  by  an  imme- 
diate alteration  in  their  behavior.  It  would  give  me  par- 
ticular pleasure  to  see  my  only  surviving  child  treated 
with  respect ;  let  no  one  slight  her  offerings,  she  has  a 
considerable  part  of  my  property  still  to  dispose  of,  which, 
if  well  employed,  will  turn  to  good  account.  Not  to  men- 
tion the  rest,  there  are  two  precious  Sundays  yet  in  her 
gift ;  it  w^ould  clieer  my  last  moments  to  know  that  these 
had  been  better  prized  than  those  which  are  gone.  It  is 
very  likely  that  at  least  afler  my  decease,  many  may  re- 
flect upon  themselves  for  their  misconduct  tov/ards  me ; 
to  such   I  would  leave  it  as  my  dying  injunction,  not  to 
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waste  time  in  unavailing  regret ;  all  their  wishes  and  re- 
pentance Avill  not  recall  me  to  life.  1  shall  never,  never 
return  !  1  would  rather  earnestly  recommend  that  they 
regard  my  youthful  successor  whose  appearance  is  shortly 
expected.  I  cannot  hope  to  survive  long  enough  to  in- 
troduce him :  but  I  would  fain  hope  that  he  will  meet 
with  a  favorable  reception,  and  that,  in  addition  to  the 
flattering  honors  which  greeted  my  birth,  and  instead  of 
the  fair  promises  which  deceived  my  hope,  more  diligent 
exertions  and  more  persevering  efforts  may  be  expected. 
Let  it  be  remembered  that  one  honest  endeavor  is  worth 
ten  fair  promises." 

Having  thus  spoken,  the  Old  Year  fell  back  on  his 
couch,  nearly  exhausted,  trembling  so  violently,  as  .o 
shake  the  last  shower  of  yellow  leaves  from  his  canopy. 
Let  us  all  haste  to  testify  our  gratitude  for  his  services, 
and  repentance  for  the  abuse  of  them,  by  improving  the 
remaining  days  of  his  existence,  and  by  remembering  the 
solemn  promises  we  made  him  in  his  youth. 


How  swiftly  pass  our  years  ! 

How  soon  their  night  comes  on ; 
A  train  of  hopes  and  fears, 

And  human  life  is  gone  ! 
See,  the  fair  summer  now  is  past ; 

The  foliage  late  that  clad  the  trees 
Stript  by  their  equinoctial  blast, 

Falls,  like  the  dew-drops  on  the  breeze. 

Cold  winter  hastens  on, 

Fair  nature  feels  his  grasp  ; 
Weeps  over  all  her  beauties  gone, 

And  sighs  their  glory  past. 
So  life,  thy  summer  soon  will  end. 

Thine  autumn  too  will  quick  decay. 
And  winter  come,  when  thou  shah  bend 

Within  the  tomb  to  mould  away. 
But  summer  will  return. 

In  all  her  beauties  dressed  ! 
Nature  shall  yet  rejoice  again, 

And  be  by  man  caressed. 

But,  ah !  life's  summer  passed  away, 

Can  never,  never  hope  return  ! 
Cold  winter  comes  ;  with  cheerless  ray 

To  beam  upon  its  dreary  urn  ! 
Then  may  we  daily  seek 

A  mansion  in  the  skies, 
Where  summers  never  cease, 

And  glory  never  dies  ! 
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There  an  eternal  sprino  sliall  bloom, 

With  joys  as  vast  as  angel's  powers  ! 
And  thrice  ten  thousand  harps  in  tune 

Shall  praise  the  love  that  made  it  ours. 


The  poor  Irish  Girl, 

A  POOR  Irish  girl  came  to  this  coLmtr^?-  some  time  since 
for  the  purpose,  as  she  said,  of  seekino;  a  home  for  herself 
and  parents  in  this  happy  land.  Her  parents  were  ex- 
tremely poor  in  Ireland,  and  she  was  resolved,  if  possible, 
to  obtain  by  her  labor  as  a  domestic,  the  means  of  bring- 
mg  them  here  also.  She  resided  in  a  town  in  New-Eng- 
land, in  a  pions  family,  and  became  deeply  interested  in 
religion  and  a  lover  of  her  Bible.  When  Mr.  Shepard 
came  to  that  town  on  his  agency,  this  poor  girl  went  to 
him  and  placed  in  his  hands  fifty  cents  to  be  appropriated 
to  the  objects  of  the  Bible  Society.  On  hearino-  her  sim- 
ple story,  he  at  first  declined  taking  the  sum — but  she  in- 
sisted upon  it,  saying  that  although  she  was  laying  by  her 
carninsfs  for  her  dear  parents,  yet  she  thought  she  must 
spare  from  them  this  small  sum,  that  she  might  do  some- 
thing towards  giving  the  Bible  to  the  poor  people  of  Ire- 
land. A  gentleman  of  benevolent  feelings,  hearing  of 
this  personal  sacrifice,  sent  hex  fifty  dollars^  and  she  was 
enabled  immediately  to  send  for  her  parents ;  and  they 
are  now  living  with  her  at  a  happy  and  comfortable  home 
in  New-England,  where  she  was  residing. 


Effect  of  a  tJflother's  Prayer  upon  her  CMl- 
drem* 

Not  long  since,  a  pious  mother  of  my  acquaintance, 
who  is  in  the  habit  of  singing  and  praying  with  her  chil- 
dren, called  her  three  little  sons  around  the  domestic  altar. 
After  singing  a  hymn  suited  to  the  occasion,  she  bowed 
the  knee  before  the  Lord.  She  felt  deeply  impressed  witli 
a  sense  of  the  divine  presence,  and  an  unusual  degree  of 
solemnity  filled  her  soul ;  while  her  fervent  desires,  min- 
gled with  grateful  thanksgivings,  ascended  to  a  throne  of 
grace.     While  supplicating  the  blessing  of  God  to  rest 
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upon  herself  and  friends,  she  remembered  that  she  was  a 
mMher — she  prayed  for  herdarhng  sons. 

After  recountino;  over  the  goodness  of  God  towards 
then),  through  the  past  day  in  sparing  their  hves,  preserv- 
ing them  in  health,  bestowing  upon  them  food  and  cloth- 
ing, and  all  things  necessary  lor  their  comfort,  she  besought 
the  Lord  in  the  most  tender  and  importunate  manner  to 
pardon  them,  if  they  had  sinned  by  disobedience  throuii^h 
the  day  :  adding,  in  language  suited  to  their  years,  thatif 
they  had,  while  absent  from  her,  sinned  against  the  Lord 
by  disobeying  any  of  her  reasonable  commands,  the  Lord 
knew  it,  for,  altliough  hidden  from  her  view,  his  eye  had 
been  upon  them. 

The  prayer  was  ended — the  mother  rose  from  her  knees 
— at  that  moment  the  youngest  son,  aged  about  seven 
years,  began  to  weep  immoderately — the  children  all  wept. 
Their  mother  having  used  no  language  to  excite  fear  in 
their  minds,  and  not  being  conscious  of  any  previous  ef- 
fect produced  by  prayer,  was  unacquainted  with  the  cause 
of  their  weeping.  She  called  the  youngest  of  the  rhreo 
to  her  side  ;  and  inquired  why  he  wept  thus  bitterly  She 
mqiiired  again,  "What  makes  my  little  son  weep  so?" 
"Mother,"   he  replied,   while  he  continued  to  weep,   "I 

have  been  disobedient  to-day ;  I  went  into  Mr.  L 's 

house  without  asking  your  permission,  and  was  in  com- 
pany with  a  boy  who  used  bad  words."  And  he  could 
not  be  pacified  until  frequently  assured  by  his  mother, 
that  if  he  repented  of  his  faults,  the  Lord  would  pardon 
him.  The  second  son  then,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  remark- 
ed to  his  mother,  that  when  absent  from  her,  he  remem- 
bered her  instructions,  and  he  intended  to  be  an  obedient 
good  boy.  ^i'he  oldest  also  weeping,  confessed  that  he 
had  disobeyed  and  offended  his  mother,  was  sorry  for  it, 
and  wished  to  be  a  better  boy.  There  seemed  to  be  a  re- 
ality in  their  penitence — their  hearts  were  affected,  and 
their  confessions  were  uncalled  for.  Now  may  I  be  al- 
owed  to  inquire,  what  produced  this  effect?  What  caus- 
ed these  children  to  confess  faults  which,  till  then,  were 
entirely  unknown  to  the  mother?  Was  it  the  simple 
language  of  the  mother's  prayer?  or  was  it  not  a  con- 
sciousness in  them  that  they  had  done  wrong,  while  (he 
eye  of  t'.ie  heiirt-searching  Jehovah  had  been  readujg  tli^ 
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thoughts  and  intentions  of  their  hearts?  Ye  christian 
mothers  !  who  have  precious  souls  committed  to  your  care, 
be  encouraged  by  the  narration  of  these  simple  facts,  to 
go  and  do  likewise. 


Mr.  Flavel,  on  one  occasion,  preached  from  the  fol- 
lowing passage — "  If  any  man  love  not  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ"^  let  him  be  Anathema  maranatha."  The  discourse 
was  unusually  solemn,  particularly  the  explanation  of  the 
words  Anathema  7?iaranatha — -'cursed  with  a  curse, 
cursed  of  God  with  a  bitter  and  grievous  curse."  At  the 
conclusion  of  the  service,  when  Mr.  Flavel  arose  to  pro- 
nounce the  benediction,  he  paused,  and  said,  "How  shall 
I  bless  this  whole  assembly,  when  every  person  in  it,  who 
loveth  not  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  is  Anathema  maranatha?" 
The  solemnity  of  this  address  affected  the  audience  ;  and 
one  gentleman,  a  person  of  rank,  was  so  overcome  by  his 
leeliiigs,  that  he  fell  senseless  to  the  floor.  In  the  congre- 
gation was  a  lad  named  Luke  Short,  then  about  fifteen 
years  old,  and  a  native  of  Dartmoutli.  Soon  after  he  went 
to  America,  where  he  passed  the  rest  of  his  life,  first  at 
Marblehead,  and  afterwards  at  Middleborough,  Massachu- 
setts. Mr.  Short's  life  was  lengthened  much  beyond  the 
usual  time.  When  an  hundred  years  old,  he  had  sufii- 
cient  strength  to  work  on  his  farm,  and  his  mental  facul- 
ties were  very  little  impaired.  Hitherto  he  had  lived  in 
carelessness  and  sin  ;  he  was  now,  "  a  sinnner  an  hundred 
years  old,"  and  apparently  ready  to  "  die  accursed."  But 
one  day  as  he  sat  in  the  field,  he  busied  himself  in  reflect- 
ing on  his  past  life.  Recurring  to  the  events  of  his  youth, 
his  memory  fixed  upon  Mr.  Flavel's  discourse  above  allu- 
ded to,  a  considerable  part  of  which  he  was  able  to  recol- 
lect. The  aflectionate  earnestness  of  the  preacher's  man- 
ner, the  important  truths  he  delivered,  and  the  effects 
produced  on  the  congregation,  were  brouf^ht  fresh  to  his 
rnmd.  The  blessing  of  God  accompanied  his  meditation ; 
ho  felt  that  he  had  riot  '•  loved  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ ;" 
he  feared  the  dreadful  "anathenja;"  conviction  was  fol- 
lowed by  repentance,  and  at  length  this  aged  sinner  ob- 
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tained  peace  through  the  blood  of  atonement,  and  was 
"found  in  the  way  of  righteousness."  He  joined  the 
Congregational  Qhurch  in  Middleborough,  and  to  the  day 
of  his  death,  which  took  place  in  his  one  hundred  and 
sixteenth  year^  gave  pleasing  evidences  of  piety. 

On  reading  the  foregoing,  the  author  was  forcibly  re- 
minded of  the  words  of  the'  divine  Watts  : — 

Though  seed  lie  buried  long  in  dust, 
It  can't  deceive  our  hope  ; 
The  precious  grain  can  ne'er  be  lost, 
For  grace  ensures  the  cup. 


•MTecting  Incident, 


The  following  affecting  incident  shows  that  the  reli- 
gion of  the  Bible  rests  its  evidence  as  much  upon  the  tes- 
timony of  tlie  hearty  as  upon  the  dictates  of  the  under- 
standing. The  wise  may  reason,  the  skeptic  may  doubt, 
and  the  infidel  may  scoff,  and  each  respectively  may 
plume  himself  upon  his  fancied  superiority  of  understand- 
ing and  keenness  of  mental  acumen ;  yet  the  pride  of 
reasoning  is  laid  prostrate  in  the  dust  before  the  unsophis- 
ticated workings  of  the  feeling  heart.  The  adaptation  of 
the  system  of  truth  revealed  by  the  gospel  to  the  other- 
wise unsatisfied  cravings  of  our  fallen  humanity,  is  often 
felt  by  him,  whose  mental  faculties  may  be  altogether  in- 
capable of  pursuing  the  shortest  train  of  reasoning,  or  of 
comparing  a  few  very  simple  ideas.  Thus  does  God 
choose  "  the  foolish  things  of  this  world  to  confound  the 
things  that  are  wise." 

The  incident  occurred  at  the  farm  of  Abingdon,  in  the 
parish  of  Crawford- John,  Scotland,  and  must  have  been 
well  nigh  a  century  from  the  present  day.  It  was  then 
as  it  is  in  a  greater  or  less  degree,  still  the  practice  among 
the  farmers  occasionally  to  lodge  the  way-faring  poor, 
and  as  the  farmer's  accommodation  is  frequently  but 
small,  and  the  characters  of  such  random  guests  some- 
times doubtful,  they  are  furnished  with  blankets  and 
straw  in  some  of  the  adjacent  houses,  where,  neverthe- 
less, they  are  very  comfortably  sheltered.  It  was  in  the 
practice  of  this  species  of  generous  hospitality  that  tb^ 
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character  of  the  humble  subject  of  it   was  revealed  to 
view. 

Says  the  narrator  to  his  brother,  "  1  remember  an  anec- 
dote of  my  mother's,  which  Sir  Walter  Scott  would  have 
valued:— A  poor  wandering  simpleton,  or  idiot,  came  to 
her  father's  house  one  winter  evening,  and  sat  by  the 
kitchen  fire.  It  was  soon  noticed  that  he  was  unwell. 
On  being  asked  '  what  ailed  him  V  his  reply  was,  '  I'm 
unco  cauld.'  After  giving  him  warm  gruel,  he  was  put 
to  a  comfortable  bed  in  the  kiln.  At  a  late  hour,  one  of 
the  maid  servants  came  in,  saying,  '  the  poor  thing  in  the 
kiln  was  muttering  and  speaking  to  himself  My  mother 
and  others  went  to  listen,  when  they  distinctly  overheard 
him  repeating  over  and  over  again,  the  following  bit  of 
rhyme : 

'  Three  o'  Ane, 

And  Ane  o'  Three  : 
And  Ane  o'  Three 
Will  save  me.' 

The  next  morning  dawned,  but  the  soul  of  the  poor 
wanderer  had  gone  to  the  bosom  of  that  '  Ane  o'  Three,' 
whose  mercy  he  had  so  affectingly  supplicated.''  "  My 
mother,"  the  relator  adds,  "  could  not  relate  the  anecdote 
with  dry  eyes." 

Is  there  not  in  the  simple  language  of  this  poor  wan- 
derer, the  distinct  recognition  of  the  doctrine  of  the  Trini- 
ty, and  of  the  mediatorial  work  of  the  Savior,  together 
with  his  divinity,  as  that  "  Ane  o'  Three"  to  whom  the 
unsophisticated  soul  committed  itself,  in  full  confidence, 
that,  in  its  own  appropriating  language,  "  he  will  save 
me  ?"  Such  a  testimony — the  testimony  of  the  heart  is 
worth  a  thousand  arguments  put  forth  in  the  pride  of 
reasoning,  and  addressed  exclusively  to  the  understand- 
ing. It  affectingly  reminds  us  of  the  Savior's  striking 
language,  "  I  thank  thee,  O  Father,  Lord  of  heaven  and 
earth,  because  thou  hast  hid  these  things  from  the  wise 
cind  prudent,  and  hast  revealed  them  unto  babes.  Even 
so,  Father ;  for  so  it  seemeth  good  in  thy  sight.'' 
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The  Mlmd  Boy. 

Sevrn  children  gathered  around  the  board  of  Wilham 
Halleck  ;  and  though  poverty  lay  like  a  dark  mist  on  his 
prospects,  and  sometimes  pressed  heavily  on  his  heart 
yet  the  hardy  and  pious  farmer  toiled  patiently  along  the 
thorny  path  he  found  marked  out  for  him.  Death  had 
never  entered  his  doors;  but  sickness  had  come  often, 
with  fatigue,  expense,  anxiety,  and  sorrow  in  her  train  : 
and  beneath  his  roof  dwelt  one  beinir,  at  once  a  living 
joy  and  a  living  sorrow.  His  fourth  cliild  was  a  beauti- 
ful boy  ;  but  God  had  shut  out  from  his  mind  the  percep- 
tion of  all  visible  loveliness.  Henry  was  born  blind. 
The  hearts  of  the  parents  were  troubled  when  the  terri- 
ble suspicion  first  came  upon  their  minds,  that  the  fair 
infant  on  whom  they  gazed,  lay  in  a  world  of  darkness. 

Many  and  various  were  the  experiments  they  tried  to 
ascertain  the  truth,  and  it  was  long  after  every  friend 
and  neighbor  that  looked  upon  the  child  had  expressed 
his  melancholy  conviction,  ere  the  father  and  mother 
would  shut  their  hearts  against  all  hope.  But  the  boy 
grew  and  strengthened  ;  his  little  limbs  became  active ; 
he  stood  by  his  mother's  knee ;  he  grasped  her  hand,  and 
walked  totterinsf  at  her  side  ;  lansruao^e  came  in  due  sea- 

o  Joe? 

son  to  his  tongue,  and  his  artless  prattle  and  happy  laugh 
were  the  loudest  and  the  liveliest  in  the  house.  Yet 
vision  was  still  wanting,  and  the  house  and  all  it  con- 
tained, even  the  faces  of  those  he  best  loved,  were  shut 
from  his  gaze.  He  was  born  to  be  a  poor,  useless,  lielp- 
less  blind  boy ;  and  the  hearts  of  his  friends  sometimes 
ached  to  the  core,  as  they  looked  on  his  blooming  cheek 
and  sightless  eyes,  and  thought  of  the  future. 

But  the  voice  of  complaint  was  a  sound  unknown  be- 
neath the  roof  of  William  Halleck,  and  the  hymn  of 
thanksgiving  ascended  every  evening  from  the  lips  of  his 
family  circle,  ere  the  deep  sleep  of  the  Aveary  came  ofa 
their  eyelids. 

■  Three  wnnters  in  succession  had  a  rheumatic  fever  laid 
one  of  the  daushters  of  William  Halleck  on  the  bed  of 
sickness  ;  yet  she,  too,  like  the  rest  of  that  humble  house- 
hold, was  industrious,  contented,  and  pious.  She  -was 
two  years  older  than  Henry ;  and  the  mutual  sense  of  in- 
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firmity  had  knit  the  bonds  of  a  brother's  and  a  sister's 
love  most  closely  between  them.  When  the  invalid  first 
rose  from  the  weary  bed  of  pain,  and  went  forth,  under 
tJiP  :lue  sky  of  spring,  it  was  the  strenghening  of  Henry 
th  it  supported  her ;  and  when  the  blind  boy  asked  of 
things  that  were  shut  up  from  none  but  him,  it  was  the 
soft  voice  of  Mary  that  answered  his  questions,  and 
poured  into  his  mind  the  delight  of  new  ideas.  It  was 
Henry  who  sat  by  Mary's  bedside  in  her  hours  of  suf- 
fering, and  ministered  to  her  wants.  He  knew  by  her 
breathing  when  she  slept,  and  remained  still  and  silent 
in  his  darkness  'till  she  woke.  He  knew  by  the  very 
tones  of  her  voice  when  she  was  better,  and  when  she 
was,  and  though  he  stole  about  her  room  with  the  bent 
head  and  outstretched  hand  of  the  blind,  he  seldom 
missed  finding  anything  that  Mary  wanted.  And  it  was 
Mary  who  gave  Henry  that  knowledge  of  the  Being  who 
made  him,  which  was  a  bright  light  to  his  mind,  and 
shed  over  his  spirit  a  hope  more  gladdening  than  the 
sunshine  which  cheered  all  outward  things. 

As  soon  as  pain  ceased  to  rack  her  joints,  and  strength 
was  in  a  measure  restored  to  her  limbs,  Mary  was  wont 
to  arise  and  return  thankfully  to  those  employments  in 
which  alone  she  was  permitted  to  assist  the  toils  of  her 
family.  The  first  warm  days  of  spring  were  to  Henry 
days  of  rejoicing.  As  soon  as  he  felt  their  breath,  he 
used  to  hasten  into  the  house  crying  with  a  glad  voice, 
"  Summer  is  coming,  and  Mary  will  get  well  !"  To  him 
the  first  note  of  the  robin  told  not  of  the  verdure  and 
blossoms  which  were  soon  to  cover  the  face  of  nature 
v/ith  beauty ;  but  it  announced  that  she  whom  he  loved 
would  be  freed  from  her  pain,  and  come  out  with  him 
into  the  pure  air,  and  go  into  the  fields  and  woods,  gather- 
ing fragrant  wild-flowers,  listening  to  the  music^of  the 
winds,  waters,  and  birds,  and  talking  to  him  cheerfully 
and  usefully.  Mary  was  entering  upon  her  seventeenth 
spring ;  and  before  the  April  snows  had  melted  from  the 
fields,  she  was  already  so  well,  that  she  sat  up  as  she  was 
accustomed  at  her  little  window,  plying  her  needle  with 
a  busy  and  skilful  hand.  There  came  a  heavy  storm  o^ 
rain  with  warm  south  winds,  and  in  one  night  the  snowy 
mantle  of  the  earth  had  vanished,  and  the  fields  lay  bare 
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and  brown  tlie  next  day,  beneath  a  clear  sky  and  a  warn; 
sun.  It  was  a  beautiful  morning,  and  unseen  influences 
were  busy  in  the  trees  that  stretched  their  arms  silently 
to  the  gentle  breeze,  and  in  the  very  sods  that  basked  in 
the  sunshine.  The  leaf  was  preparing  to  put  forth,  the 
green  blade  to  sprout,  and  the  pulses  of  man  beat  light- 
ly and  happily  under  the  spell  of  the  season.  Henry  felt 
the  soft  west  wind  on  his  cheek,  and  heard  the  first  notes 
of  the  spring  birds. 

As  soon  as  the  sun  rode  high  in  the  heavens,  he  went 
to  summon  Mary  from  her  toils,  to  walk  with  him  as  far 
as  the  Great  Oak,  a  spot  which  she  loved,  because  it 
commanded  a  wide  and  beautiful  prospect,  and  which 
was  dear  to  him  because  she  loved  it,  and  because  it  was 
always  the  end  of  their  first  walk  in  the  spring.  Mary 
hesitated,  for  she  feared  the  dampness  of  the  ground  ;  but 
Henry  had  gone  with  a  younger  brother  all  the  way  up 
to  the  Great  Oak  on  purpose,  and  assured  her  the  path 
was  dry.  She  stood  at  the  door,  and  as  she  looked  at 
the  clear  and  beautiful  sky,  around  on  the  landscape,  and 
again  on  the  pleading  face  of  her  blind  brother,  she 
could  not  find  in  her  heart  to  say  "No."  They  went 
out  together,  and  Mary  was  glad  she  had  gone.  Her 
own  heart  seemed  to  expand  with  quiet  happiness  as  she 
walked.  What  invalid  is  not  happy  in  breathing  the 
open  air  for  the  first  time,  after  tedious  months  of  con- 
finement, and  feels  not  as  if  the  simplest  act  of  existence 
were  in  itself  a  luxury.  Henry  went  leaping  by  her  side 
with  short  and  joyous  bounds,  pouring  forth  the  exuber- 
ance of  his  spirits  in  the  songs  she  had  taught  him,  ask- 
ing a  thousand  questions,  and  sometimes  stopping  to  lis- 
ten when  the  sound  of  a  sheep-bell,  the  note  of  a  bird,  or 
the  murmur  of  a  distant  voice  struck  on  his  quick  ear. 
When  the  way  was  rouo^h,  he  walked  closer  to  her  side, 
holding  her  hand  tightly,  and  seeming  as  if  made  happier 
by  the  pensive  smile  on  that  pale  face  he  could  not  see. 
He  asked  her  sometimes  if  the  walk  was  making  her  cheeks 
red,  for  then  he  knew  that  his  father  would  say  she  was 
well ;  and  sometimes  he  furnished  her  with  food  for  re- 
flection, as  she  wondered  wliat  ideas  were  conveyed  to 
his  mind  by  the  terms  he  had  learned  to  use  in  speaking 
of  visible  objects.     At  last  they  came  to  the  Great  Oak 
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and  as  they  sat  resting  together  on  a  rock  under  its  leaf- 
less branches,  the  gaiety  of  the  bhnd  boy  subsided,  and 
he  caught  something  of  the  same  sedate  happiness  which 
pervaded  the  spirit  of  Mary.  They  talked  together  for  a 
long  time,  and  at  last  sunk  into  silence.  Henry  sat  musing, 
and  Mary  involuntary  gazed  upon  the  varying  expressions 
that  passed  over  his  sightless,  but  eloquent  face,  sometimes 
fading  into  sadness,  betraying  the  changing  tenor  of  his 
thoughts,  which  flowed  on,  guided  only  by  the  mysterious 
laws  of  association,  and  unchecked  by  the  movements  ol 
outward  objects.     At  last  he  asked,  with  a  mournful  tone  : 

•'  Mary,  do  you  think  it  would  be  a  hard  thing  if  I  were 
to  die  young  ?" 

Mary  shrunk  from  a  question,  which  seemed  so  natural 
for  one  in  his  situation  ;  because  she  did  not  imagine  that 
such  thoughts  had  ever  entered  the  mind  of  the  gay  and 
laughing  boy.  He  was  startled,  too,  at  the  coincidence 
between  their  reflecti'ons  ;  it  was  as  if  she  had  looked  into 
his  mind,  and  found  it  a  mirror  of  her  own.  But  she 
asked  Henry  quietly,  if  he  were  weary  of  the  life  God  had 
given  him  ? 

"  Oh,  no  !"  returned  the  blind  boy  ;  '•  but  it  would  not 
frighten  me,  or  make  me  unhappy,  if  I  knew  that  I  were 
going  to  die.  I  know  I  must  be  a  burthen  all  my  life  to 
my  parents,  and  1  can  be  of  little  use  to  any  one— even 
to  you  !  I  think— I  know  not  why — it  was  not  meant  1 
should  stay  here  long.  God  will  soon  see  whether  I  am 
patient,  amiable  and  pious  ;  he  will  take  me  away,  when 
I  have  been  sufficiently  tried." 

Mary  made  no  answer.  She,  too,  had  moments  when 
the  conviction  that  her  life  was  not  to  be  a  long  one,  came 
upon  her  most  powerfully;  and  to  her,  too,~it  brought 
that  same  gentle,  melancholy  satisfaction,  which  seemed 
stealing  over  the  mind  of  her  blind  brother.  He  had 
once  asked  her,  when  a  very  little  boy,  if  she  thought  he 
should  see  in  heaven  :  and  the  question  had  made  her 
shed  many  tears.  She  wept  now,  while  she  listened  to 
his  plaintive  voice,  and  heard  him  talk  with  humble  piety 
of  his  willingness  to  die  in  the  first  blossoming  of  youth ; 
yet  her  tears  were  not  tears  of  bitterness,  for  she  saw  that 
the  frame  of  mind,  in  which  he  spoke,  was  one  calculated 
to  make  him  happy,  living  or  dymo-. 
17 


252  SABBATH-DAY 

She  told  him  so  at  last,  and  strove  to  strengthen  in  his 
mind  that  feeling  which  disarms  all  vexation  and  sorrow 
— a  perfect  confidence  that  tliere  is  a  sacred  good  in  every 
event  that  befalls  us.  Her  own  spirit  was  so  deeply  im 
biied  with  this  conviction,  that  it  gave  the  coloring  to  her 
whole  character ;  it  was  the  idea  which  occurred  to  her 
habitually  and  incessantly ;  it  was  the  secret  of  that  peace 
of  mind  which  neither  trouble,  poverty,  nor  sickness  could 
ruffle.  She  taught  him  how  to  exercise  his  mind,  in  try- 
ing to  discover  the  good  shrouded  in  seeming  evil  ;  and 
how,  when  the  justice  and  mercy  of  any  event  were  past 
finding  out,  to  give  up  the  search  in  undoubting  confi- 
dence that  all  was  right,  suffering  not  his  soul  to  be  dis- 
quieted. 

The  youthful  pair  rose  at  last  to  return  home,  in  the 
holiest  and  happiest  temper.  Their  hearts  were  filled 
with  devotion,  and  with  love  for  all  God's  creation  ;  and 
the  pura  and  beautiful  instinct  of  fraternal  love  had  re- 
ceived an  impulse  from  a  conversation,  which  they  felt 
had  made  them  both  wiser  and  better.  The  influence 
of  communion  on  holy  topics  is  happy  and  salutary,  and 
the  glory  of  renewed  confidence  and  esteem  which  suc- 
ceeds such  intercourse  between  kindred  spirits  is  de- 
lightful. 

Mary  was  still  an  invalid,  and  soon  felt  that  she  had 
made  more  exertion  than  she  ought  to  have  done.  She 
paused  a  moment  at  the  foot  of  the  hill,  because  there 
were  two  ways  that  led  home.  They  had  come  by  a 
circuitous  path,  leading  through  pleasant  fields  and  lanes  ; 
and  the  road  by  which  they  now  proposed  to  return, 
would  conduct  them  across  to  the  mill-brook  straight  to 
the  village.  She  was  weak  and  faint,  and  they  took  the 
shortest  way.  Silently  they  walked  on,  till  they  had  al- 
most reached  a  small  rising  ground  which  lay  between 
them  and  the  mill  stream,  when  Henry  suddenlyexclaimed, 
"  Sister  Mary,  where  are  we  ?  I  hear  the  water  running  !" 
Mary  listened  a  moment,  with  a  surprised  and  anxious 
countenance,  and  quickened  her  pace  as  they  ascended 
the  hill.  As  soon  as  they  came  in  sight  of  the  stream, 
she  stopped,  astonished  and  almost  terrified.  The  heavy 
rain  of  the  previous  day,  and  the  melting  of  the  snow 
among  the  hills,  had  swollen  the  mill-brook  into  a  deep 
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and  rapid  stream,  and  it  now  rushed  by  lliem  with  tli^ 
sound  of  many  waters,  bearing  on  its  turbid  bosom  marks 
of  the  devastation  it  had  ah'eady  wrought  in  its  course. 
The  young  birches  and  alders,  that  had  shaded  its  green 
banks  tlie  preceding  summer,  toru  up  by  the  roots,  were 
whirled  along  with  the  current ;  and  amid  the  white 
loam,  Mary  descried  the  wet,  black  planks  and  beams, 
which  told  the  destruction  of  an  old  mill  of  her  flither's 
higher  up  the  stream.  The  bridge,  and  the  new  mill 
just  below  it,  were  yet  standing  ;  but  the  waters  r'osi 
i'uriously  against  them,  and  both  shook  and  tottered 
Sounds  came  up  every  moment  amid  the  tumult,  which 
told  that  something  unseen  had  given  way  ;  and  Mary 
looked  around  in  vain  for  help  or  counsel.  There  was 
not  a  human  being  in  sight.  She  did  not  try  to  conceal 
from  Henry  their  situation  ;  and  though  the  hand  she 
held  did  not  tremble  with  the  natural  fear  of  one  so  young 
and  helpless,  she  saw  by  his  countenance  that  he  was 
awed.  A  short  but  fervent  prayer  was  in  her  mind. 
There  was  no  time  to  be  lost.  She  grew  weaker  every 
moment ;  and  summoning  up  all  her  strength  for  one 
effort,  with  a  quick,  firm  step,  looking-  neitherto  the  rio:ht 
nor  left,  she  hastened  upon  the  bridge,  leading  her  blind 
brother.  They  had  already  half  crossed  it,  when  Henry, 
bewildered  by  the  noise  and  the  shaking  under  his  feet, 
shrunk  back  involuntarily.  Mary  flung  one  arm  around 
him,  and  feebly  strove  to  drag  him  forward,  when  with  a 
tremendous  crash,  the  main  supporters  of  the  bridge  gave 
way  under  them,  and  in  an  instant  they  were  precipitated 
amid  its  wrecks  into  the  raging  waters. 

There  were  those  who  beheld  this  spectacle,  and  a  wild 
cry  of  agony  arose  amid  the  din  of  destruction,  but  it 
came  not  from  the  lips  of  the  struggling  sufferers.  Wil- 
liam Halleck  had  come  forth  to  "look  for  his  children, 
and  warn  them  of  the  freshet.  Just  ns  he  reached  the 
top  of  the  rising  ground  opposite  the  one  they  had  de- 
scended, he  beheld  them  with  horror,  attempting  tu  ?ross 
the  tottering  bridge.  It  was  but  for  a  moment  ;  as  he 
sprang  ibrward  at  the  sight,  a  fearful  sound  broke  on  his 
ear,  and  in  another  moment  they  were  snatched  from  his 
gaze. 

Thei-e  was  a  short  interval  of  confiision,  shouts,  and 
22 
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cries.  Friends  and  neighbors  came  running  over  the  hill 
to  the  scene  of  destruction  ;  and  there  were  pale,  dismayed 
faces,  liasty  suggestions,  and  wild  efforts  to  discover  and 
save  the  drowning  victims,  but  all  in  vain.  Suddenly 
the  frantic  father  descried  his  Henry  sitting  apparently 
in  security  upon  some  logs  which  had  become  jammed 
together,  and  were  arrested  in  their  progress  by  the  mill. 
At  the  same  moment,  the  whole  group  caught  sight  of 
Mary,  carried  alive  and  struggling  over  the  mill-dam. 
With  one  impulse  they  rushed  down  the  bank  and  round 
the  mill,  to  the  rescue.  The  father  followed  his  neigh- 
bors with  hurried  steps  and  trembling  knees,  casting  a 
single  glance  to  ascertain  that  Henry  was  indeed  safe, 
and  calling  to  him,  as  he  passed,  not  to  stir  till  his  return. 
Henry  seemed  not  to  hear.  He  sat  motionless  and  crouch- 
ed down  in  the  extremity  of  his  terror,  uttering  quick  low 
shrieks.  They  were  lost  in  the  tumult,  and  he  was  left 
alone. 

The  father  came  down  to  the  flat  rock  below  the  mill. 
just  as  the  bruised,  dripping  and  lifeless  body  of  his 
daughter  was  drawn  out  of  the  water.  With  sad  coun- 
tenances and  silent  lips,  her  two  elder  brothers  laid  the 
pale  corpse — for  such  it  was — on  a  board,  and  carried 
it  hastily  up  to  the  village  with  a  vain  hope  o[  resuscita- 
tion. The  father  followed  it  a  few  moments  anxiously  ; 
and  then  suddenly  recollecting  his  blind  boy,  he  went 
with  one  or  two  of  his  nei2:hbors  to  brino:  him  to  his 
desolate  home. 

Henry  was  where  he  had  left  him,  bowed  down,  silent, 
motionless.  The  father's  look  grew  fixed  and  earnest  as 
he  drew  nigh.  He  strode  hastily  over  the  heaps  of  tim- 
ber and  ruin,  stooped  to  lift  his  child,  and  uttered  a  cry 
of  horror.  The  lower  limbs  of  the  poor  blind  boy  were 
wedged  fast  between  two  heavy  beams  of  the  demolished 
bridge,  and  he  had  fainted  with  excess  of  agony.  Wild 
and  almost  superhuman  were  the  efforts  v/ith  which  the 
father  strove  to  relieve  his  child  from  a  situation  so  hor- 
rible ;  but  it  was  not  till  his  friends  came  with  an  axe 
and  hatchet,  with  calmer  heads  and  steadier  hands,  to  his 
assistance,  that  the  sufferer  was  extricated. 

It  was  a  night  of  grief  and  agony  beneath  the  roof  of 
William  Hallcck.     The  remains  of  the  fair,  gentle,  and 
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pious  Mary  lay  stretched  on  her  own  little  bed  in  one 
room,  and  in  the  next,  father,  mother,  brotliers,  and  sisters 
hung  weeping  round  the  couch  of  the  suffering  Henry. 
Acute  indeed  wore  the  pains  with  which  it  pleased  God 
to  afflict  the  youthful  saint ;  and  saint-like  indeed  was 
the  resignation  with  whicJi  those  pains  were  borne.  But 
about  midnight  his  agonies  were  suddenly  calmed,  and 
hope  fluttered  for  a  moment  in  the  heavy  hearts  of  those 
who  loved  him.  It  was  but  for  a  moment.  The  physi- 
cian announced  that  the  process  of  mortification  had  be- 
gun, and  death  was  drawing  nigh.  All  at  once  the  voice 
of  the  blind  boy  was  heard,  calling  his  mother,  in  a  faint 
but  calm  voice.  She  came  to  his  bedside,  and  he  took 
hold  of  her  hand.  Then  he  asked  for  his  father,  brothers, 
and  sisters.  They  all  came.  He  touched  each,  and  said, 
"  Mary  is  not  here." 

No  one  spoke  ;  but  he  felt  his  mother's  hand  quiver  in 
his. 

"  Mary  is  drowned,"  said  he  ;  "  God  has  taken  her  to 
be  an  angel.  Do  not  sob,  mother,  because  she  and  I  are 
to  be  so  much  happier  than  we  ever  could  be  on  earth. 
Let  me  tell  you  of  what  Mary  and  I  were  talking  this 
very  morning,  and  you  will  see  that  God  has  kindly  call- 
ed us  away,  at  the  very  time,  when  we  were  most  willing, 
perhaps  most  fit,  to  die." 

Then  he  told  them  briefly  all  that  had  passed  that  day ; 
and,  after  a  moment's  pause,  added — 

"  Father  and  mother  !  I  thank  God  for  taking  me  away 
so  young ;  and  so  too  did  Mary.  You  will  be  saved 
much  trouble,  much  care  ;  and  we  shall  find  no  tempta- 
tion, no  sin,  where  we  are  going.  Mary  will  never  suffei 
pain  and  sickness  again ;  and  I,  the  poor  blind  boy,  that 
never  saw  even  your  dear  face,  mother,  I  shall  behold 
God.  My  eyes  will  be  opened,  and  I  shall  go  from  a 
world  of  darkness  into  a  world  of  light.  Promise  me,  all 
of  you,  that  you  will  not  sit  down  and  mourn  for  me 
when  I  am  dead  ;  you  will  observe  how  wise  and  good 
it  was  that  Mary  and  I  should  both  die  young.  I  have 
been  a  happy  boy.  God  gave  you  a  sick  child  and  a 
blind  one  to  try  your  patience  and  virtue,  and  you  have 
borne  the  trial  well.  You  have  been  very  kind  to  us 
both ;  you  never  said  a  iiarsh  thing  to  your  blind  boy 
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Wc  have  lived  just  long  enough  to  try  your  submissiorij 
but  not  long  enough  to  be  a  heavy  burden  all  your  long 
lives  to  you  ;  and  now  God  has  taken  us  away,  just  as 
we  could  have  wished,  together,  and  at  the  best  of  times 
to  die — the  best  for  you,  the  best  for  us.  Sometimes  it 
is  hard  to  see  why  thinsfs  should  be  just  as  they  are  ;  but 
this  is  an  easy  matter  to  undestand.  I  am  sure  it  is  right, 
ai]d  I  am  happy." 

Henry  Halleck  never  spoke  again  ;  but  his  last  words 
had  breathed  comfort  into  the  hearts  of  his  parents,  which 
dwelt  there  enduringly  with  his  memory. 

He  lingered  till  morning.  The  first  red  beams  of  that 
sun  he  had  never  seen,  fell  on  his  pale  features  and  sight- 
less eyes.  He  felt  his  mother  drawing  open  the  curtain 
of  his  little  window  at  his  bedside,  tluit  she  might  behold 
his  face  more  plainly.  With  a  faint  smile  on  his  lips,  he 
turned  towards  her  ;  it  became  fixed,  and  with  a  short 
spasm,  his  renewed  spirit  passed  suddenly  and  peacefully 
into  the  world  he  had  panted  to  know. 

Death  had  at  last  come  under  the  roof  William  Halleck, 
and  summoned  the  young,  fair,  and  good  ;  but  he  had 
come  in  visible  kindness. 

When  the  dispensation  is  dark,  dreadful,  and  mysteri- 
ous,  latent  good  is  still  there  ;  and  the  true  Chrislian 
seeks  for  it :  and  if  he  finds  it  not,  still  ndores  witb.out 
doubting. 


€h'  'istlan  £>iberaUti/  lieirarded, 

Mr.  Thomson,  a  clergyman  in  the  west  of  Eno;land, 
had  made  it  his  custom  for  many  years,  to  distribute  the 
overplus  of  the  proceeds  of  his  form  among  the  poor  ot 
his  parish,  after  having  supplied  the  wants  of  his  own 
household.  One  year,  however,  he  engaged  to  subscribe 
thirty  pounds  for  "the  building  of  a  chapel  in  a  distant 
town.  Being  unable  to  raise  the  money  by  any  other 
means  than  by  breaking  in  upon  the  little  hoard  of  his 
poor  parishioners,  he  was  under  the  necessity  of  selling 
so  much,  as  would  raise  the  thirty  pounds  tor  his  sub- 
scription to  the  chapel.  The  expedient,  though  painfu' 
to  him,  was  unavoidable. 
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Having  procured  the  money,  he  left  home  to  be  the 
bearer  of  his  benefaction.  In  his  journey  he  overtooK  a 
young  lady  riding  on  horseback,  whom  he  thus  accosted  : 
"  Well  overtaken,  fair  lady,  will  you  accept  of  an  old  cler- 
gyman as  your  companion  over  the  down?  I  am  too  old 
indeed,  to  promise  you  much  protection,  but  I  trust  God 
will  protect  us  both."  There  was  a  certain  something  in 
the  manner  with  which  Mr.  T.  said  this,  that  was  very 
attractive,  so  that  the  young  lady  felt  a  strong  preposses- 
sion in  his  favor,  before  he  had  half  finished  what  he  said. 
She  expressed  herself  much  satisfied  with  his  company ; 
and,  by  inquiring,  found  they  were  both  going  to  the 
same  town.  In  the  course  of  conversation,  he  told  her 
his  name,  and  the  name  of  his  church  ;  what  a  happy  vil- 
lage of  poor  people  his  was,  and  how  dear  they  were  to 
him.  When  they  arrived  at  the  town  and  were  about  to 
part,  Mr.  T.  informed  the  lady  of  the  name  of  the  friend 
to  whose  house  he  was  going,  expressing  a  wish  that  she 
would  call  upon  him  before  he  left  the  place.  The  young 
lady,  the  same  evening,  mentioned  to  her  friends,  to  whom 
she  was  on  a  visit,  the  name  of  the  clergyman,  and  the 
many  precious  subjects  of  conversation  with  which  he 
had  entertained  her.  "  Thomson !"  cried  the  lady,  "  I 
wish  I  knew  it  was  a  Mr.  Thomson,  we  have  been  so 
many  years  inquiring  after  in  vain.  I  have  thirty  pounds 
tied  up  in  a  bag  by  my  late  husband,  due  to  a  person  of 
that  name,  who  desired  to  leave  it  till  called  for.  But  I 
suppose  he  is  dead :  and  his  executor  whoever  he  be, 
knows  nothing  of  it."  Mr.  Thomson  was  sent  for,  when 
it  soon  appeared,  that  the  Mr.  Thomson,  to  whom  this 
money  had  been  so  long  due,  was  his  own  brother,  who 
had  been  dead  for  several  years  ;  and  to  whose  effects  he 
was  the  executor  and  residuary  legatee.  On  the  bag's 
being  put  into  his  hand  by  the  lady  of  the  house,  he  fell 
on  his  knees,  and  with  eyes  lifted  up,  exclaimed,  "  Bles- 
sed be  God  !  how  wonderful,  thus  to  provide  money  for 
my  poor  people  at  home  !  The  money  will  be  theirs  again." 
He  hastened  to  his  friend  in  the  town  to  inform  him  of 
what  had  happened  ;  and  as  he  entered  his  house,  he  cried 
out,  "Praise  God:  tell  it  in  Gath,  publish  it  in  Askelon, 
that  our  God  is  a  faithful  God." 
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Jl  JfUghty  M*eapon 

The  preaching  of  the  late  Rev.  J.  Scott  having  beer, 
made  effectual  to  the  production  of  a  great  change  ui  a 
young  lady,  the  daughter  of  a  country  gentleman,  so  that 
she  could  no  longer  join  the  family  in  their  dissipations 
and  appeared  to  them  as  melancholy  or  approaching  to  it; 
— her  father,  who  was  a  very  gay  man,  looking  upon  Mr. 
Scott  as  the  sole  cause  of  what  he  deemed  his  daughter's 
misfortune,  became  exceedingly  enraged  at  him  ;  so  much 
so,  that  he  actually  lay  in  wait,  in  order  to  shoot  him. 
Mr.  S.  being  providentially  apprised  of  it,  was  enabled  to 
escape  the  danger.  The  diabolical  design  of  the  gentle- 
man being  thus  defeated,  he  sent  Mr.  S.  a  challenge.  Mr. 
S.  might  have  availed  himself  of  the  law,  and  prosecuted 
him,  but  he  took  another  method.  He  waited  upon  him 
at  his  house,  was  introduced  to  him  in  his  parlor  and 
with  his  characteristic  boldness  and  intrepidity  thus  ad- 
dressed him :  "  Sir,  I  hear  you  have  designed  to  shoot  me, 
by  which  you  would  have  been  guilty  of  murder.  Fail- 
ing in  this,  you  sent  me  a  challenge :  and  what  a  coward 
you  must  be,  sir,  to  wish  to  engage  with  a  blind  man,  (al- 
luding to  his  being  short  sighted.)  As  you  have  given 
me  the  challenge,  it  is  now  my  right  to  choose  the  time, 
the  place,  and  the  weapon ;  I,  therefore,  appoint  the  pres- 
ent moment,  sir,  the  place,  where  we  now  are,  and  the 
sword  for  the  weapon,  to  which  I  have  been  most  accus- 
tomed." The  gentleman  was  evidently  greatly  terrified, 
when  Mr.  Scott,  having  attained  his  end,  produced  a 
pocket  Bible,  and  exclaimed,  "  This  is  my  sword,  sir,  the 
only  weapon  I  wish  to  engage  with."  "  Never,"  said  Mr. 
S.  to  a  friend  to  whom  he  related  this  anecdote:"  "never 
was  a  poor  careless  sinner  so  delighted  with  the  sight  of 
a  Bible  before."  Mr.  Scott  reasoned  with  the  gentleman 
on  the  impropriety  of  his  conduct,  in  treating  him  as  he 
liad  done,  for  no  other  reason  than  because  he  had  preach- 
ed the  everlasting  Gospel.  The  result  was,  the  gentle- 
man took  him  by  the  hand,  begged  his  pardon,  express'jd 
tiis  sorrow  for  his  conduct,  and  became  afterwards  very 
friendly  to  him. 
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%lpt  Illu&tration, 

A  VALUABLE  minister  of  the  gospel  recently  made  use 
of  the  following  illustration,  to  impress  on  the  minds  of 
the  members  of  his  church,  that  they  ought  to  exert  all 
the  influence  they  had  on  the  side  of  Christ,  whatever  that 
influence  might  be.  Suppose,  said  he,  that  the  small  fi- 
bres of  which  a  cable  rope  is  composed,  were  each  a  liv- 
ing creature,  and  suppose  that  one  of  these  fibres  or  threads, 
when  the  anchor  is  cast  out,  and  the  ship  tossed  by  winds 
and  waves,  should  say,  "  I  will  not  hold  ;  my  strength  is 
small,  it  will  not  bear  an  ounce.  It  cannot  be  of  much 
consequence  that  it  be  exerted  in  holding  the  largest  ship; 
I  will  let  go  ;"  and  so  that  fibre  or  thread  lets  go."  Anoth- 
er reasons  in  the  same  way,  comes  to  the  same  conclusion 
— that  its  strength  is  so  small  that  it  can  be  of  no  use — 
and  lets  go ;  and  so  another  and  another,  until  two  thirds 
of  them  have  let  go,  and  the  rest  of  the  fibres  or  threads, 
composing  the  cable  rope  are  broke  in  twain,  and  the  ship 
driven  ashore  and  wrecked. 

The  application  is  obvious.  Let  Christians,  when  they 
are  disposed  to  imagine  that  they  can  have  but  little  in- 
fluence— too  little  to  be  of  any  use,  and  therefore  they  will 
not  strive  to  exert  themselves — think  of  the  fibres  or 
threads  of  the  cable  rope,  and  beware  of  letting  go,  lest 
for  want  of  these  little  influences  the  church  is  driven 
from  its  steadfastness  ;  great  detriment  received  and  souls 
lost. 


Indian   Mouesly. 

An  Indian,  visiting  his  white  neighbors,  asked  for  a 
little  tobacco  to  smoke,  and  one  of  them  having  some 
loose  in  his  pocket,  gave  him  a  handfull.  The  day  fol- 
lowing, the  Indian  came  back,  inquiring  for  the  donor, 
saying,  he  had  found  a  quarter  of  a  dollar  among  the 
tobacco.  Being  told,  that  as  it  was  given  him,  he  might 
as  well  keep  it :  he  answered,  pointing  to  his  breast,  "I 
got  a  good  man  and  a  bad  man  here,  and  the  oood  man 
say,  that  it  is  not  mine,  I  must  return  it  to  the  owner  ;  the 
oad  man  say,  why  he  gave  it  you,  and  it  is   your  own 


260  SABBATH-DAY 

now ;  the  good  man  say,  that  not  right,  tlie  tobacco  is 
yours,  not  the  money;  the  bad  man  say  never  mind,  you 
got  it,  go  buy  some  dram  ;  the  good  man  say,  no,  no,  you 
must  not  do  so  ;  so  I  don't  know  what  to  do ;  and  I  think 
to  go  to  sleep  ;  but  the  good  man  and  tlie  bad  kept  talking 
all  night,  and  trouble  me  ;  and  now  1  bring  tiie  money 
back  1  feel  sfood. 


The  Twins. 


A  FEW  years  since,  a  man  and  his  wife  arrived  in  the. 

town  of  M as  permament  residents.     They  were 

young,  lately  married,  and  their  prospects  for  futurity 
were  bright  and  cheering.     They  purchased  a  farm  in 

M which  was  then  a  new  country, — and  happily 

spent  two  or  three  years  in  this  situation,  when,  by  a 
mysterious  providence,  the  young  man  was  called  from 
this  world.  With  his  surviving  widow,  he  left  two  lovely 
twin  infants  to  deplore  a  loss  which  time  could  not  retrieve. 
The  widow  sought  comfort  in  vain  from  the  limited  cir- 
cle of  her  acquaintance.  There  was  no  minister  of  tlie 
gospel  in  that  region  to  direct  her  to  the  great  scource  oi 
comfort,  nor  was  there  a  pious  friend,  who  could  direct 
her  trembling  footsteps  to  the  cross  of  Jesus.  But  she 
went  to  her  Bible,  and  by  the  assistance  of  the  Spirit  ot 
heaven  found  that  consolation,  which  a  selfish  world  can 
neither  bestow  nor  take  away.  She  mourned  indeed  a 
husband,  who  was  no  more,  but  she  was  cheered  by  the 
hope  that  that  God  would  protect  her  and  hers.  She 
wept  over  her  innocent  babes,  and  resolved  that  while  she 
lived,  they  should  never  need  a  mother's  care.  As  they 
grew  up,  she  endeavored  to  teach  them  the  first  principles 
of  religion,  but  they  received  only  her  instructions.  One 
week  after  another  rolled  away— one  Sabbath  after 
another  dawned  upon  the  wilderness,  but  they  brouglit 
none  of  their  privileges.  The  wilderness  had  never  echo- 
ed with  the  sound  of  the  chnrch  going  bell.  The  soli- 
tary places  had  never  been  gladdened  by  the  sound  of  the 
footsteps  of  him  who  proclaims  "glad  tidings  of  great  joy." 
The  feeling  mother  clasped  her  little  boys  to  her  aching  bo- 
som, and  sighed  and  wept  for  the  opportunity  of  taking  them 
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by  the  hand,  and  leading  them  up  to  the  courts  of  God.  In 
the  days  of  her  childhood,  she  had  possessed  great  advanta- 
ges, and  she  mourned  that  her  babes  could  only  receive 
instruction  from  her  lips.  Alas !  no  missionary  came  to 
instruct — to  cheer — and  to  gladden  the  bosom  of  her,  who 
for  years,  had  never  heard  the  whispers  of  love  from  the 
servants  of  her  Savior.  When  the  little  boys  were  five 
years  old,  and  before  they  were  sensible  of  their  loss,  a 
consumption  had  lastened  upon  their  tender  parent,  and 
she  was  soon  encircled  in  the  cold  arms  of  death.  She 
steadily  watched  the  certain  issue  of  her  disease,  and  even 
in  her  last  moments  commended  her  children  to  him  who 
is  a  father  to  the  fatherless.  A  iQ\Y  moments  before  she 
expired,  she  tenderly  kissed  her  little  boys,  who  uncon- 
sciously wept  on  feeling  the  last  grasp  of  the  clay-cold 
hand  of  their  mother.  "It  is  hard,"  said  she  to  a  neigh- 
bor who  was  present,  "it  is  hard  for  a  mother  to  leave 
two  such  helpless  babes  without  friends,  and  without  any 
one  to  protect  them,  but  I  leave  them  in  the  hands  of  God, 
and  I  do  believe  he  will  protect  them,  and  my  last  prayer 
shall  be  for  my  poor  destitute  orphans." 

After  the  death  of  their  mother,  they  were  received  in- 
to the  house  of  a  neighbor.  In  less  than  a  year  one  of 
them  was  stretched  beside  his  mother  beneath  the  sods. 
About  this  time  a  pious  lady  arrived  in  the  place,  she  too 
was  an  orphan,  but  was  not  comfortless.  It  was  her  first 
inquiry  how  she  could  do  good  to  the  poor  villagers 
around  her.  During  a  solitary  walk  one  afternoon,  she 
met  the  other  little  boy  straggling  about  the  road.  He 
was  a  beautiful  flaxen  headed  boy  though  exceedingly 
ragged.  The  young  lady  was  struck  with  his  appear- 
ance and  entered  into  conversation  with  him.  "What  is 
your  name,  my  little  boy  ?"  Said  she,  gently.  — "  James." 

"Where  do  you  live?"    "With  widow ,  just   in  the 

edge  of  the  wood,  in  that  little  log  house,  can't  you  see  it?" 

— "I  see  it;  but  is  widow  • your  mother?"     "No,  1 

had  a  mother  and  she  loved  me.  She  used  to  take  care 
of  me  and  my  brother  John.  She  gave  us  clothes,  taught 
us  our  little  pra^^-ers  and  catechism — O,  she  was  a  good 
mother."  "But  where  is  your  mother?"  Said  the  lady 
soothingly.  "O!  madam,  she  is  dead,  do  you  see  the 
S^rave  yard  yonder?"     "Yes" — ''and   the    great    maple 
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tree,  v/Licr.  dtciiids  in  the  corner  of  it  ?•'  "  Yes  I  see  it." 
"WcjII,  njy  poor  niother  wiis  buried  inicler  that  tree,,  and 
my  brother  John  Ues  there  too.  They  were  both  buried 
up  in  the  ground,  though  my  mother's  grave  was  the 
deepest.  1  siiall  never  see  them  again,  never,  never,  as 
long  as  I  live.  Will  you  go  with  me  and  see  the  graves  /" 
continued  he,  looking  at  the  lady  with  earnestness  and 
simplicity. 

The  short  account  which  the  little  boy  gave  of  him- 
self, awakened  the  best  feelings  of  the  young  lady,  and 
she  had  been  devising  some  plan  to  do  him  good.  For 
the  present  she  declined  visiting  the  grave,  but  continued 
to  converse  with  him  and  gain  his  confidence.  She 
fonnd  him  very  ignorant,  having  never  been  to  school  ; 
and  the  instructions  of  a  pious  mother,  having  never  been 
repeated  or  enforced  by  example,  were  nearly  forgotten. 
A  Sabbath  School  had  never  been  established  in  the  place, 
and  whether  it  was  practicable  to  establish  one  was  doubt- 
ful— but  she  was  determined  to  make  the  experiment. — 
Accordingly  she  visited  every  little  cottage  in  the  village, 
and  urged  that  the  children  might,  the  next  Lord's  day, 
be  assembled  and  a  school  formed.  A  proposal  of  this 
kind  was  new  and  unpopular.  All  the  old  women  in  the 
place  entered  their  protest  against  such  innovations.  For 
the  first  three  Sabbaths  the  young  lady  had  no  scholars 
but  her  httle  James.  But  she  knew  that  however  faint 
may  be  our  prospects  of  doing  good  at  the  commencement, 
we  should  not  be  discouraged.  The  first  blow  we  strike 
may  produce  but  little  efiect.  The  lady  was  sorry  sh& 
had  so  few  scholars,  but  she  bent  all  her  efibrts  to  the  in- 
struction of  the  little  boy.  But  in  a  few  weeks,  the  pre- 
judices of  the  people  began  to  wear  away,  and  before  the 
summer  closed,  this  school  embraced  every  child,  whose 
age  would  allow  it  to  attend.  It  was  the  second  sum- 
mer after  the  establishment  of  this  school,  and  after  little 
James  had  been  well  acquainted  v/ith  his  Testament  and 
his  catechism,  that  his  health  began  to  fail.  The  good 
young  lady  beheld  his  gradual  decay  with  anxiety,  visited 
him  often,  and  always  wept  at  parting  with  a  pupil  so 
dear.  She  used  often  to  v.^alk  out  v/itli  him,  and  to  cheer 
him  with  her  conversation.  One  pleasant  afternoon  she 
led  him  out  by  the  hand,  and  at  his  request,  visited  the 
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spot  where  lay  his  mother  and  httle  brother.  Theii 
graves  were  both  covered  with  grass,  and  on  the  smaller 
grave  some  beautiful  flowrets.  It  was  in  the  cool  of  a 
serene  summer's  day,  as  they  sat  by  the  graves  in  silence. 
Neither  of  themable  to  speak.  The  lady  gazed  at  the  pale 
countenance  of  the  lovely,  boy,  upon  whose  system  a 
lingering  disease  was  preying,  while  he  looked  at  her 
with  aneye  that  seemed  to  say,  "  I  have  not  long  to  en- 
joy your  society."  Without  saying  a  word  he  cuta  small 
stick,  and  measured  the  exact  length  of  his  little  brothers 
grave,  and  again  seated  himself  by  the  lady.  She  ap- 
peared sad,  while  he  calmly  addressed  her.     "You  see 

my  dear  Miss.  S that  this  little  grave  is  shorter  than 

mine  will  be."  She  pressed  his  little  white  hand  within 
her  own  and  he  continued  — "You  know  not  how  much 
I  love  you— how  much  I  am  obliged  to  you.  Before  you 
taught  me  I  knew  nothing  of  death — nothing  about  hea- 
ven, or  God,  or  angels.  I  was  a  very  wicked  boy  till 
you  met  me.  I  love  you  much,  very  much,  but  I  would 
say  something  else."  "And  what  would  you  say,"  in- 
quired the  lady,  trying  to  compose  her  feelings.  "  Do 
you  think  I  shall  ever  get  well?"  "Indeed  I  hope  you 
will — but  why  ask  that  question  ?"  "  Because  I  feel  that 
I  shall  not  live  long — I  believe  I  shall  soon  die — I  shall 
then  be  laid  beside  my  poor  mother — She  will  then  have 
her  two  twins.,  one  on  each  side  of  her — But  do  not  cry 

Miss  S ,  I  am  not  afraid  to  die.     You  told  me  and  the 

Testament  tells  me,  that  Christ  will  suifer  little  children 
to  come  unto  him,  and  though  I  know  I  am  a  very  sinful 
little  boy,  yet  I  think  I  shall  be  happy,  for  I  love  this  Sa- 
vior, who  can  save  such  a  v/icked  boy  as  I  am.  And  I 
sometimes  think  I  shall  soon  meet  mother  and  little  broth- 
er in  happiness.  I  know  you  will  come  too,  v/on't  you  ? 
When  I  am  dead  I  wish  you  to  tell  the  Sabbath  Scholars 
how  much  I  loved  them  all— tell  them  they  must  al]  die, 
and  may  die  young,  and  tell  them  to  come  and  measure 
iheirrave  of  little  James,   and  then  prepare  to  die." 

The  young  lady  wept,  and  could  not  answer  him  at 
that  time.  But  she  was  enabled  to  converse  with  him  seve- 
ral times  afterwards,  on  the  grounds  of  his  hope,  and  was 
satisfied  that  this  little  lamb  was  indeed  of  the  fold  of 
Jesus.     She  was  sitting  at  his  bedside,  and  with  her  own 
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trembling  hand,  closed  his  lovely  eyes  as  they  shut  in 
3verlasting  slumber.  He  fell  asleep  with  a  smile — with- 
out a  struggle.  The  lady  was  the  only  sincere  mourner 
who  followed  the  remains  of  the  child  to  the  grave,  and 
while  she  shed  many  tears  on  the  sods  which  covered  his 
lovely  form,  she  could  not  but  rejoice  in  the  belief,  that 
God  had  permitted  her  to  be  the  feeble  instrument  of  pro- 
paring  an  immortal  spirit,  for  a  mansion  in  the  skies. 


The  JVew  Coat  and  Old  Mlanket. 

An  Indian  and  a  white  man,  being  at  worship  together, 
were  both  brought  under  conviction  by  the  same  sermon. 
The  Indian  was  shortly  after  led  to  rejoice  in  the  pardon- 
ing mercy.  The  white  man,  for  a  long  time,  was  under 
distress  of  mind,  and  at  times  almost  ready  to  despair,  but 
at  length  he  was  brought  to  a  comfortable  experience  ot 
forgiving  love.  Some  time  after,  meeting  his  red  brother, 
he  thus  addressed  him: — How  is  it,  that  I  should  be  so 
long  under  conviction,  when  you  found  comfort  so  soon  ? 
— "Oh  brother,"  replied  the  Indian,  "me  tell  you  ;  there 
come  along  a  rich  prince,  he  propose  to  give  you  a  new 
coat;  you  look  at  your  coat,  and  say  I  don't  know  ;  my 
coat  is  pretty  good  ;  I  believe  it  will  do  a  little  longer. 
He  then  offer  me  a  new  coat ;  I  look  on  my  old  blanket; 
I  say,  this  good  for  nothing ;  I  fling  it  right  away,  and 
accept  the  new  coat.  Just  so  brother,  you  try  to  keep 
your  own  righteousness  for  some  time  ;  you  loth  to  give 
it  up:  but  I,  poor  Indian,  had  none;  therefore  I  glad  at 
once  to  receive  the  risfhteousness  of  Lord  Jesus  Christ." 


^1  Great  Change, 


Some  time  since  a  lady  whose  name  has  been  respect- 
fully announced,  and  whose  time  has  been  much  devoted 
to  promote  the  objects  of  the  Brittish  and  Foreign  Sea- 
men's Friend  Society  and  Bethel  Union,  going  on  board 
a  ship  of  war,  was  received  by  an  officer  on  deck,  not  with- 
out respect,  but  accompanied  witli  many  of  those  exp-es- 
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sioiis  which  unfortunately  are  too  frequent  in  the  lips  of 
sailors;  the  lady  expressed  her  wish  that  while  she  was 
on  board,  he  would  have  the  o:ooduess  to  desist  from  lan- 
cruage  of  that  description  ;  he  professed  his  readiness  to 
oblige  her,  and  during  the  period  of  her  being  on  board, 
not  one  oath  escaped  his  lips.  She  pursued  her  course, 
distributing  to  the  sailors  her  tracts  and  Bibles,  and  above 
all  her  admonitions  :  On  her  return  she  was  accompanied 
by  the  same  officer,  and  had  an  opportunity  of  thanking 
him  for  his  kindness  in  attending  to  her  request ;  he  ex- 
pressed his  readiness  to  oblige  her  on  any  occasion,  and 
said  there  was  nothing  she  asked  him  to  do  he  would  not 
do.  Then  (said  she)  I'll  thank  you  to  read  that  book, 
giving  him  a  Bible.  He  felt  himself  surprised,  (or,  if  you 
please,  taken  in.)  but  considering  that  as  he  had  given  his 
promise,  he  was  bound  to  fufil  it. 

The  lady  afterwards  visiting  a  distant  part  of  the  coun- 
try, went  to  the  church,  heard  a  sermon,  and  was  return- 
ing, Avhen  the  clergyman,  running  after  her,  said,  "if  I 
mistake  not  I  am  addressing  such  a  lady  ?*"  Mentioning 
her  name.  "That  is  my  name,  said  she,  but  I  have  no 
recollection  of  you."  "No,  Madam,"  said  he,  does  not 
your  ladyship  recollect  visiting  such  a  ship,  and  giving 
an  officer  a  Bible ?"  "  Yes,"  said  she,  " I  do."  "Then, 
madam,  I  am  the  person,  and  the  good  effects  of  it  are 
what  you  have  seen  this  morning." 


Extortetl  TeMifmomy. 

For  the  purpose  of  illustrating  the  secret  respect  which 
IS  entertained  by  infidels  for  a  pure  and  consistent  Chris- 
tianity, we  relate  the  following  incidents,  which  have  never 
appeared  in  print.  They  may  serve  to  show  that  a  testimo- 
ny, which  underordinary  circumstances  would  be  studious- 
ly withheld,  may  by  the  force  of  circumstances  be  extorted. 

In  one  of  the  flourishing  towns  of  a  distant  State,  resi- 
ded two  gentlemen  of  high  professional  standing,  but  of 
infidel  principles.  In  habits  of  the  closest  intimacy,  they 
encouraged  each  other,  not  only  in  a  determined,  opposi-. 
tion  to  the  spread  of  religion,  but  in  the  most  profane 
mockery  of  its  doctrines,  institutions  and  tendencies.  A 
23  18 
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third  individual  in  the  town,  Hkewise  possessing  influence, 
but  ot  truly  christian  character,  was  the  principal  object 
of  their  profane  jests.  They  pretended  to  hold  his  reli- 
gion in  utter  contempt,  and  often  made  merry  in  ridicu- 
ling his  superstition  and  fanaticism.  How  sincere  and 
hearty  they  were  in  trusting  their  own  principles  may  be 
learned  from  the  sequel.  In  the  course  of  time  one  of 
them  was  attacked  by  a  fatal  disease,  and  died  without 
any  happy  change  in  his  religious  views.  On  opening 
his  will,  it  was  ascertained  that  he  had  entrusted  the  set 
tlement  of  his  estate  to  the  jnoiis  man,  and  that  his  infidel 
friend  was  not  mentioned  as  an  executor !  If  an  action 
could  speak,  this  spoke  loudly  of  his  distrust  of  infidei 
principles,  and  of  his  secret  confidence  in  those  of  Chris- 
tianity. He  could  not  rely  on  the  honesty  of  his  boon 
companion,  but  he  had  no  fear  of  the  integrity  of  the  man 
whose  religion  he  had  been  accustomed  to  ridicule.  We 
much  mistake  if  every  other  infidel  under  similar  circum- 
stances, would  not  make  a  similar  choice. 

Tiie  other  incident  to  which  we  referred  is  equally  cor- 
roborative of  the  respect  which  Christianity  extorts  from 
its  opposers.  A  gentleman  of  our  acquaintance  had  occa- 
sion to  travel  through  a  new  and  thinly  settled  part  of  the 
western  country.  His  traveling  companion  was  a  gentle- 
man of  intelligence,  but  of  infidel  principles,  who  was  fond 
of  discussion,  and  ready  to  beguile  the  way  in  urging  ar- 
guments against  the  truth  of  the  christian  religion.  The 
sparse  population  of  the  country  through  which  they 
were  passing,  was  composed  of  rough  and  uncouth  mate- 
rials, and  it  had  been  rumored  that  travelers  had  suffered 
violence  from  them  when  thrown  within  their  power.  As 
regular  inns  were  unknown,  our  travelers  were  compelled 
to  trust  the  hospitality  of  those  of  whom  they  could  not 
])ut  entertain  a  secret  fear.  On  one  occasion,  as  the  even- 
ing closed  in,  they  sought  a  lodging  place  in  a  log  cabin, 
far  removed  from  other  habitaUons.  They  anticipated 
but  little  comfort,  and  various  appearances  induced  them 
to  believe,  that  it  would  be  a  means  of  safety  for  each  of 
them  to  watch  alternately  through  the  night.  As  they 
were  about  to  retire,  however,  to  their  rude  bed,  their  host, 
whose  exterior  had  excited  their  distrust,  proceeding  to  a 
shelf;  took  down  a  much  worn  Bible ;  and,  informing  his 
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visitors  that  it  was  his  custom  to  worship  God  in  his  fam- 
ily, he  read  and  prayed  in  so  simple  and  sincere  a  manner 
as  to  secure  the  esteem  of  the  travelers.  They  retired  to 
rest,  slept  soundly,  and  thought  no  more  of  attentive 
watchiuo^.  In  the  morning,  our  acquaintance,  addressing 
his  infidel  companion,  required  him  as  an  honest  man  to 
say,  whether  the  religious  exercises  of  the  preceding  even- 
ing had  not  dispelled  every  particle  of  distrust  of  their 
Iiost's  character,  and  had  not  enabled  him  to  close  his  eyes 
in  the  most  confident  security?  He  was  evidently  em- 
barrassed by  the  question,  but  at  length  candidly  acknowl- 
edged, that  the  sight  of  the  Bible  had  secured  for  him  a 
sound  night's  rest.  Here  was  a  testimony  extorted  to  the 
excellent  moral  influence  of  the  religion  which  he  scepti- 
cally assailed.  He  could  not  for  a  moment,  harbor  a  fear 
of  violence  from  one,  who  was  in  the  habit  of  daily  bending 
the  knee  before  God — the  very  erection  of  the  family  altar, 
rendered  the  house  a  secure  asylum. 


The  Love  of  Gvd, 


Th^  tohowing  lines,  composed  b^r  a  lunatic,  were  fouix^ 
written  on  ihe  wall  in  his  cell  after  his  death  : — 

••'  Could  we  with  ink  the  ocean  fill, 

And  were  the  skies  of  parchment  made  ; 

Wets  every  stalk  on  earth  a  quill, 
And  e\ery  man  a  scribe  by  trade  ; 

To  write  the  lo-ve  of  God  above 

Would  drtk-iu  the  ocean  dry  ; 
Nor  could  the  scroll  contain  the  Avhole, 

If  stretched  from  sky  to  sky." 


Two  strings  to  our  bow. 

^'  Well,  Hodge,"  said  a  smart  looking  Londoner  to  a 
plain  cottager,  who  was  on  his  way  home  from  church, 
"so  you  are  trudging  home,  after  taking  the  benefit  of  the 
fine  balmy  breezes  in  the  country  this  mornino;."  "Sir'* 
said  the  man,  "  I  have  not  been  strolling  aboutlhis  sacred 
morning,  wasting  my  time  in  idleness  and  neglect  of  reli- 
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gion ;  but  I  have  been  at  the  house  of  God,  to  worshi) 
iiim,  and  to  hear  his  preached  word."  "  Ah  !  what  then, 
you  are  one  of  those  simpletons,  that,  in  these  country 
places,  are  weak  enough  to  believe  the  Bible?  Believe 
me,  my  man,  that  book  is  a  pack  of  nonsense,  and  none 
but  weak  and  ignorant  jjeople  now  think  it  true."  "Well. 
Mr.  Stranger,  but  do  you  know,  weak  and  ignorant  as  wo 
are,  lue  like  to  have  tioo  strings  to  our  bowJ^  "Two 
strings  to  your  bow!  What  do  you  mean  by  that?" 
"Why,  sir,  I  mean  that  to  believe  the  Bible,  and  act  up  to 
it,  is  like  having  two  strings  to  one's  bow ;  for  if  it  is  7iot 
true,  I  shall  be  the  better  man  for  living  according  to  it ; 
and  so  it  will  be  for  my  good  in  this  life — that  is  one 
string  ;  and  if  it  should  be  true,  it  will  be  better  for  me  in 
the  next  life — that  is  another  string  !  and  a  pretty  strong 
one  it  is.  But,  sir,  if  you  disbelieve  the  Bible,  and  on 
that  account  do  not  live  as  it  requires,  you  have  not  one 
string  to  your  bow.  And  oh !  if  its  tremendous  threats 
prove  trup:,  oh,  think  !  what  then,  sir,  will  become  of 
YOU?"  This  plain  appeal  silenced  the  coxcomb,  and 
made  him  feel,  it  is  hoped,  that  he  was  not  quite  so  wise 
as  he  had  supposed. 


Hofv  the  Christian  regards  Miches, 

I  WENT  one  day,  says  the  pious  John  Newton,  to  Mrs. 

G 5  just  after  she  had  lost  all  her  fortune  ;  I  could  not 

be  surprised  to  find  her  in  tears  :  but  she  said,  "  I  suppose 
you  think  I  am  crying  for  my  loss:  but  that  is  not  the 
case.  I  am  now  weeping  that  1  should  feel  so  much  un- 
easiness on  the  account."  After  that  I  never  heard  her 
speak  on  the  subject  as  long  as  she  lived.  Why  now  this 
is  just  as  it  should  be.  Suppose  a  man  was  going  to  York 
to  take  possession  of  a  large  estate,  and  his  chaise  should 
break  down  a  mile  before  he  got  to  the  city,  which  obliged 
him  to  walk  the  rest  of  the  way;  what  a  fool  we  would 
think  him  if  we  saw  him  wringing  his  hands  and  blub- 
bering out  all  the  remaining  mile,  "  My  chaise  is  broken  ! 
my  chaise  is  broken  '" 
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Superimtemdmg  I^rovldence* 

Sir  Evan  NEPEANofthe  Home  Department, relates  the 
following  respecting  himself.  One  night  during  his  office 
as  under-secretary,  he  felt  the  most  unaccountable  wake 
fulness  that  could  be  imagined  ;  he  was  in  perfect  health, 
had  dined  early,  and  had  nothing  whatever  on  his  mind 
to  keep  him  awake.  Still  he  found  all  attempts  to  sleep, 
impossible,  and  from  eleven  till  two  in  the  morning,  he 
never  closed  an  eye.  At  lensfth,  weary  of  this  struggle, 
and  as  the  twilight  was  breaking,  (it  was  in  summer,)  he 
determined  to  try,  what  would  be  the  effect  of  a  walk  in 
tho  park.  There  he  saw  nothing  but  the  sleepy  sentinels. 
Bat  in  his  walk,  happening  to  pass  the  House  office  seve 
ral  times,  he  thought  of  letting  liimself  in  with  his  key, 
though  without  any  particular  object.  The  Book  of  en- 
tries of  the  day  before,  still  lay  on  the  table,  and  tlirough 
sheer  listlessness  he  opened  it.  The  first  thing  he  saw 
appalled  him — "A  repreive  to  be  sent  to  York  for  tho 
coiners  ordered  for  execution."  The  execution  had  been 
ordered  for  the  next  day.  It  struck  him  that  he  had  re- 
ceived no  return  to  his  order  to  send  the  reprieve.  He 
searched  the  "minutes."  He  could  not  find  it  there. 
In  alarm  he  went  to  the  house  of  the  chief  clerk,  who 
lived  in  Downing-street,  knocked  him  up,  (it  was  then 
past  three,)  and  asked  him  if  he  knew  anything  of  the 
reprieve  being  sent.  In  great  alarm,  the  chief  clerk  could 
not  remember.  "  You  are  scarcely  awake,"  said  Sir  Evan, 
'•recollect  yourself;  it  must  have  been  sent." 

The  clerk  said  that  he  now  recollected  he  had  sent  it 
to  the  clerk  of  the  crown,  whose  business  it  was  to  for- 
ward it  to  York. 

"  Good,"  said  Sir  Evan,  "but  have  you  his  receipt  and 
certificate  that  it  is  go?ie  ? 

"  No." 

"  Then  come  with  me  to  his  house,  we  must  find  him 
^t  is  early?"  It  was  now  four,  and  the  clerk  of  the  crown 
lived  in  Chancery-Lane.  There  was  no  hackney  coach 
lo  be  seen  and  they  almost  ran.  They  were  just  in  time 
The  clerk  of  the  crown  had  a  country  house,  and  mean- 
ing to  have  along  holiday,  he  was  at  that  moment  step- 
pmo^  into  his  gig  to  go  to  his  villa.     Astonished  at  this 
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visit  of  the  under  secretajy  of  state  at  such  an  hour,  he 
was  still  more  so  at  his  business. 

"  Heavens  !"  cried  he,  "the  reprieve  is  locked  up  in  my 
desk  !"  It  was  brought.  Sir  Evan  sent  to  the  post  ofhce 
for  the  truest  and  fleetest  express.  The  reprieve  reached 
York  next  morning  just  at  the  moment  the  unhappy  men 
were  ascending  the  cart. 

With  Sir  Evan  Nepean,  we  fully  agree  in  regarding 
this  little  narrative,  as  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  that 
we  have  ever  heard.  We  shall  go  further  even  than  he 
acknowledged,  and  say.  that  to  us  it  appears  as  striking 
evidence  of  what  we  should  conceive  a  superior  interpo- 
sition. It  is  true  that  no  ghost  appears,  nor  is  any  prompt- 
ing voice  audible  ;  yet  the  ressult  depended  upon  so  long 
a  succession  of  seeming  chances,  and  each  of  these  chan- 
ces was  at  once  so  improbable  and  so  necessary,  that  we 
are  almost  compelled  to  regard  the  whole  matter  of  an  in- 
fluence not  to  be  attributed  to  man.  If  the  link  of  the 
chain  might  pass  for  a  common  occurrence — as,  undoubt- 
edly, fits  of  wakefulness  will  happen  without  any  discov- 
erable ground,  in  the  state  of  either  body  or  mind— still, 
what  could  be  less  in  the  common  course  of  things,  than, 
thus  waking,  he  should  take  it  nUo  his  head  to  get  up 
and  take  a  walk  in  the  park,  at  two  in  the  morning  /  Yet, 
if  he  had,  like  others,  contented  himself  with  taking  a  walk 
in  his  chamber,  or  enjoying  the  cool  air  at  his  window, 
not  one  of  the  succeeding  events  could  have  occurred, 
and  the  men  must  have  been  sacrificed.  Or  if  when  he 
took  his  walk,  he  had  been  contented  with  getting  rid  of 
the  feverishness  of  the  night,  and  returned  to  his  bed,  the 
chain  would  have  been  broken  ;  for  what  was  more  out 
of  the  natural  coarse  of  events,  than,  iluit  at  two  in  the 
morning,  the  idea  should  come  into  the  head  of  any  man 
to  go  into  his  oflice,  and  sit  down  in  the  lonely  rooms  of 
his  department,  for  no  purpose  of  business  or  pleasure, 
but  simply  from  not  knowmg  what  to  do  witli  himself? 

Or  if,  when  he  had  let  himself  into  those  solitary  rooms, 
the  book  of  entries  had  not  lain  on  the  table  :  (and  this 
we  presume  to  have  been  among  the  chances,  as  we  can 
scarcely  suppose  books  ot'thisofficial  importance,  to  be  gen- 
erally left  to  their  fate  among  the  servants  and  messengers 
of  the  office:)  or  if  the  entry,  instead  of  being  on  the  fir«l 


MISCELLANY.  271 

page  that  opened  to  his  eye,  had  been  on  any  other,  even 
the  second,  as  he  never  might  have  taken  the  trouble  of 
turning  the  page  :  or  if  he  and  the  chief  clerk  had  been 
five  minutes  later  at  the  Clerk  of  the  Gown's  house,  and, 
instead  of  findino^  Inm  at  the  moment  of  getting  into  his 
carriage,  had  been  compelled  to  incur  the  delay  of  bring- 
ing him  back  from  the  country,  all  the  preceding  events 
would  iiave  been  useless.  The  people  would  have  died  at 
York,  for,  even  as  it  was,  there- was  not  a  moment  to 
spare ;  they  were  stopped  on  the  very  verge  of  exe- 
cution. 

The  remarkable  feature  of  the  whole  is,  that  the  chain 
might  have  been  snapped  at  every  link,  and  that  every 
link  was  equally  important.  In  the  calculation  of  the 
probability  of  any  one  of  these  occurrences,  a  mathemati- 
cian would  find  the  chances  very  hard  against  it ;  but  the 
calculation  would  be  prodigiously  raised  against  the  prob- 
ability of  the  whole.  If  it  is  asked,  whether  a  suflicient 
ground  for  this  high  interposition  is  to  be  discovered,  in 
saving  the  lives  of  a  lew  wretched  culprits,  who,  as  fre- 
quently in  such  cases,  probably  returned  to  their  wicked 
trade  as  soon  as  they  had  escaped,  and  only  plunged  them- 
selves into  deeper  iniquity  ;  the  answer  is,  that  it  is  not 
for  us,  in  our  ignorance,  to  meet  out  the  value  of  a  hu- 
man life,  however  criminal  in  the  eyes  of  heaven. 


Children  must  he  Led  to  God',  not  thriven, 

A  MOTHER,  sitting  at  her  work  in  her  parlor,  overheard 
her  child,  whom  an  older  sister  was  dressing  in  an  adjoin- 
ing bed-room,  say  repeatedly,  as  if  in  answer  to  his  sister, 
"  No,  I  don't  want  to  say  my  prayers  ;  I  dont  want  to  say 
my  prayers." 

"How  many  church  members,  in  good  standing," 
thought  the  mother  to  herself;  "often  say  the  same  thing 
in  heart,  though  they  conceal  even  from  themselves  the 
feeling. 

"  Mother,"  said  the  child,  appearing  in  a  minute  or  two 
at  the  parlor  door  ;  the  tone  and  look  implied  that  it  was 
only  his  morning  salutation. 

"  Good  morning,  my  child." 
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"  I  am  going  out  to  get  my  breakfast." 

'•  Stop  a  minute  ;  I  want  you  to  come  here,  and  see  mn 
first." 

The  mother  laid  down  her  work  in  the  next  chair,  as 
the  boy  ran  towards  her.  She  took  him  up.  He  kneeled 
in  her  lap,  and  laid  his  face  down  upon  her  shoulder,  his 
cheek  against  her  ear.  The  mother  rocked  her  chair 
slowly  backwards  and  forwards. 

"  Are  you  pretty  weh  this  morning  ?"  said  she  in  a  kind, 
gentle  tone. 

"  Yes,  mother  ;  I  am  very  well." 

"I  am  glad  you  are  well.  I  am  very  well  too;  and 
when  I  waked  up  this  morning,  and  found  that  I  was  well; 
1  thanked  God  for  taking  care  of  me." 

"  Did  you  ?"  said  the  boy  in  a  low  tone,  half  a  whisper. 
He  paused  after  it  — conscience  was  at  work. 

"  Did  you  ever  feel  my  pulse  ?"  asked  his  mother,  after 
a  minute  of  silence,  at  the  same  time  taking  the  boy  down, 
and  setting  him  in  her  lap,  and  placing  his  fingers  on  her 
wrist. 

"  No,  but  I  have  felt  mine." 

"  Well,  don't  you  feel  mine  now  ? — how  regular  it  goei 
beating." 

"  Y-e-s  !"  said  the  child. 

"  If  it  should  stop  beating  I  should  die." 

"  Should  you  ?" 

"  Yes ;  and  I  can't  keep  it  beating." 

"  Who  can  ?" 

^'  God." 

A  silent  pause. 

"  You  have  a  pulse  too,  which  beats  in  your  bosom 
here,  and  in  your  arms  and  all  over  yon,  and  I  cannot 
keep  it  beating,  nor  can  you.  Nobody  can  but  God.  It 
he  should  not  take  care  of  you,  who  could?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  the  child  with  a  look  of  anxiety ; 
and  another  pause  ensued. 

"  So  when  I  waked  up  this  morning  I  thought  I  would 
ask  God  to  take  care  5f  me.  I  hope  he  will  take  care  of 
me  and  all  of  us." 

"  Did  you  ask  him  to  take  care  of  we.^" 

"  No." 

«■  Why  not?" 
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"  Because  I  thought  you  would  ask  him  yourself.  God 
likes  to  have  as  ail  ask  for  ourselves." 

A  lono:  pause  ensued.  The  deeply  thoughtful,  and  al- 
most anxious  expression  of  countenance,  showed  that  the 
heart  was  reached. 

"  Don't  you  think  you  had  better  ask  him  for  yourself?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  boy  readily. 

He  kneeled  again  in  his  mother's  lap,  and  uttered  m 
his  simple  and  oroken  language,  a  prayer  for  the  protec- 
tion and  blessing  of  heaven. 

Suppose  another  case.  Another  mother  overhearing 
the  same  words,  calls  her  child  into  the  room.  The  boy 
comes. 

"  Did  not  I  hear  you  say  you  did  not  want  to  say  your 
prayers  ?" 

The  boy  is  silent. 

"  Yes,  he  did,"  says  his  sister  behind  him. 

"  Well,  that  is  very  naughty.  You  ought  always  to 
say  your  prayers.  Go  right  back  now,  and  say  them 
like  a  good  boy,  and  never  let  me  hear  of  your  refusing 
again." 

The  boy  goes  back  pouting,  and  utters  the  words  of 
prayer,  while  his  heart  is  full  of  mortified  pride,  vexa- 
tion, and  ill  will. 


JMy  Sister, 


One  morning  in  my  early  life,  I  remember  to  have  been 
playing  with  a  younger  sister,  not  then  three  years  old. 
It  was  one  of  those  bright  mornings  in  Spring,  that  bring 
joy  and  life  to  the  heart,  and  diffuse  gladness  and  anima- 
tion through  all  the  tribes  of  living  creatures.  Our  feel- 
ings were  in  perfect  harmony  with  the  universal  gladness 
of  nature.  Even  now,  I  seem  to  hear  the  merry  laugh 
of  my  little  sister,  as  she  followed  me  through  the  wind- 
ing alleys  of  the  garden,  her  cheek  suffused  with  the 
glow  of  health  and  animation,  and  her  waving  hair  float- 
ing in  the  wind. 

She  was  an  only  sister,  the  sole  companion  of  all  my 
childish  sports.  We  were  constantly  together ;  and  my 
young  heart  went  out  to  hers,  with  all  the  affection  all  the 
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fondness,  of  which  childhod  is  capable.  Nothing  afford- 
ed nie  enjoyment  in  which  she  did  not  participate  ;  no 
amusement  was  sought,  which  we  could  not  share  to- 
gether. 

That  morning  we  had  prolouijed  our  play,  till  near  the 
hour  of  breakfast,  with  undiminished  ardor,  when  at  some 
slight  provocation,  my  impetuous  nature  broke  forth,  and 
in  my  anger,  I  struck  my  little  sister  a  blow  with  my 
Jiand.  She  turned  to  me  with  an  appealing  look,  and  the 
large  tears  came  into  her  eyes.  Her  heart  was  too  full  to 
allow  her  to  speak,  and  shame  made  me  silent.  At  that 
moment  the  breakfast  bell  summoned  us  away,  and  we 
returned  to  the  house  without  exchanging  a  word.  The 
excitement  of  play  was  over,  and  as  she  sat  beside  my 
mother  at  breakfast,  I  perceived,  by  occasional  stolen 
glances  at  her,  that  she  was  pale  and  sad.  A  tear  seemed 
ready  to  start  in  her  eye,  which  all  her  self  possession 
could  scarcely  repress.  It  was  only  when  my  mother  in- 
quired if  she  was  ill,  that  she  drank  her  coffee,  and  en- 
deavored to  eat.  I  was  ashamed  and  grieved,  and  in- 
wardly resolved  to  embrace  the  first  opportunity  when 
we  were  alone,  to  throw  my  arms  around  her  neck  and 
entreat  her  forgiveness. 

When  breakfast  was  ended,  my  mother  retired  with 
her  into  her  own  room,  directing  me  in  the  mean  time  to 
set  down  to  my  lesson.  I  seated  myself  by  the  window, 
and  ran  over  my  lesson,  but  did  not  learn  it.  My  thoughts 
were  perpetually  recurring  to  the  scene  in  the  garden, 
and  at  table.  It  was  long  before  my  mother  returned,  and 
when  she  did,  it  was  with  an  agitated  look,  and  hurried 
step,  to  tell  me  that  my  poor  Ellen  was  very  ill.  I  asked 
eagerly  if  I  might  go  to  her,  but  was  not  pernjitted,  lest  I 
should  disturb  her.  A  physician  was  called,  and  every 
means  used  for  her  recovery,  but  to  no  purpose.  The 
disease,  which  was  in  her  head,  constantly  increased  in 
violence,  and  she  became  delirious.  It  was  not  until  eve- 
ning that  I  was  permitted  to  see  her.  She  was  a  little  re- 
covered from  the  severity  of  her  pain,  and  lay  with  her 
eyes  closed,  and  her  little  hand  resting  on  the  pillow  be- 
neath her  head.  How  I  longed  to  tell  her  the  sorrow  I 
felt  for  my  unkindness  to  her  in  the  morning,  and  how 
much  I  had  suffered  for  it  during  the  day.     But  I  was 


MISCELLANY.  275 

forbidden  to  speak  to  her,  and  v/as  soon  taken  out  of 
the  room.  During  that  night,  and  the  day  following,  she 
continued  to  grow  worse.  1  saw  her  several  times,  but 
she  was  always  insensible  of  my  presence.  Once,  in- 
deed, she  showed  some  signs  of  consciousness^  and  asked 
for  me,  but  immediately  relapsed  into  her  former  state. 

On  the  morning  of  tlie  third  day,  I  arose  at  an  early 
hour,  and  repaired  to  the  sick  room.  My  mother  was 
sitting  by  the  bed.  As  I  entered,  she  drew  me  to  her 
and  for  some  time  was  silent,  while  the  tears  flowed  fas 
down  her  face.  I  first  learned  that  my  sweet  sister  was 
dead,  as  my  mother  drew  aside  the  curtain  that  concealed 
her  from  me.  I  felt  as  though  my  heart  would  break. 
The  remembrance  of  her  affection  for  me,  and  my  last 
unkind  deed,  revived  in  my  mind  ;  and  burying  my  face 

in  the  folds  of  the  curtain,  I  wept  long  and  bitterly. 
****** 

I  saw  her  laid  in  the  coffin,  and  laid  into  the  grave.  I 
almost  wished  to  lie  down  there  with  her,  if  so  I  miofht 
see  once  more  her  smile,  and  hear  my  forgiveness  pro- 
nounced in  her  sweet  voice. 

Years  have  passed  away  and  I  am  now  a  man — but 
never  does  the  recollection  of  this  incident  of  my  early 
life  foil  to  awaken  bitter  feelings  of  grief  and  remorse,  and 
never  do  I  see  niy  young  friends  exchanging  looks  or 
words  of  anger,  without  thinking  of  my  last  pastime  with 
my  own  loved  Ellen. 


JPower  of  the  Gospeh 


The  scruple  is  often  heard,  and  sometimes  from  good 
men  who  have  taken  but  short  views  on  this  subject, 
"  Wheat,  after  all,  can  you  accomplish  ?  Iniquity  abounds, 
and  the  wicked  seem  to  multiply  and  wax  bolder!" 
True,  sadly  true;  but  they  fail  to  inquire,  what  would 
the  v/orld  become,  without  restraints  ?  abandoned  to  its 
chosen  course,  and  the  rein  of  indulgence  thrown  on  the 
neck  of  every  passion  ?  The  christian  religion  is  healthy 
and  purifying,  and  wherever  it  is  inculcated,  it  will  be 
to  substantial  purpose.  It  is  adopted  to  the  temporal,  in- 
tellectual, and  moral  wants  of  our  race  :  it  harmonizes 
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v/ith  the  constitution  of  onr  ph^T-sicil  and  inoral  nature, 
and  if  its  influences  ever  become  disastrous,  it  is  because 
by  perverting  it  we  have  made  them  such.  There  is  no- 
hing  in  all  the  united  universe  that  can  so  elevate  and 
reline  the  S\  u).  Take  the  most  degraded  from  the  haunts 
of  vice,  and  let  the  spirit  of  God  seal  the  gospel  in  his 
heart,  in  the  assurance  that  the  Lord  waits  to  be  gracious, 
and  notwithstanding  all  his  vileness,  will  be  reconciled, 
and  remit  all,  and  forgive  all  his  rebellion  and  ingrati- 
tude ;  and  his  soul  rises  at  the  blessed  thought ;  his  bosom 
will  begin  to  expand  with  noble  impulses,  as  the  love  o^ 
God  in  the  great  scheme  of  redemption  warms  his  soul. 
Now  he  hates  his  chains,  abhors  his  vileness ;  his  spirit 
breaks  away  from  his  bondage,  and  he  rises  to  the  liberty 
and  purity  of  the  sons  of  God.  There  is  an  energy  and 
power  ir  crucified  love,  that  when  it  beams  on  the  soul, 
melts  and  humbles,  and  exalts  it.  Such  sympathies  felt, 
and  such  sacrifices  made  for  this  living  mysterious  facul- 
ty within  me.  Heaven  and  earth  moved  in  concert  for 
the  immortal  principle  that  beats  and  breathes  here  !  Ah, 
exclaims  the  conscious  sinner,  I  will  revere  my  being  ! — 
I  will  cherish  my  hopes  !  This  mighty  motive  will  yet 
bring  a  world  of  rebellion  to  submission  and  obedience, 
in  filial  confidence  and  love. 


Thoughts  of  the  Ikying. 

Philip  the  Third,  King  of  Spain,  seriously  reflecting 
upon  the  life  he  had  led,  cried  out,  when  laid  upon  his 
death-bed,  "  Ah,  how  happy  should  I  have  been,  had  I 
spent  in  retirement  those  twenty-three  years  during  which 
I  have  held  my  kingdom  !  My  cencern  is  not  for  my 
body,  but  my  soul !" 

Cardinal  Wolsey,  one  of  the  greatest  ministers  of  state, 
poured  forth  his  soul  in  these  sad  words  :  "  Had  I  been 
so  diligent  in  serving  my  God,  as  I  have  to  please  my 
king,  he  would  not  have  forsaken  me  now  in  my  grey 
hairs." 

Cardinal  Richelieu,  after  he  had  given  law  to  Europe 
for  many  years,  confessed  to  M.  Du  Moulin,  that  having 
been  forced  upon  many  irregularities  in  his  lifetime,  by 
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what  are  called  "  reasons  of  state^''  he  could  not  tell  how 
to  satisfy  his  conscience  upon  several  accounts;  and  be- 
ing asked  one  day  by  a  friend  why  he  was  so  sad,  he  an- 
swered, "  The  soul  is  a  serious  thing.  It  must  be  sad 
here  for  a  moment,  or  be  sad  forever." 

Cardinal  Mazarin,  having  made  religion  wholly  sub- 
servient to  worldly  interest,  discoursing  one  day  with  a 
Doctor  of  the  Sorbonne,  concerning  the  immortality  of 
the  soul,  and  a  future  state,  said,  weeping,  "  Oh,  my  poor 
soul,  whither  wilt  thou  go  ?"  Afterwards,  seeing  the 
queen  mother,  he  said  to  her,  "  Madam,  your  favors  undid 
me;  were  I  to  live  my  life  over  again,  I  would  be  a 
Capuchin  Friar  rather  than  a  courtier." 

Sir  John  Mason,  Privy  Councillor  to  King  Henry  the 
Eighth,  upon  his  death-bed,  addressed  himself  to  the 
people  around  him  to  the  following  effect :  "  I  have  seen 
the  most  remarkable  things  in  foreign  parts,  and  been 
present  at  most  transactions  for  thirty  years  together ; 
and  have  learned  this,  after  so  many  years'  experience, 
that  seriousness  is  the  greatest  wisdom  ;  temj)erance  the 
best  physic  ;  and  a  good  conscience  the  best  estate:  and, 
were  I  to  live  again,  I  would  change  the  court  for  a 
cloister  ;  my  Privy  Councillor's  bustles  for  a  hermit's  re- 
tirement, and  the  whole  life  I  have  lived  in  the  palace,  for 
one  hours'  enjoyment  of  God  in  the  chapel.  All  things 
forsake  me  but  my  God,  my  duty,  and  my  prayers." 

Sir  Thomas  Smith,  Secretary  of  State  to  Q.ueen  Eliza- 
beth, a  few  months  before  he  died,  sent  for  his  friends, 
the  Bishops  of  Winchester  and  Worcester,  entreating 
them  to  draw  for  him,  out  of  the  word  of  God,  the  plain- 
est and  exactest  way  of  making  his  peace  with  him ;  add- 
ing, "  It  is  a  great  pity  that  men  know  not  to  what  end 
they  are  born  into  this  world,  'till  they  are  nearly  to  go 
out  of  it." 

Sir  Philip  Sydney  left  this  as  his  farewell  to  his 
friends:  "Govern  your  will  and  affections  by  the  will 
and  word  of  the  Creator.  In  me  behold  the  end  of  the 
world,  and  all  its  vanities." 

Dr.  Donne,  a  man  of  great  parts  and  learning,  being 

upon  his  death-bed,  and  taking  a  solemn  leave  of  his 

friends,  said,  "  I  repent  of  all  my  life,  but  that  part  of  it 

which  I  spent  in  communion  with  God,  and  in  doing  good ' 

24 
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Only  a  year  before  his  death,  to  a  person  who  asked, 
''  Whcit  is  the  shortest  way  to  obtain  a  true  knowledge  of 
the  christian  religion  in  the  full  and  just  extent  of  it?" 
John  Locke  returned  this  significant  answer:  "Study 
the  Holy  Scripture,  especiatly  the  New  Testament ; 
therein  are  contained  the  words  of  eternal  life.  It  has 
God  for  its  author ;  salvation  for  its  end ;  and  truths 
without  any  mixture  of  error,  for  its  matter.''^ 

"  At  my  death,"  says  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  '-I  mean  to 
take  a  total  adieu  of  the  world,  not  caring  for  a  monu- 
ment, history,  or  epitaph  :  not  so  much  as  tlie  memory  ot 
my  own  name  to  be  found  anywhere,  but  in  the  universal 
register  of  God." 


0»ie  Jfliumte  too  l^ate. 


I  WAS  standing  on  the  deck  to  witness  the  departure  ot 
the  steamboat.  Her  time  had  come.  Several  hundred 
passengers  had  already  embarked,  and  others  were 
crowding  hastily  through  the  throng  to  get  on  board. 
All  was  confusion.  The  v/heels  and  the  piston  seemed 
restless  with  delay;  the  boat  creaked  against  the  wharf 
as  the  paddles  dipped  themselves  in  the  water  ;  the  strong 
hawsers  that  bound  her  fore  and  aft  ground  on  tlie  spiles. 
The  stern  voice  of  the  mate  summoned  "All  aboard" — • 
"All  ashore."  Just  then  a  hack  drove  down;  an  old 
gentleman,  with  locks  of  many  bygone  years,  alighted, 
and  hastened  towards  the  boat.  The  crowd  made  way 
for  the  venerable  stranger,  but  in  vain ;  the  plank  had 
been  drawn  in,  the  fastenings  loosed,  and  boat  was  off. 
I  shall  never  forg^et  the  look  of  disappointment  which  was 
manifested  in  his  countenance,  as  he  turned  away  and 
ordered  his  baggage  returned  to  the  hack.  My  thoughts 
were  beginning  to  take  a  solemn  turn,  when  a  friend 
who  was  with  me,  pronounced  with  emphasis,  "  One 
minute  too  late  P"*  How  many  there  are  who  are  a  little 
behind  the  time ;  just  one  minute  too  late  in  all  the  af- 
fairs of  this  world  !  always  in  a  hurry  ;  yet  never  ready  ? 
And  how  many  thousands  are  a  little  too  late  in  the  grea« 
work  of  repentance?  They  delay  and  postpone,  until 
the  ark  of  safety  has  shoved  off  for  the  last  time.  One 
moment  then  is  as  fatal  as  an  a^e. 
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The  JLuxury  of  l^oimg  ^ood^  and  how  to 
enjoy  it, 

'•  You  knowj"  said  an  individual  in  humble  life,  ad- 
dressing:  a  circle  of  christian  friends,  "  that  I  am  a  poor 
man.  Fifty  acres  of  land  is  all  I  have  from  which  to 
support  myself,  wife,  and  six  children.  For  fifteen  years 
after  I  professed  religion,  I  thoughtmyself  perfectly  excu- 
sed in  giving  nothing  to  reUgious  objects,  and  I  believe 
others  thought  so  too,  for  they  never  called  on  me  for  any 
thing.  I  was  in  debt,  could  hardly  bring  the  two  ends  of 
the  year  together,  my  family  was  poorly  provided  for,  and 
we  were  even  in  the  habit  of  receiving  occasional  dona- 
tions from  our  neighbors.  Being,  about  five  years  since, 
at  a  neighbor's,  a  lady  called  to  ask  assistance  for  a  poor 
family,  who  had  been  burnt  out,  and  lost  two  children  in 
the  fire. 

"  1  was  so  much  affected  by  what  I  heard,  that  to  be 
able  to  give  something  for  their  relief,  seemed  to  me  would 
be  an  inexpressible  gratification.  1  had  in  my  pocket  a 
piece  of  silver,  of  small  value — it  was  all  tlie  money  I  had 
in  the  world,  but  still,  ere  I  was  aware,  my  fingers  were 
upon  it,  and  I  involuntarily  handed  it  to  the  lady.  On 
my  way  home,  I  reflected  upon  myself,  thought  my  fami- 
ly needed  this  money  at  that  moment,  to  buy  necessaries 
with,  and  li  they  did  not,  it  was  the  property  of  my  credi- 
tors, and  I  ought  not  to  have  given  it  away.  It  disturbed 
my  mind  so  much,  that  I  went  and  spread  the  case  before 
God  in  prayer.  While  thus  engaged,  the  words  of  our 
Savior  occurred  to  my  mind—"  Give  to  him  that  asketh 
thee,  and  from  him  that  would  borrow  of  thee,  turn  not 
thou  away."  My  faith  found  here  a  support  for  itself,  and 
I  rejoiced  that  our  Savior  did  not  single  out  the  rich  from 
the  poor,  as  under  obligation  to  observe  this  precept,  but 
addressed  it  alike  to  all.  Satisfied  that  I  had  done  no 
wrong,  I  was  willing  to  leave  the  result  with  God,  and 
bent  my  thoughts  to  see  how  I  could  repair  my  loss,  and 
allow  myself  the  gratification  of  doing  good  in  this  way, 
on  future  occasions.  I  soon  discovered,  that  in  the  man- 
ner both  of  purchasing  and  using  articles  of  consumption 
in  my  family,  I  might  practice  greater  economy  than  I  had 
been  accustomed  to.     By  buying  every  thing  on  credit,  I 
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held  subjected  myself  to  tLi  double  loss  of  giving  more  for 
F.rticles,  and  of  paying  interest  on  the  money  they  cost. 
After  all,  they  must  be  paid  for ;  and  hence,  by  contriving 
to  pay  when  I  got  them,  I  should  make  a  saving.  And 
it  was  only  by  exercising  great  care  and  self-denial,  the 
first  yceir,  that  we  succeeded  to  revolutionize  these  old 
habits  ;  but  when  it  was  done,  it  cut  off  no  small  item  of 
useless  expense.  I  found,  also,  that  there  were  several 
articles  of  previous  consumption,  such  as  a  number  of 
gallons  of  ardent  spirits,  and  as  many  pounds  of  tobacco, 
which  we  could  give  up  altogether,  and  yet  be  better  off 
than  we  had  been  with  them.  I  contrived  also,  with  the 
assistance  of  my  wife,  who  entered  into  all  my  plans,  to 
use  what  I  purchased  much  more  economically  than  be- 
fore. Many  ways  both  of  increasing  the  comfort  of  living, 
and  of  doing  it  at  less  expense,  occurred  to  us,  that  we 
had  never  thought  of,  which  we  reduced  to  practice, 
greatly  to  the  improvement  of  our  table  and  fireside  en- 
joyments. By  these  means,  we  effected  a  very  considera- 
ble retrenchment  of  our  expenses. 

'•I  then  looked  over  my  farm  and  manner  of  husband- 
ing it,  to  see  if  I  could  not  increase  my  income.  By  early 
rising,  and  being  more  strict  in  training  my  sons  to  busi- 
ness,^! was  able  to  supersede  the  necessity  of  hiring  a 
man,  in  harvest.  I  kept  up  my  fences,  disburdened  my 
barn  yard  of  a  quantity  of  manure,  which  had  long  lain 
useless,  and  scattered  it  over  my  fields,  greatly  to  the  im- 
provement of  the  soil ;  was  punctual  to  get  my  crops  in  at 
the  proper  season,  and  to  harvest  them  before  they  were 
injured.  By  all  these  plans  which  1  pursued  with  dili- 
o^ence  the  first  year,  I  closed  the  crevices  through  which 
the  little  fountain  of  my  wealth  had  been  wasted,  and  at 
the  same  time,  increased  the  stream  of  my  income;  I  li- 
quidated my  debts,  paid  my  taxes,  supported  my  family 
better  than  before,  and  had  something  to  give  away  besides. 
As  God  had  prospered  me  so  far,  I  felt  it  my  duty  to  lay 
myself  out  still  further  for  his  glory,  in  cultivating  my  little 
farm.  1  therefore  set  off  one  tenth  of  that  part,  which  was 
productive,  about  three  acres,  determined  to  cultivate  it, 
and  devote  the  proceeds  to  God.  From  this.  I  realized 
the  first  year,  about  one  hundred  dollars,  which  I  appro- 
propriate'd  to  various  objects  of  benevolence,  and  from  the 
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rest  of  my  farm,  I  obtained  more  than  ever  I  did  from  tne 
whole,  in  any  one  year  before.  Since  that  time,  I  have 
enjoyed  the  luxury  of  doing  good  with  my  money,  my 
family  have  been  better  supported  than  ever,  and  blessed 
be  God,  all  my  children  have  become  hopefully  pious, 
one  of  them  is  studying  for  the  ministry,  and  my  lij^use 
has  been  like  the  house  of  Obed-edom,  where  the  ark 
rested." 


Procrastination  and  Perdition* 

In  one  of  my  walks  about  my  parish,  some  years  ago, 
1  passed  the  place  where  one  of  my  parishioners,  who 
Wcis  a  stone-cutter,  was  at  work  upon  a  large  block  of 
granite.  He  was  about  forty-five  years  of  age,  a  hard 
working,  prosperous  man,  a  warm  personal  friend,  a  con- 
stant attendant  on  the  means  of  grace  ;  but  utterly  indif- 
ferent, so  far  as  I  could  judge,  about  the  concerns  of  his 
soul.  Having  so  good  an  opportunity,  I  determined  to 
speak  to  him  plainly  and  earnestly  upon  the  subject  of 
religion. 

"  My  friend,"  said  I,  "you  have  a  hard  subject  for  your 
chisel  there."  "  Yes,"  he  replied,  "  veiy  hard,  indeed  ;  1 
don't  know  that  I  ever  saw  a  more  difficult  stone  to  cut 
than  this."  "  But,"  said  I,  there  are  harder  things  than 
blocks  of  granite."  "I  suppose  so;  and  granite  grows 
harder  by  exposure  to  the  air  ;  I  can  work  a  stone  much 
easier,  when  it  is  first  taken  from  the  quarry."  "  I  refer 
to  the  heart,"  said  I.  "  It  is  harder  than  stone ;  and  as 
you  say  of  granite,  it  is  growing  harder  every  day.  Hard 
as  this  stone  is,  you  can  make  it  assume  any  form  you 
please ;  you  can  mouid  it  like  clay.  But  God  has  been 
many  years  at  work  upon  you  by  his  word,  and  spirit, 
and  providences,  not  a  feature  of  the  image  of  Christ  yet 
appears  upon  your  heart  of  adamant." 

•'  I  know  it,  I  know  it,"  he  replied,  "  but  it  was  not  al- 
ways so.  Ten  years  ago,  the  Holy  Spirit  visited  my  soul, 
and  melted  it  like  wax.  You  never  saw  me  weep,  but  I 
wept  then,  and  1  thought  the  time  of  my  conversion  had 
come.  But  the  cares  of  this  world,  and  the  deceitfulness 
of  riches,  and  the  lust  o^  other  things  entered  in,  and 
^=^  19 


282  SABBATH-DAY 

grieved  away  the  Spirit,  and  hardened  my  neart  against 
the  truth.  The  Spirit  left  me;  but  I  believe  and  am 
sure,  that  it  was  only  for  a  season.  I  am  confident  that 
he  will  return,  and  then  I  shall  become  a  christian." 

"Ah,  my  friend,"  said  I,  laying  my  hand  upon  his 
shoulder,  "  you  are  cherishing  a  most  dangerous  confi- 
dence. You  are  not  grieving,  but  insulting  the  Spirit  of 
God  ;  and  your  heart  may  be  withered  by  his  wrath,  in- 
stead of  being  melted  by  his  love.  But  God  is  merciful, 
only  he  sure  you  live  until  the  Spirit  returns.  Be  careful 
of  your  life,  for  you  stake  its  salvation  on  its  continuance. 

I  never  saw  him  again.  A  few  months  after  this  inter- 
view, during  my  absence  from  the  place,  he  was  found  in 
his  barn  suspended  by  the  neck,  and  quite  dead.  No  rea- 
son could  be  assigned  for  this  act  of  self-destruction.  He 
met  with  no  heavy  afiiiction.  He  had  an  affectionate 
wife  and  several  small  children.  His  business  was  pros- 
perous. His  earthly  condition  was  in  all  respects  happy. 
But  he  could  not  wait  for  the  return  of  the  Spirit.  Aban- 
doned of  God;  and  tempted  by  the  great  adversary  of  souls, 
without  strength  to  resist,  he  madly  cut  short  his  own 
probation,  and  quenched  his  presumptuous  hope  in  the 
blackness  of  darkness. 

Reader !  have  you  grieved  away  the  Spirit,  and  still 
expect  his  enlightening  and  converting  influences? 
Make  a  covenant  with  death  and  hell,  that  will  stand  • 
and  be  sure  not  to  die  until  your  hope  is  realized. 


Importunate  JVidotts. 

The  parable  of  "  the  unjust  judge  and  the  importunate 
widow,"  has  stimulated  the  faith  of  many  a  daughter  in 
Israel.  Many  years  ago,  in  the  western  part  of  New- 
York,  were  several  pious  widows,  having  large  families 
of  children,  for  the  most  part  without  hope'in  Christ. 
There  was  no  stated  ministry  from  whose  salutary  influ- 
ence upon  their  offspring  they  might  hope  for  good.  Re- 
ligion was  low,  the  church  existed  but  in  name.  When 
they  looked  around  them  on  their  families  and  their  neigh- 
bors, and  saw  the  rapid  growth  of  wickedness,  and  the 
daily  lessening  influence  of  piety,  their  hearts  well  nigh 
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died  within  them.  Hope  almost  departed,  and  would 
nave  taken  a  final  flight,  had  it  not  been  for  the  work  of 
God.  Looking  into  the  oracles  of  truth,  they  read  of  exi- 
gencies as  great  as  their  own,  and  of  relief  guarantied  by 
a  prayer  hearing  God.  '•  There  was  in  a  city,  a  judge, 
who  feared  not  God,  neither  regarded  man.  And  there 
was  a  widow  in  that  city  ;  and  she  came  unto  him,  saying, 
Avenge  me  of  mine  adversary,  and  he  would  not  for  a 
while ;  but  afterward  he  said  within  himself,  tliongh  I 
fear  not  God,  neither  regard  man,  yet  because  this  widow 
troubleth  me,  I  will  avenge  her,  lest  by  her  continual 
coming  she  weary  me.  And  the  Lord  said,  hear  what 
the  unjust  judo;e  saith.  And  shall  not  God  avenge  his 
own  elect  which  cry  day  and  night  unto  him,  though  he 
bear  long  with  them  ?" 

Sustained  by  such  simple  but  vivid  exhibitions  of  the 
duty  and  efficacy  of  prayer,  these  pious  women  resolved 
to  cast  all  their  care  upon  the  Lord.  They  associated 
with  them  as  many  other  females  as  they  could,  and  es- 
tablished meetings  for  prayer  in  behalf  of  the  desolations 
around  them,  and  particularly  their  own  households. 
They  persevered  through  many  discouragements.  Illness, 
bad  weather,  distance  from  place  of  meeting,  and  other 
circumstances  commonly  fatal  to  faithfulness  in  such  as- 
sociations, scarcely  interposed  any  obstacle  to  these  wo- 
men. And  their  prayer  was  not  unheard.  Four  or  five 
persons  connected  with  the  families  of  these  importunate 
wives  and  mothers,  were  hopefully  converted  during  the 
first  year.  But  the  blessings  did  not  stop  here.  Their 
desires  for  the  salvation  of  sinners  had  now  been  strength- 
ened by  indulgence  at  the  throne  of  grace,  and  it  began 
to  show  itself  in  action.  "  They  that  feared  the  Lord 
spake  often  one  to  another."  Other  professors  were  awa- 
kened to  duty,  means  were  taken  to  procure  a  pastor,  and 
as  a  result,  religion  was  revived,  the  church  greatly  in- 
creased, and  many  of  the  members  of  families  represented 
in  that  praying  association,  hopefully  changed  from  death 
unto  life.  In  some  instances,  almost  whole  families,  with 
extensive  connections,  seem  to  have  been  brought  under 
the  influence  of  religious  principle.  The  stream  of  bles- 
sing  has  so  obviously  flowed  over  the  heritage  of  these 
good  women,  that  the  connection  between  their  perseve- 
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ring  prayers,  and  the  happy  result,  is  a  matter  of  common 
remark  among  the  pious  of  that  place,  and  is  regarded  as 
a  moiumient  of  the  divine  faithfulness  to  the  promises 
implied  in  the  parable  of  the  importunate  widow. 


One  Sinner  destroyeth  much  good. 

WAS  an  infidel,  open  nnd  rancorous  in  I  lis  Irea- 


ment  of  all  revealed  religion.  To  the  poison  of  his  prin- 
ciples was  added  the  corruption  of  a  vicions  life,  and  yet, 
though  he  commanded  no  respect  in  the  village  of  his 
residence,  he  had  a  great  deal  of  wjluence.  He  had  a  vast 
fund  of  low  wit,  and  could  sing  bacchanalian  songs  with 
such  an  effect,  that  sober  and  sedate  men  in  passing  the 
open  window  of  the  bar-room,  would  often  pause  to  listen, 
and  he  must  be  grave  indeed,  who  could  pass  on  without 
smiling  even  at  the  ribaldry  which  his  heart  detested. 

A had  several  children,  whom  he  brought  up  in 

ignorance,  maintaining  that  learning  only  made  people 
knaves  and  hypocrites.  His  only  son  grewnp  in  person, 
mind  and  life,  like  his  father.  His  daughters — but  what 
could  be  expected  under  such  parental  training  ?  The 
eye  of  virtue  followed  them  not  long,  for  they  walked  in 

other  and  devious  paths.     In  the  same  street  with  A ■ 

lived  three  men  in  humble  life  with  growing  families  ;  and 
though  they  were  all  at  first  above  adopting  his  habits,  or 
approving  his  principles,  yet  he  was  snch  a  good  hand  at 
fishing,  and  so  well  knew  the  resorts  of  the  watery  game, 
that  he  was  always  with  them  in  the  skiff;  and  he  could 
so  beguile  the  long  evenings  in  the  winter,  that  they 
would  often  send  for  a  "quart,"  to  tempt  his  stay  in  their 
shops,  that  they  might  listen  to  his  witticisms,  or  join  in 
the  chorus  of  his  songs.  As  the  result,  all  three  became 
infidels  without  knowing  why,  mtemperate  without  know- 
ing how  ;  and  the  poison  spread  through  their  families, 
and  corrupted  their  whole  influence.  Thus  these  four 
households,  comprising  between  thirty  and  forty  souls, 
to  all  appearance,  were  ruined  for  this  world  and  the 
next.  Not  one  of  them,  so  far  as  the  writer  knows,  ever 
did  well  in  a  worldly  point  of  view,  or  gave  the  faintest 
evidence  of  grace.     And  where  the  deadly  influence  is  to 
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stop,  is  known  only  to  Him  who  knows  all  things.     Ve- 
rily, "  one  sinner  destroyeth  much  good." 


The  Servant  Jflaid. 

«'  Jane,"  said  a  pious  traveler  in  the  north  of  England, 
while  the  girl  was  serving  his  table,  '■  Do  you  ever  pray  ?" 

"  No,  sir,  I  never  did  such  a  thing  in  my  life,"  said  the 
girl  lightly  and  rather  in  contempt. 

"Well,  I  want  you  to  engage,  that  you  will  go  by 
yourself,  on  your  knees,  once  a  day,  and  offer  to  God  a 
short  prayer,  which  I  will  dictate  to  you,  and  which  you 
can  easily  remenriber,  till  I  come  this  way  again  in  a  few 
months,  and  I  will  then  give  you  a  sovereign,"  (one  pound 
sterling.)  "  The  petition  is  this  :  O,  Lord,  convert  my 
soul  for  Jesus  Christ's  sake.     Amen." 

"  I  will  do  it,"  said  Jane,  with  her  characteristic  levity. 

"Remember,"  said  the  gentleman,  "I  shall  depend  up- 
on your  Iionesty." 

"  Rem.ember,"  said  Jane,  "  I  shall  depend  upon  the  sove- 
reignP 

The  gentleman  returned  after  some  months,  and  took 
lodgings  at  the  inn,  expecting  to  see  Jane.  But  as  Jane 
did  not  appear,  upon  inquiry,  he  was  informed  that  she 
had  left  the  house. 

"For  what  reason?"  said  the  gentleman. 

"Why,  sir,"  said  the  servant  that  filled  her  place, 
"  Jane  got  a  new  religion  after  you  were  here,  and  her 
mistress  dismissed  her." 

"  Call  your  mistress,  will  you  ?" 

The  mistress  appeared,  and  the  gentleman  asked : — 
"  Madam,  what  has  become  of  Jane  V 

"  Why,  sir,  Jane  got  a  notion  to  read  her  Bible  and  pray, 
which  was  all  well  enough,  as  she  was  a  good  girl,  and 
a  more  faithful  servant  for  all  that.  But  she  was  not 
content  to  pray,  and  keep  her  religion  to  herself;  she 
commenced  'preaching,  and  was  troublesome.  If  any 
body  did  what  she  thought  was  wrong,  she  would  con- 
trive some  way  to  rebuke  them  ;  and  the  worst  of  it  was, 
our  o^uests  did  not  always  escape  her  notice,  if  they  drank 
a  little  too  much,  or  behaved  improperly.     And  such  im- 
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pertinence,  you  know,  would  not  do  in  a  public  house, 
like  ours  ;  we  should  lose  our  custom.  So  I  was  obliged 
to  part  with  her,  although  1  liked  the  girl,  and  could  trust 
her  in  everything." 

"  And  where  is  she  ?"  said  the  gentleman. 

"  She  is  at  service,  at  a  near  neighbor's." 

'•  Will  you  send  for  her  ?     I  wish  to  see  her." 

Jane  soon  appeared,  and  the  moment  she  saw  the 
gentleman,  she  fell  back  into  a  chair,  and  burst  into 
tears. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Jane  ?" 

As  soon  as  she  became  a  little  composed,  she  was  able, 
in  a  modest  way,  to  communicate  the  substance  of  thesQ 
facts : 

"  You  remember,  sir,  how  you  engaged  me  to  say  a 
prayer  every  day,  and  how  lightly  I  entered  into  it  foi 
hire.  I  was  as  good  as  my  word,  and  from  tliat  day 
commenced  my  task,  and  oiiiercd  the  petition  reguhirly  as 
you  gave  it  me :  '  O  Lord,  convert  my  soul  for  Jesus 
Christ's  sake,  am.en.'  One  night,  after  I  had  offered  this 
prayer,  and  laid  me  down  to  sleep.  1  began  to  think  of 
the  wickedness  of  the  bargain  I  had  made,  of  my  mo- 
tives,  of  my  levity,  and  solemn  mockery.  I  was  dis- 
tressed beyond  what  I  can  tell  ;  I  could  not  sleep  ;  I  arose, 
fell  down  on  my  knees,  and  began  to  pray  in  earnest;  I 
wept  bitterly;  I  tried  to  confess  all  my  sins,  and  found 
no  peace  of  mind  'till  I  found  it  in  Christ." 

"  AVell,  Jane,"  said  the  gentleman,  putting  his  hand  to 
his  purse,  and  taking  and  offering  her  a  sovereign,  "  I 
owe  you  this  sovereign." 

''  Had  I  ten  thousand  sovereigns,  sir,"  said  Jane  in 
tears,  lifting  her  hands  with  surprise  at  the  ojffer,  "I 
could  never  pay  you  what  I  owe." 


Confession  oT  Mousscaii^  a  Philosophical 
WnheUever, 

I  CONFESS  that  the  majesty  of  the  scriptures  astonishes 
me.  that  the  sanctity  of  the  gospel  speaks  to  my  heart. 
View  the  books  of  the  philosophers  with  all  their  pomp, 
whai  a  littleness  have  they,  when  compared  with  this. 
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Is  it  possible  that  a  book,  at  once  so  sublime  art!  simple, 
should  be  the  work  of  men?  Is  it  possible  that  he, 
whose  history  it  accords,  should  be  himself  a  mere  man  'I 
Is  this  the  style  of  an  enthusiast,  or  of  an  ambitious  secta- 
ry ?  What  sweetness,  what  purity  in  his  manners  ! 
what  affecting  grace  in  his  instructions !  what  eleva- 
tion in  his  maxims !  what  profound  wisdom  in  his  dis- 
courses !  what  presence  of  mind,  what  delicacy,  and  what 
justness  in  his  replies  !  what  empire  over  his  passions  1 
Where  is  the  man,  where  is  the  philosopher  who 
knows  how  to  act,  to  suffer  and  die,  without  weakness 
and  without  ostentation  ?  When  Plato  paints  his  imag- 
inary just  man,  covered  with  all  the  ignominy  of  guilt, 
and  deserving  all  the  honors  of  virtue,  he  paints  Jesus 
Christ  in  every  stroke  of  his  pencil  !  Their  semblance 
is  so  strong  that  all  the  fathers  have  perceived  it,  and 
it  is  not  possible  to  mistake  it.  What  prejudices,  what 
Dlindness  must  they  have,  who  draw  a  comparison  be- 
tween the  son  of  Soproniscus  and  the  son  of  Mary  ? — 
What  distance  is  there  between  the  one  and  the  other  ? 
As  Socrates  died  without  pain  and  disgrace,  he  found  no 
difficulty  in  supporting  his  character  to  the  end  ;  and  if 
this  easy  death  had  not  shed  lustre  on  his  iife,  we  might 
have  doubted  whether  Socrates,  with  all  his  genius,  was 
anything  but  a  sophist.  They  say  that  he  invented 
morality.  Others  before  him  had  practiced  it ;  he  only 
said  what  they  had  done,  he  only  read  lessons  on  their 
examples.  Aristides  was  just,  before  Socrates  explained 
the  nature  of  justice.  Leonidas  had  died  for  his  country, 
before  Socrates  had  made  it  the  duty  of  men  to  love  their 
country.  Sparta  had  been  temperate,  before  Socrates 
praised  temperance.  Greece  had  abounded  in  virtuous 
men,  before  he  had  defined  virtue.  But  where  could  Je- 
sus have  taken  among  his  countrymen  that  elevated  and 
pure  morality  of  which  he  himself  furnished  both  the 
precept  and  the  example  ?  The  most  lofty  wisdom  was 
heard  from  the  bosom  of  the  most  furious  fanaticism,  and 
the  simplicity  of  the  most  heroic  virtues  honored  the 
vilest  of  all  people.  The  death  of  Socrates,  serenely  phi- 
losophizing with  his  friends,  is  the  most  gentle  that  one 
cnn  desire  ;  that  of  Jesus  expiring  in  torments,  injured,  de- 
rided, reviled  by  a  whole  people,  is  the  most  horrible 
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that  one  can  fear.  When  Socrates  takes  the  poisoned  cup 
he  blesses  him  who  presents  it,  and  who  at  the  same  time 
;veeps.  Jesus,  in  the  midst  of  a  horrid  punishment,  prays 
for  his  enraged  executioners.  Yes,  if  the  life  and  death  of 
Socrates  are  those  of  a  philosopher,  the  life  and  death  of 
Jesus  Christ  are  those  of  a  God  I  Shall  we  say  that  the 
history  of  the  gospel  is  invented  at  pleasure  ?  My  friend, 
it  is  not  thus  that  men  invent;  and  the  actions  of  Socrates, 
concerning  which  there  are  no  doubts,  are  less  attested 
than  those  of  Jesus  Christ.  After  all,  this  is  shifting  the 
difficulty  instead  of  solving  it;  for  it  would  be  more  con- 
ceivable that  a  number  of  men  should  forge  this  book  in 
concert,  than  that  one  should  furnish  the  subject  of  it. 
Jewish  authors  would  never  have  devised  such  a  manner 
and  such  morality,  and  the  gospel  characters  of  truth ; 
so  great,  so  striking,  so  perfectly  inimitable,  that  its  in- 
ventor would  be  still  more  astonished  than  its  hero. 


J  have  done  Giving, 


A  GENTLEMAN  of  high  respectability,  and  a  member 
of  the  Presbyterian  church,  made  this  remark  the  other 
day,  when  informed  that  an  application  was  about  to  be 
made  to  him  in  behalf  of  some  charitable  object :  "I  have 
done  giving,"  said  he.  When  I  heard  of  this  remark,  it 
awakened  in  my  mind  a  train  of  reflection  which  I  imve 
thought  it  might  not  be  amiss  to  communicate  through 
some  religious  paper. 

Done  giving !  Has  he  indeed  ?  Why?  Has  he  given 
all ?  Has  he  nothing  left  to  give?  Has  this  disciple  done 
what  his  master  did  ?  Was  he  rich,  and  has  he  become 
poor  for  others,  that  they  through  his  poverty,  might  be 
rich?  Oh,  no !  he  is  rich  still.  He  has  the  greatest 
abundance —more  than  enough  to  support  him  in  ele- 
gance, and  to  enable  him  to  leave  an  ample  inheritance 
to  his  children.  What  if  he  has  ffiven  a  ^reat  deal  ?  He 
has  not  only  not  impoverished  himself,  but  is  probably 
richer  now,  through  the  favor  of  Providence,  than  he 
would  have  been  had  he  never  given  anything.  Now  if 
by  honoring  the  Lord  with  his  substance,  his  barns,  in- 
stead of  being  emptied,  have  been  filled  with  plenty,  he 
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had  bettei   continue  this  mode  of  honoring  him.     He 
should  rather  increase  than  arrest  his  hberaUty. 

Done  giving?  Why?  Is  there  no  more  need  of 
giving?  Is  every  want  abundantly  supphed?  Is  the 
whole  population  of  our  country  famished  with  the 
means  of  grace  ?  Is  the  world  evangelized  ?  Have  mis- 
sionaries visited  every  shore  ?  Is  the  Bible  translated 
into  every  language  and  distributed  in  every  land — a 
copy  in  every  family — and  every  member  of  every  family 
taught  to  read  it  ?  Are  the  accommodations  for  widows 
and  orphans  as  ample  as  they  should  be  ?  Is  there  a 
house  of  refuge  for  every  class  of  the  human  family  that 
needs  ?  or  have  the  poor  ceased  from  the  land  ?  Oh,  no  ! 
There  are  no  such  good  reasons  as  these  for  ceasing  to 
give.  Why,  then  has  he  done  giving?  Is  it  because 
others  do  not  give  as  they  ought  ?  But  what  is  that  to 
him  ?  Will  he  make  the  practice  of  others  his  rule  of 
conduct,  rather  than  the  precept  of  Jesus  Christ?  If 
others  do  not  give,  so  much  the  more  should  he.  Will 
he  add  another  name  to  the  list  of  niggards? 

Does  he  feel  worse  for  having  given  away  so  much  ? 
Has  it  made  him  unhappy?  Is  his  experience  different 
from  that  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  who  said  "  it  is  more  blessed 
to  give  than  to  receive  ?" 

Has  he,  who  thinks  he  will  give  no  more,  been  led  to 
that  conchision  by  having  found  that  what  has  been 
given  hitherto  has  done  no  good  ?  And  is  it  so,  that  no 
good  has  been  done  by  all  the  Bibles  published,  and  all 
the  tracts  distributed,  and  all  the  missionaries  sent  abroad 
into  the  land  and  into  the  world ;  and  all  the  schools  es- 
tablished, and  all  the  children  taught  to  read,  all  the 
civilization  introduced,  and  all  the  asylums  opened,  and 
all  the  poverty  relieved  ?  Has  no  good  been  done  ? — 
Good,  great  good  has  been  done  by  v/hat  has  been  given  , 
but  still  more  will  be  done  by  what  will  be  given  here- 
after. Bibles  can  now  be  printed  at  a  much  cheaper  rate 
than  heretofore,  and  the  conductors  of  our  charitable 
operations  have  learned  by  experience  that  economy 
which  can  be  learned  in  no  other  way.  And  yet  at  this 
time,  when  a  dollar  goes  so  far  in  doing  good,  here 
is  a  man  who  says.  "  1  have  done  giving !"  If  I  had 
his  ear  for  a  moment  I  would  ask  him  if  he  has  done 
25 
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receiving?  If  God  has  done  givins^  to  him?  I  would 
ask  him,  moreover,  if  he  has  done  spending^  or  done 
boa7'di?ig,  or  done  wasting  7  How,  if  he  has  not,  he 
surely  should  not  stop  giving.  When  he  ceases  to  waste, 
to  board,  and  to  spend,  except  for  the  merest  necessaries, 
then  he  may  stop  giving,  but  never  till  then. 

Done  giving  !  i.  e.  done  lending  to  the  Lord !  Done 
sowing  and  watering  !  Done  offering  the  sacrifices,  with 
which  God  is  well  pleased  !  Done  making  the  widow's 
heart  to  leap  for  joy,  and  bringing  on  himself  the  blessing 
of  them  that  were  ready  to  perish  !  Well,  I  am  sorry — 
sorry  for  the  sake  of  the  poor,  and  the  sick,  and  the  orphan, 
and  the  ignorant,  and  the  heathen.  But  no  less  sorry  am 
J.  for  the  man's  own  sake.  Poor  man  !  poor  with  all  his 
affluence ;  for  there  is  really  no  one  more  poor  than  he, 
who,  with  all  the  ability  to  give,  has  not  the  inclination. 
He  lias  it  in  his  power  to  give,  but  not  in  his  heart.  He 
is  enriched  with  abundance,  but  not  with  liberality. 

Done  giving  !  Well,  then,  if  he  will  not  give  his  money, 
he  must  keep  it.  And  yet  how  short  the  time  he  can  keep 
it !  Had  he  not  better  freely  give  away  some  of  it,  than 
to  wait  for  it  all  to  be  torn  from  him?  The  thought  that 
he  has  given,  will  be  at  last  as  agreeable  a  meditation  in 
his  dying  moments,  as  the  reflection  that  he  spe7it,  or  that 
he  laid  tip. 

1  hope  that  gentleman,  who  said,  "  I  have  done  giving," 
will  recall  his  resolution,  and  take  revenge  on  himself  lor 
having  made  it,  by  giving  more  liberally  than  ever. 


The  Sea  Captain. 


The  stage  was  crowded  with  passengers,  as  it  passed 
from  New  York  to  Boston.  It  was  late  in  the  evening, 
when  one  of  the  passeno;ers,  a  sea  captain,  endeavored  to 
excite  the  attention  of  the  dro\vsy  company,  by  giving  a 
relation  of  his  own  situation.  He  had  been  to  sea  in  a 
fine  ship  ;  in  a  dreadful  storm,  his  ship  had  been  wrecked, 
every  cent  of  his  money,  and  all  his  property  destroyed, 
and  every  soul  on  board  had  been  lost,  except  the  cap- 
tain, who  had  saved  his  life  by  being  on  a  plank,  at  the 
iTiercy  of  the  waves,  for  several  days  together.   The  com- 
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pany  were  interested  in  this  narrative;  they  pitied  the 
poor  unfortunate  captain,  who  was  returning  home  to  his 
family  entirely  destitute  ;  but  they  wondered  that  a  man 
relating  such  a  tale,  and  telhng  of  an  escape  almost  mira- 
culous, should  confirm  almost  every  sentence  with  an 
oath.  Nothing,  however,  was  said  to  him.  In  the  morn- 
ing, when  the  stage  stopped,  a  Mr.  B.,  one  of  the  passen- 
gers, invited  the  captain  to  walk  on  before  with  him,  and 
they  would  step  into  the  stage  when  it  should  come  up. 
The  proposal  was  agreed  to.  They  walked  on  alone. 
Says  Mr.  B.,  "  did  I  understand  you  last  night — the  stage 
made  such  a  noise :  did  you  say  that  you  had  lost  your 
ship  ?"  "  Yes."  "  That  all  the  crew  were  drowned  ex- 
cept yourself?"  '•  Yes."  "  That  you  saved  your  life  on 
a  plank  ?"  "  Yes."  Let  me  ask  you  one  more  question. 
"  When  on  that  plank,  did  not  you  vow  to  God,  that  if 
he  would  spare  your  life,  yoii  loould  devote  that  life  to 
his  service  ?"  "  None  of  your  business,"  said  the  captain, 
angrily.  The  stage  by  this  time  came  up,  and  they  enter- 
ed it.  Towards  evening,  as  the  stage  was  entering  Pro- 
vidence, the  captain  informed  the  company  that  he  could 
not  sup  with  them,  as  he  was  so  unfortunate  as  not  to 
have  any  money.  Mr.  B.  takes  from  his  pocket,  and 
offers  him  a  handsome  bill.  "No,"  says  the  captain,  "I 
am  poor,  yet  I  am  no  beggar."  "  But,"  replied  Mr.  B., 
"I  do  not  give  it  to  you  as  a  beggar,  but  as  an  unfortu- 
nate brother.  Yen  must  learn  ^hat  I  profess  to  le  a 
Christian,  and  I  am  taught  by  my  religion  to  do  good 
unto  all  men.  The  gospel  prescribes  no  limit  to  benevo- 
lence ;  it  teaches  us  to  do  good  to  all." 

The  company  applauded,  and  pressed  the  captain  to 
take  the  money.  He  silently  put  it  into  his  pocket,  with- 
out even  thanking  the  donor  ;  though  his  countenance 
betrayed  uneasiness.  The  company  supped  together, 
and  the  captain  bid  each  adieu,  after  having  asked  Mr. 
B.  when  he  left  town.  He  was  informed,  on  the  morrow 
at  sunrise.  They  then  parted,  as  was  supposed,  for  ever. 
The  captain  went  home  with  a  heavy  heart ;  while  Mr. 
B.  retired  to  rest,  satisfied  that  he  had  honored  his  Father, 
who  seeth  in  secret.  He  was  surprised  the  next  morn- 
ing at  day-light,  to  hear  some  one  rap  at  the  door.  He 
opened  it,  and  beheld  the  captain  standing  before  him  in 
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tears.  The  captain  took  his  hand,  pressed  it,  and  said, 
<'  Sir,  I  have  not  slept  a  wink  since  I  saw  you  :  1  abus^^d 
you  yesterday  ;  I  am  now  come  to  ask  your  pardon.  1 
did^  while  on  that  plank,  vow  to  God,  that  I  would  lit^e 
difTerently  from  what  I  ever  had  done  ;  and,  by  GoJ's 
nelp,  from  this  time  forward,  I  am  determined  to  do  so." 
The  captain  could  not  proceed ;  they  pressed  each  othtjr's 
hands,  and  parted,  probably  to  meet  no  more  in  this 
world. 


Thomas  Paine. 


An  elder  of  a  Presbyterian  church  in  the  city  of  New 
York,  visited  Paine  a  few  days  before  his  death.  He 
was  then  a  loathsome  and  pitiable  object.  His  face,  and 
particularly  his  nose,  was  greatly  swollen  and  changed, 
by  liquor,  unto  a  dark  color.  The  visitor  said  to  him — 
"  Mr.  Paine,  he  that  helieveth  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
shall  he  saved  ;  hut  he  that  helieveth  not  shall  he  damn- 
edP  "What  is  that  you  say?"  said  the  dying  man.  The 
visitor  repeated  the  gospel  declaration.  Paine  immedi- 
ately seized  a  large  black  stick,  that  was  lying  at  his  side, 
nearly  the  thickness  of  a  man's  wrist,  and  raising  it  over 
the  head  of  the  visitor,  said,  with  great  anger  and  vehe- 
mence, "  Axoay  with  your  popish  nonsense^  The  very 
name  of  Jesus  Christ  convulsed  him  with  anger.  The 
woman  attending  him,  informed  the  visitor  that  he  was 
occasionally  visited  by  persons  of  like  principles  and 
habits  with  himself,  and  that  his  orders  were  to  keep  out 
of  his  room  all  who  professed  any  respect  for  religion. 
She  said  that  he  was  a  wretched  man.  That  when  alone, 
he  kept  groaning  day  and  night,  as  if  in  great  distress  of 
mind.  She  once  told  him,  that  his  groans  so  disturbed 
ner,  that  she  could  not  rest ;  when  he  replied,—"  /  have 
no  rest  myself,  nor  shall  you  haveP 

Thus  Paine  died  an  object  of  the  most  inconceivable 
filthiness  and  wretchedness.  His  expressions  thus  authen- 
ticated, and  liere  recorded,  breathe  the  spirit  of  pure  infi- 
delity. They  are  worthy  the  degraded  being  who  uttered 
them.  He,  then, esteemed  the  gospel  "popish  nonsense;" 
but  does  he  thus  esteem  it  now  7    He  might  have  had  au 


MIscELLA^  y.  293 

enviable  fame.  But  he  warred  against  the  Bible  and  its 
God,  and  has  fallen  in  the  unequal  contest.  His  memory 
now  must  rot.  A  thick  cloud  of  shame  is  gathering 
around  it,  which  can  never  be  dissipated.  He  is  now 
thought  of  with  horror  by  all  the  good  ;  and  he  will  soon 
be  thus  esteemed  by  all  the  world. 


The  Fountain  Mead. 


The  ancestors  of  a  certain  noble  Scottish  Duke,  were 
of  the  Roman  Catholic  persuasion  ;  and  the  family  con- 
tinued so  until  a  comparatively  recent  period.  The  fol- 
lowing curious  anecdote  is  related  of  the  last  surviving 
head  of  the  family ;  and  the  circumstance  is  believed  by 
many,  to  have  been  chiefly  instrumental  in  bringing  about 
a  change  in  his  religious  opinions.  The  nobleman  in 
question  possessed  very  extensive  estates  in  the  northern 
part  of  Scotland ;  the  management  of  which  was  intrusted 
chiefly  to  the  race  of  various  stewards,  or,  as  they  are 
cal led, /«c/or5  ;  notwithstanding  which,  he  resided  upon 
them  personally,  the  greater  part  of  his  time,  and  was 
considered,  on  all  hands,  as  a  liberal  gentleman  and  a 
kind  landlord.  A  tenant  of  his,  who  indeed  might  be 
called  a  sort  of  relative,  as  his  forefathers  had  lived  during 
several  generations  on  the  land— unfortunately  through 
inadvertence  and  ignorance,  broke  one  of  the  covenants 
of  his  tack  or  lease,  of  no  importance  in  itself,  yet  suffi- 
cient to  entitle  the  landlord  to  eject  the  occupant.  Upon 
being  informed  of  the  mischief  he  had  committed,  and  of 
the  fatal  consequences  that  might  ensue  to  himself  and 
family,  he  repaired  to  one  of  the  "  factors,"  and  without 
attempting  to  palliate  the  offence,  save  that  it  was  \\i\- 
consciously  done,  he  bes^ged  the  steward's  good  office  at 
the  castle,  that  he  might  have  the  lease  renewed  at  a 
small  fine.  The  steward  being  either  rigorous  in  his 
duty,  or  having  another  to  serve,  declined  to  interfere, 
and  bade  the  poor  man  prepare  to  abide  the  issue  of  his 
indiscretion. 

Sorely  dismayed,  but  not  in  utter  despair,  he  tried 
another  and  another  factor,  but  still  received  the  same 
kind  of  answer.  Half  frantic  at  his  ill  success,  but  de- 
25^ 
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termined  not  to  yield  to  his  fate,  while  there  was  the  least 
glimmering  of  hope,  he  resolved,  at  length,  to  apply  pei- 
sonally  to  the  noble  peer.  He  repaired  to  the  castle, 
humbly  requested  an  audience,  which  was  kindly  grant- 
ed. The  poor  man  told  his  honest  tale,  without  a  gloss 
or  an  attempt  to  excuse ;  he  merely  urged  that  he  was 
poor,  and  with  a  large  family ;  that  the  broken  clause 
was  one  of  which  he  did  not  even  know  the  existence  ; 
that  he  had  besought  in  vain,  the  favor  from  the  factors, 
of  its  being  represented  to  their  principal ;  and  that  to  be 
turned  out  from  the  place  where  he  was  born,  with  all 
his  family,  would  be  utter  ruin  to  them,  and  heart-break- 
ing to  himself.  The  benevolent  gentleman  rejoiced  the 
desponding  farmer's  heart,  by  intbrming  him  that  he 
should  remain ;  and  being  struck  with  some  of  his  re- 
marks, he  directed  that  he  should  receive  refreshment, 
after  which,  he  wished  to  have  some  further  conversation 
with  him. 

With  renovated  spirits,  he  joined  his  landlord  agnin, 
who,  being  curious  to  draw  out  the  sentiments  of  this 
poor,  but  shrewd  man,  showed  him  all  parts  of  the  castle, 
within  and  without.  Among  other  places,  they  went  into 
his  chapel,  which  was  beautifully  enriched  with  windows 
of  stained  glass,  and  other  ornaments  used  in  the  popish 
churches.  Upon  tlie  farmer's  asking  what  were  the 
figures  in  the  painting,  and  on  the  v/indows,  ne  was  in- 
formed that  they  represented  the  blessed  saints  and  mar- 
tyrs of  the  Church.  "A  weel,"  said  the  farmer, '•  and 
what  for,  an't  please  your  lordship,  are  sae  mony  o'  them 
put  i'  ae  place."  The  peer  replied,  '•  that  they  were 
intended  to  quicken  the  spirit  of  devotion  in  religious 
breasts,  and  that  they  were  intercessors  at  the  throne  of 
Divine  grace,  for  sinners  on  earth,  who  appealed  through 
them."  The  honest  Scotchman  sighed  and  shook  hi 
hend ;  which  the  nobleman  perceivmg,  demanded  what 
moved  him.  "Ah,  my  gude  lord,"  replied  he,  "it  does 
na  belang  to  the  likes  o'  me  to  meddle  or  mak  in  sic  like 
matters."  Being,  however,  urged,  at  length,  the  man 
replied,  "  A  weel,  my  lord,  1  can  na  but  think  that  a'  the 
saunts  i'  your  lordship's  chapel,  are,  sae  to  speak,  a  wee 
like  your  ain  factors.  I  got  nae  gude  frae  nane  o'  them . 
but  a  ble:ssed  help  when  I  came  to  the  fountain-head] 
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fin'  if  it  please  your  lordship,  I  canna  but  think  that 
there's  a  muckle  chance  o'  a  gracious  reply  frae  the  Lord 
above  himself,  as  ye'll  get  thro'  a'  the  saunts  i'  the  calen- 
dar." The  noble  peer,  it  is  said,  was  so  struck  with  the 
apposite  remark,  that  he  immediately  turned  his  thoughts 
seriously  to  the  examination  of  the  faith  he  was  profess- 
ing, which  ended  in  the  renunciation  of  its  tenets,  and 
adopting  the  principles  of  the  reformed  Church. 


Temperance  •Anecdote, 

It  is  related  of  a  clergyman,  distinguished  alike  for  his 
eloquence  and  exemplary  piety,  that  having  an  appoint- 
ment to  preach  in  a  certain  village,  he  stopped  on  Satur- 
day evening  at  the  house  of  one  of  his  early  acquaintan- 
ces, who  was  a  resident  of  the  village.  To  his  surprise, 
he  found  his  old  friend,  a  distiller  and  vender  of  ardent 
spirits,  and  exceedingly  bitter  against  the  temperance 
cause.  He  could  not  refrain  all  the  evening,  from  giving 
vent  to  his  feelings,  against  all  the  temperance  men,  and 
every  temperance  movement.  The  next  day  the  preach- 
er took  his  text  from  Jonah,  "Dost  thou  well  to  be  an- 
gry?" He  showed  what  good  was  doing  in  the  days  in 
which  we  live,  and  especially  in  the  temperance  cause ; 
how  that  cause  was  drying  up  the  founts  of  pauperism, 
and  crime,  and  brutality ;  saving  thousands  on  thousands 
from  the  drunkards  path,  and  restoring  many  a  lost  man 
to  society  and  his  family ;  transforming  the  most  degra- 
ded and  abject  beings  in  the  community,  into  useful,  re- 
spectable and  wealthy  citizens.  And  as  he  enumerated 
one  blesssing  after  another,  he  would  cast  his  eye  down 
upon  his  friend,  and  ask,  "  Dost  thou  well  to  be  angry?" 
It  was  more  than  the  poor  man  could  bear  ;  sliame  and 
confusion  were  his.  He  hid  his  face  from  the  congrega- 
tion, and  as  soon  as  possible  made  his  way  from  the 
church,  and  from  that  day  no  man  has  been  a  stronger 
advocate  for  the  temperance  reform,  or  made  o:rcater  pe- 
cuniary sacrifices  in  its  behalf.  He  will  be  rewarded  a 
thousand  fold,  we  doubt  not,  by  an  approving  conscience, 
through  life  and  in  death,  and  the  blessing  of  Providence 
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will  smile  apon  his  children  to  the  third  and  fourth  gen 
eration. 


J\%glect  of  Family  Pi^ayer* 

If  family  prayer  is  neglected^  how  dreadful  must  be  the 
influence  upon  the  minds  of  your  children.  This  neglect 
is  to  them  a  constant  and  powerful  declaration,  that  you 
deem  religion  emptiness,  and  a  life  of  prayer  unnecessa- 
ry. The  exhortation  of  their  minister  or  Sabbath  school 
teacher  has  perhaps  arrested  their  attention  and  softened 
their  feelings.  They  go  to  their  prayerless  homes,  and 
meet  their  prayerless  father.  The  evening  comes  and 
there  is  no  prayer  to  fix  and  deepen  the  impression  receiv- 
ed. Your  child  goes  to  bed,  saying  to  himself,  ''  Father 
does  not  pray,  why  should  I  ?"  He  awakes  in  the  morn- 
ing, but  no  morning  prayer  greets  him.  His  worldly 
father  hastens  to  the  business  of  the  day,  and  leaves  his 
poor  child  in  weakness  and  temptation,  unsupported  by 
parental  precept  or  example.  Nay  more,  he  is  lured  by 
a  father's  example  to  banish  serious  thoughts,  to  grieve 
away  the  Spirit,  and  to  plunge  more  recklessly  into  all 
the  sins  of  a  thoughtless  and  irreligious  life.  Oh,  when 
that  great  day  comes  in  which  the  secrets  of  all  hearts 
will  be  revealed,  how  many  parents  will  be  found  to  be 
the  spiritual  murderers  of  their  children  !  Professing 
Christians  !  how  can  you  bear  the  thought  of  the  re- 
proaches of  your  lost  child  at  the  bar  of  God.  Shall  he 
be  permitted  to  say  "  it  was  your  neglect  of  duty  which 
induced  me  to  neglect  religion  and  ruin  my  soul.  And 
now  in  consequence,  I  must  take  up  my  abode  in  the 
eternal  duno:eon  with  eternal  despair."  Oh,  if  there  be 
a  prayerless  father  among  my  readers,  let  him  look  for- 
ward to  the  judgment,  and  think  of  the  scenes  he  must 
then  witness. 


The  Happy  JfStiner. 


"  There 's  danger  in  the  mines,  old  man,"    I  said  to  an 
aged  miner,  with  his  arms  bent,  leaning  against  the  side 
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of  the  immense  vault,  absorbed  in  meditation, — "it  must 
be  a  fearful  life."  The  old  man  looked  at  me  with  a. 
steadfast  but  somewhat  vacant  stare,  and  then  in  half- 
broken  sentences  he  uttered,  "  Danger,  where  is  there 
not  on  earth,  or  beneath  it,  in  the  mountain,  or  in  the 
valley,  on  the  ocean  or  in  the  quiet  of  nature's  most  hid- 
den spot — where  is  there  not  danger  ?  Where  has  death 
not  left  some  token  of  his  presence  ?"  "True,"  I  replied, 
"but  the  vicissitudes  of  life  are  various  ;  the  sailor  seeks 
his  living  on  the  waters,  and  he  knows  each  moment  that 
they  may  engulph  him  ;  the  hunter  seeks  death  in  the 
wild-woods ;  and  the  soldier  in  the  battle  field  ;  and  the 
miner  knows  not  but  the  spot  where  he  now  stands,  to- 
morrov/"  may  be  his  tomb."  "It  is  so,  indeed,"  replied  the 
old  man,  "  we  find  death  in  the  means  we  seek  to  perpet- 
uate life;  'tis  a  strange  riddle;  who  shall  solve  it?" — 
"Have  you  long  followed  this  occupation?"— I  asked, 
somewhat  struck  v/ith  the  old  man's  manner.  "  From  a 
boy.  I  drew  my  first  breath  in  the  mines.  I  shall  yield 
it  up  in  their  gloom."  "You  have  seen  some  of  the  vi- 
cissitudes," said  I,  "  to  which  you  have  just  now  alluded." 
"  Yes,"  he  replied,  with  a  faltering  voice,  "  I  have. 
There  was  a  time  that  three  tall  boys  looked  up  to  me 
and  called  me  father.  They  were  sturdy  striplings ! 
Now  it  seems  but  yesterday,  they  stood  before  me,  so 
proud  in  their  strength,  and,  I,  filled  too  with  a  father's 
vanity.  But  the  Lord  chasteneth  the  proud  heart. 
Where  are  they  now  ?  I  saw  the  youngest — he  was  the 
dearest  of  the  flock,  his  mother's  spirit  seemed  to  have 
settled  on  him — crushed  at  my  feet  a  bleeding  mass. 
We  were  together  ;  so  near  that  his  hot  blood  sprung  up 
into  my  face.  Molten  lead  would  have  been  less  lastmg 
than  those  fearful  drops.  One  moment,  and  his  light 
laugh  was  in  my  ears ;  the  next,  and  the  large  mass  came  • 
there  was  no  cry;  no  look  of  terror;  but  the  transition 
to  eternity  was  as  the  lightning's  flash ;  and  my  poor  boy 
lay  crushed  beneath  the  fearful  load.  It  was  an  awfiil 
moment;  but  time  that  changeth  all  things  brought  re- 
lief; and  I  had  still  two  sons.  But  my  cup  of  aflliction 
was  not  yet  full.  They  two  were  taken  from  me  ;  side 
by  side  they  died,  not  like  their  brother;  but  the  fire- 
damp caught  their  breath,  and  left  them  scorched  and 
20 
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lifeless.  They  brought  them  home  to  the  old  man,  his 
fair  jewels;  than  whom  earth's  richest  treasures  in  his 
sight  had  no  price;  and  told  him  he  was  childless  and 
alone.  It  is  a  strange  decree,  tliat  the  old  plant  should 
thus  survive  the  stripling  things  it  shaded,  and  for  whom 
it  would  have  died  a  thousand  times.  Is  it  surprising 
that  I  should  wish  to  die  in  the  mine?"  "You  have  in- 
deed," I  replied,  "drank  of  affliction. —  Whence  did  you 
derive  consolation?"  The  old  man  looked  up;  "from 
Heaven  ;  God  gave  and  he  hath  taken  away,  blessed  be 
his  name."  I  bowed  my  head  to  the  miner's  pious  pray- 
er, and  the  old  man  passed. 


m^n  Interesting  J\*arrative. 

Two  young  men,  the  children  of  pious  and  wealthy 
parents,  felt  themselves  exceedingly  displeased  at  being 
constantly  refused  the  family  carriage  on  the  Lord's  day. 
It  was  in  vain  they  urged  their  confinement  during  t!ie 
week,  as  a  sufficient  reason,  why  they  should  be  thus  in- 
dulged on  the  Sabbath.  It  was  the  father's  settled  rule, 
that  the  authority  which  commanded  him  to  rest,  included 
also  his  servants  and  cattle ;  he  therefore  turned  a  deaf 
ear  to  their  entreaties  and  remonstrances.  In  their  mad- 
ness or  in  their  folly,  they  determined  to  resent  this  re- 
fusal, by  leaving  their  situations  and  going  to  sea.  In- 
telligence of  this  step  was  transmitted  to  the  Rev.  John 
Griffin,  of  Portsea,  and  he  was  requested  to  make  diligent 
inquiry,  and  on  finding  them  to  use  every  possible  means 
to  induce  them  to  return  home.  After  some  search  he 
found  them  in  a  rendezvous  house,  and  introducing  him- 
self, he  stated  his  business  and  urged  their  return.  He 
however,  urged  them  in  vain  :  for,  bent  upon  the  fulfil- 
ment of  their  design,  they  thanked  him  for  his  advice,  but 
determined  to  reject  it.  Among  other  reasons  for  their 
return,  he  urged  the  feelings  of  their  parents,  and  especial- 
ly those  of  their  mother.  "  Think,"  said  the  good  man, 
"  what  must  your  mother's  situation  be,  after  years  oj 
anxious  watching  and  fervant  prayer*  after  looking  for- 
ward to  this  time,  when  in  your  society  and  in  your  wel 
fare,  she  hoped  to  meet  a  rich  reward  for  all  that  she  had 
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suffered  on  your  account ;  yet  in  one  moment,  and  by  one 
imprudent  step,  she  finds  you  plunged  into  misery,  the 
depths  of  which  you  cannot  conceive  of,  and  herself  the 
subject  of  a  wretchedness  she  has  never  deserved  at  your 
hands." 

In  the  heart  of  the  youngest  there  was  a  sense  of  grat- 
itude, which  answered  to  this  appeal ;  and  bursting  into 
tears,  he  expressed  his  sorrow  for  his  conduct,  and  his 
willingness  to  return.  Still,  the  eldest  remained  obdurate. 
Neither  arguments  persuaded  him,  nor  warnings  alarmed 
him.  The  carriage  had  been  repeatedly  refused  ;  he  had 
made  up  his  mind  to  go  to  sea,  and  to  sea  he  would  go. 
"  Then,"  said  Mr.  Griffin,  "  come  with  me  to  my  house  ; 
I  will  get  you  a  ship,  and  you  shall  go  out,  as  a  man  and 
a  gentleman."  This  he  declined,  assigning  as  a  reason, 
that  it  would  make  his  parents  feel,  to  have  it  said  that 
their  son  was  gone  as  a  common  sailor,  therefore  he 
would  go.  "  Is  that  your  disposition  ?"  Was  the  reply. 
"  Then  young  man,  go,"  said  Mr.  Griffin,  "and  while  I 
say,  God  go  with  you,  be  sure  your  sin  will  find  you  out, 
and  for  it  God  will  bring  you  into  judgment."  With  re- 
luctance, they  left  him;  the  younger  son  was  restored  to 
his  parents,  while  all  traces  of  the  elder  one  v/ere  lost, 
and  he  was  mourned  for,  as  one  dead. 

After  the  lapse  of  a  considerable  time,  a  loud  knocking 
was  heard  at  Mr.  Griffin's  door.  This  was  early  in  the 
morning.  On  the  servant's  going  down  to  open  the  door, 
she  found  a  waterman,  who  wished  immediately  to  see 
her  master.  Mr  Griffin  soon  appeared  and  was  informed 
that  a  young  man  under  sentence  of  death,  and  about  to 
be  executed  on  board  of  one  of  the  ships  in  the  harbor, 
had  expressed  an  earnest  desire  to  see  him,  urging  among 
other  reasons,  that  he  could  not  die  happy  unless  he  did. 
A  short  time  found  the  minister  of  religion  on  board  the 
ship,  when  the  prisoner  manacled  and  guarded,  was  in- 
troduced to  him,  to  whom  he  said,  "  my  poor  friend,  I 
feel  for  your  condition,  but  as  lam  a  stranger  to  you  may 
I  ask  why  you  have  sent  for  me  ?  It  may  be  that  you 
heard  me  preach  at  Portsea."  "  Never,  sir.  Do  you  not 
know  me  ?"  "  I  do  not."  "  Do  you  not  remember  the 
two  young  men,  whom  you  some  years  since,  urged  to 
return  to  their  parents,  and  to  their  duty  ?"     "  I  do  !  I  do 
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remember  it ;  and  remember  that  you  were  one  of  them.^ 
<•  I  have  sent  then  for  you  to  take  my  last  farewell  of  you 
in  this  world,  and  to  bless  you  for  your  efforts  to  restore 
me  to  a  sense  of  my  duty.  Would  God,  that  I  had  taken 
your  advice ;  but  it  is  now  too  late.  Mij  sin  has  found 
we  ont,  and  for  it  God  has  brought  me  into  Judgment. 
One,  and  but  one  consolation  remains  ;  I  refused  the 
offer  of  going  to  your  house  until  I  could  be  provided  for, 
assigning  as  a  reason,  that  it  would  make  my  parents 
feel  to  have  it  said  their  son  was  a  common  sailor.  A 
little  reflection  showed  me  the  cruelty  of  this  determina- 
tion ;  I  assumed  another  name,  under  which  I  entered 
myself;  and  my  chief  consolation  is,  that  I  shall  die  un- 
pitied  and  unknown." 

What  the  feelings  of  Mr.  Griflin  were  at  tljis  sad  dis- 
covery may  be  more  easily  conceived  than  described.  He 
spent  some  time  with  him  in  prayer,  and  offered  him  that 
advice,  which  was  best  suited  to  his  unhappy  case.  The 
prisoner  was  again  placed  in  confinement,  and  Mr.  Griffin 
remained  with  the  officer,  who  was  then  on  duty.  "  Can 
nothing  be  done  for  this  poor  young  man  ?"  was  one  of 
the  first  inquiries  made  after  the  prisoner  was  withdrawn. 
"I  fear  not,"  replied  the  oflicer,  "the  lords  of  the  admiral- 
ty have  determined  to  make  an  example  of  the  first  offen- 
der in  this  particular  crime.  He  unfortunately  is  that 
offender ;  and  we  hourly  expect  the  warrant  for  his  exe- 
cution." Mr.  Griffin  determined  to  go  immediately  up  to 
London,  and,  in  humble  dependence  upon  the  Lord,  to 
make  every  effort  to  save  the  criminal's  life.  It  was  his 
lot,  on  the  day  of  his  arrival  in  the  metropolis,  to  obtain 
an  interview  with  one  of  the  lords  of  the  admiralty,  to 
whom  he  stated  the  respectability  of  the  young  man's 
connections,  his  bitter  and  unfeigned  regret  for  the  crime 
\rhich  had  forfeited  his  life ;  and,  with  that  earnestness, 
which  the  value  of  life  is  calculated  to  excite,  ventured  to 
ask,  if  it  was  possible  to  spare  him. 

To  his  regret,  he  was  informed  that  the  warrant  for  his 
execution  had  been  that  morning  signed,  and  was  on  its 
way  to  the  ofiicer,  whose  melancholy  duty  it  was  to  see  it 
executed.  With  compassion  the  nobleman  said  "Go  back, 
sir,  and  prepare  him  for  the  worst.  I  cannot  tell  what  is 
to  be  done ;  but  we  are  shortly  to  meet  his  majesty  in 
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council,  and  all  that  you  have  urged  shall  be  then  stated; 
may  it  prove  successful."  Mr.  Griffin  returned,  but  dis- 
covered that  the  morning  of  his  reachinaf  home  was  tiie 
time  appointed  lor  the  young  man's  execution.  Joy  and 
fear,  and  anxiety,  by  turns,  possessed  his  mind,  as,  within 
a  few  minutes  after  his  arrival,  came  a  pardon,  accompa- 
nied with  the  most  earnest  request  to  go  immediately  on 
board,  lest  the  sentence  of  the  law  should  be  executed  be- 
fore he  could  reach  the  ship. 

Upon  the  issue  of  a  n]oment  now  rested  the  life  of  a  fel- 
low creature,  and  perhaps  the  salvation  of  an  immortal 
soul.  The  minister  reached  the  harbor,  and  saw  the  yel- 
low flag,  the  signal  of  death  flying,  the  rigging  manned, 
and,  for  aught  he  knew  to  the  contrary,  the  object  of  his 
solicitude  at  the  last  moment  of  his  mortal  existence.  He 
reached  the  ship's  side,  and  saw  an  aged  man  leaving  it; 
whose  sighs,  and  groans,  and  tears,  proclaimed  a  heart 
bursting  with  grief,  and  a  soul  deeper  in  misery  than  the 
depths  of  the  waters  he  was  upon.  It  was  the  prisoner's 
father  ! 

Under  the  assumed  name  he  had  discovered  his  wretch- 
ed son,  and  had  been  to  take  his  last  farewell  of  him. 
Yes,  it  was  the  father  who  had  brought  him  up  in  the 
fear  of  the  Lord ;  who  in  his  earliest  days  had  led  him  to 
the  house  of  God ;  and  who,  when  lost,  had  often  inqui- 
red in  prayer,  "  Lord,  where  is  my  child  ?"  Fearfully 
was  he  answered ;  he  had  found  him,  but  it  was  to  part, 
never  in  this  world  to  meet  agam.  Such,  at  least,  must 
have  been  his  conclusions  in  that  moment,  when, 
having  torn  himself  from  the  embrace  of  his  son,  he  was 
in  the  act  of  leaving  the  ship.  The  rest  is  told  in  a  few 
words :  with  Mr.  Griffin  he  re-entered  the  vessel  at  the 
moment  when  the  prisoner,  pinioned  for  execution,  was 
advancing  towards  the  fatal  spot,  w!;^en  he  was  to  be  sum- 
moned into  the  presence  of  God.  A  moment  found  him 
in  the  embrace  not  of  death,  but  of  his  flither  ;  his  imme- 
diate liberation  followed  the  knowledge  of  his  pardon; 
and  a  few  days  restored  the  wanderer  to  the  bosom  of  his 
family. 

How  forcibly  are  we  reminded  by  the  foregoing  narra- 
tive of  the  sinner,  who  wanders  from  God.  ^Desirous  of 
cultivating  his  own  depraved  appetites,  and  selfish  incJi- 
2f) 
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nations,  he  abandons  the  service  of  his  Heavenly  Father, 
because  the  law  of  the  latter  does  not  admit  of  such  indul- 
gence. If  he  may  not  have  his  own  way,  he  will  enter 
the  service  of  one  who  allows  of  every  indulgence,  and 
the  greater  the  demands  for  indulgence  the  more  he  is 
pleased.  Into  the  service  of  the  adversary  of  God  and  of 
his  own  soul  he  enters,  and  spends  his  strength  and  his 
days  in  tbe  practice  of  vice  and  crime. 

Often  does  his  Heavenly  Father  send  after  him,  admon- 
ish him,  and  invite  him  back.  Some  christian,  or  some 
christian  minister,  who  knows  his  earthly  parents,  and 
with  what  sorrow  he  is  embittering  their  lives,  says  to 
him  "  Why  will  you  die  ?  "  In  some  instances  the  sinner 
is  melted  to  repentance — returns  to  his  Heavenly  Father, 
and  mourns  sincerely  that  he  ever  departed  from  him. 
But  how  often  is  he  found,  refusing  the  counsels  of  the 
pious— how  often,  deaf  to  the  voice  of  entreaty,  and  har- 
dened against  the  word  and  the  Spirit  of  God,  does  he 
wander  still  farther  and  farther ;  — miserable,  yet  proud; 
self-condemned,  but  obstinate ; — afraid  of  the  wrath  to 
come,  yet  persistmg  in  filling  up  the  measure  of  his  ini- 
quity. 

At  length  death  approaches.  Disease  seizes  upon  his 
frame,  or  he  forfeits  his  life  by  some  heinous  infraction  of 
law.  Horror  stricken,  he  casts  his  eyes  around  for  relief. 
Is  there  no  help?  Must  he  die  nod  be  miserable  to  all 
eternity?  In  this  state  of  fearful  apprehension,  he  sends 
for  some  minister  of  the  gospel,  or  for  some  christian  friend, 
to  whom  he  unfolds  his  case,  and  whom  he  urges  to  plead 
his  cause. 

His  wants  are  carried  to  the  throne  of  the  eternal,  by 
the  breath  of  prayer— mercy  is  sought — pardon  is  suppli- 
cated— reformation  is  promised.  In  this  hour  of  alternate 
hope  and  despair,  God  in  pity  listens  to  tlie  voice  of  sup- 
plication— the  humble,  broken-hearted  sinner  is  pointed 
unto  the  Lamb  of  God,  as  one,  and  the  only  one,  who  can 
take  away  sin.  Into  the  hands  of  the  Father,  through  the 
blood  of  the  Son,  he  casts  all  his  interests,  and  fmds  peace 
to  his  troubled  conscience.  He  died ;  but  through  tho 
rich  grace  of  God  he  is  welcomed  to  a  Father's  house  on 
high — a  monument  of  mercy — truly  a  brand  plucked  out 
of  the  fire. 
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There  are  instances  of  the  salvation  of  abandoned  sin- 
ners like  the  one  whom  we  have  here  supposed  ;  the  in- 
stances, however,  are  probably  few.  And  because  here 
and  there  one  is  thus  rescued,  and  is  accepted  at  the  elev- 
enth hour,  is  it  wise  to  procrastinate? — is  it  wise  to  pre- 
sume? Shall  we  sin,  because  grace  abounds ;  and  con- 
tinue in  sin,  in  the  anticipation  tliat  grace  has  no  limits  ? 
There  is  one  instance  on  record  in  the  Bible,  of  a  sinners 
being  accepted  in  his  dying  moments — the  penitent  thief. 
An  old  divine  has  somewhere  said,  that  "  this  one  instance' 
was  recorded,  that  no  sinner  might  absol  utely  despair — 
and  but  one  instance  was  given,  that  none  should  pre- 
sumey 


Pray  without  Ceasing. 

A  NUMBER  of  ministers  were  assembled  for  the  discus- 
sion of  difficult  questions,  and  among  others  it  was  asked, 
"  How  the  command  to  prai/  without  ceasing  could  be 
complied  with?  Various  suppositions  were  started  ;  and 
and  at  length,  one  of  the  number  was  appointed  to  write 
an  essay  upon  it,  and  read  it  at  the  next  meeting ;  which 
being  overheard  by  a  plain  sensible  girl,  she  exclaimed, 
"  what !  a  whole  month  wanted  to  tell  the  meaning  of  that 
text  ?  It  is  one  of  the  easiest,  and  best  texts  in  the  Bible." 
"  Well,"  said  an  old  minister,  "  Mary,  what  can  you  say 
about  it  ?  Let  us  know  how  you  understand  it.  Can  you 
pray  all  the  time  ?"  "  O  yes  sir."  "  What !  when  you 
have  so  many  things  to  do  ?"  "Why  sir,  the  more  I  have 
to  do,  the  more  I  can  pray."  "Indeed  !  well  Mary,  do  let 
us  know  how  it  is,  for  most  people  think  otherwise." 

"  Well,  sir,"  said  the  girl,  when  I  first  open  my  eyes 
in  the  morning,  I  pray,  '  Lord  open  the  eyes  of  my  un- 
derstanding ;'  and  while  I  am  dressing,  I  pray  that  I  may 
be  clothed  with  the  robe  of  righteousness ;  and  when  I 
liave  washed  me,  I  ask  for  the  washing  of  regeneration  ; 
and  as  I  begin  my  work,  I  pray  that  I  may  have  strength 
equal  to  my  day.  When  I  begin  to  kindle  up  the  fire,  ] 
pray  that  God's  work  may  revive  in  my  soul ;  and  as 
I  sweep  out  the  house,  I  pray  that  my  heart  may  be 
cleansed  from  all  its  impurities ;  and  while  preparing  and 
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partaking  of  breakfast,  I  desire  to  be  fed  with  the  hidden 
manna  and  the  sincere  milk  of  the  word ;  and  as  I  am 
busy  with  the  little  children,  I  look  up  to  God  as  my  Fa- 
ther, and  pray  for  the  spirit  of  adoption,  that  1  may  be  his 
child,  and  so  on  all  day.  Every  thing  I  do  furnishes  me 
with  a  thought  for  prayer."  "  Enough,  enough,"  cried 
the  old  divine,  "these  things  are  revealed  to  babes,  and 
often  hidden  from  the  wise  and  prudent.  Go  on  Mary, 
pray  without  ceasing.  And  as  for  us,  my  brethren,  let 
us  bless  the  Lord  for  this  exposition,  and  remember  that 
he  has  said  the  meek  will  he  guide  in  judgment. 

The  essay,  as  a  niatter  of  course,  was  not  considered 
necessary,  after  this  little  event  occurred. 


Meligion  no  Enemyi  to  Pleasure. 

One  cause  which  impedes  the  reception  of  religion, 
even  among  the  well  disposed,  is  the  garment  of  sadness, 
in  which  people  delight  to  suppose  her  dressed,  that  life  of 
rigid  austerity  and  pining  abstinence,  which  they  pretend 
she  enjoins  on  her  disciples.  And  it  were  well  if  this 
were  only  the  misrepresentation  of  her  declared  enemies ; 
but  unhappily,  it  is  the  too  frequent  misconception  of  her 
injudicious  friends.  But  such  an  overcharged  picture  is 
not  more  unamiable  than  it  is  unlike;  for,  I  will  ven- 
ture to  affirm,  that  religion,  with  all  her  beautiful  and  be- 
coming sanctity,  imposes  fewer  sacrifices,  not  only  of  ra- 
tional but  pleasurable  enjoyment,  than  the  uncontrolled 
dominion  of  any  one  vice.  Her  service  is  not  only  per- 
fect safety  but  perfect  freedom  !  She  is  not  so  tyranizing 
as  passion,  so  exacting  as  the  world,  nor  so  despotic  as 
fashion.  Let  us  try  the  case  by  a  parallel,  and  examine 
it  not  as  affecting  our  virtue,  but  our  pleasure.  Does  re- 
igion  forbid  the  cheerful  enjoyments  of  life  as  vigorously 
as  avarice  forbids  them  ?  Does  she  require  such  sacrifi- 
ces of  our  care  as  ambition,  or  such  renunciations  of  our 
quiet  as  pride?  Does  devotion  murder  sleep  like  dissipa- 
tion? Does  she  destroy  health  like  intemperance?  Doefj 
she  embitter  life  like  discord,  or  abridge  it  like  duelling? 
Does  religion  impose  more  vigilance  than  suspicion,  or 
half  as  many  mortifications  as   vanity?     Vice  has  he; 
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martyrs  ;  and  the  most  austere  and  self  denying  ascetic, 
(^who  mistakes  the  genius  of  Christianity  almost  as  mucli 
as  her  enemies)  never  tormented  himself  with  such  cruel 
and  causeless  severity,  as  that  with  which  envy  lacerates 
her  unhappy  votaries.  Wordly  honor  obUges  us  to  be  at 
the  trouble  of  resenting  injuries ;  but  religion  spares  us 
that  inconvenience,  by  commanding  us  to  forgive  them, 
and  by  this  injunction  consults  our  happiness  no  less  than 
our  virtue  ;  for  the  torment  of  constantly  hating  any  one, 
must  be  at  least  equal  to  the  sin  of  it.  If  this  estimate  be 
fairly  made,  then  is  the  balance  clearly  on  the  side  of  re- 
ligion, even  in  the  ariicle  of  pleasitre. 


Mowlmtd  Mill, 


A  Pious  woman,  a  member  in  Surrey  Chapel,  was  mar- 
ried to  a  husband  who,  though  very  kind  to  her,  and,  in 
many  respects,  a  moral  man,  had  no  sense  whatever  of 
religion,  but  delighted  in  spending  the  hours  in  drinking 
beer,  which  she  spent  in  attendance  on  the  preaching  of 
the  gospel.  It  so  happened  that  the  parties,  through  some 
disappointment  in  business,  had  been  unable  to  pay  their 
rent  on  a  particular  quarter  day.  The  consequence  was, 
that  a  distraint  on  their  furniture  was  put  into  their  house, 
and  a  party  was  employed,  as  the  technical  phrase  has  it, 
"  to  take  possession."  After  turning  over  every  scheme 
in  their  minds  which  could  suggest  itself  for  extricating 
themselves  from  the  difficulties  in  which  they  were  in- 
volved, they  were  just  about  to  resign  themselves  to  des- 
pair, when  the  idea  occurred  to  the  wife,  of  submitting 
the  whole  circumstances  of  the  case  to  Mr.  Hill.  She  ac- 
cordingly proceeded  to  his  house,  at  once  got  access  to 
him.,  and  with  no  small  degree  of  terror,  made  a  short  and 
simple  representation  of  the  state  of  matters. 

"  How  much  would  you  require  to  save  your  furniture, 
and  to  £:et  rid  of  the  person  in  possession  ?"  inquired  Mr, 
Hill.     ~ 

"Eighteen  pounds,  sir,  would  be  quite  sufficient  for  the 
purpose,"  answered  the  poor  woman  with  a  palpitating 
heart. 
26* 
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"  I'll  let  you  have  the  loan  of  twenty,  and  you  can  repay 
me  at  your  convenience." 

The  heart  of  the  other  was  too  full  to  give  utterance  to 
distinct  expressions  of  gratitude  for  so  great  a  mark  of 
kindness,  on  the  part  of  her  minister.  He  was  too  shrewd 
an  observer  of  human  nature  not  to  perceive  that  the  bro- 
ken accents,  and  sometimes  entire  absence  of  words,  which 
characterized  her  attempt  to  express  her  gratitude,  afford- 
ed a  far  better  proof  of  that  feeling  being  at  once  deep  and 
sincere,  than  if  she  had  been  the  most  affluent  in  words 
and  most  fluent  in  using  them. 

"  Send  your  husband  to  me  on  your  return  home,"  said 
Mr.  Hill,  after  the  other  had  returned  thanks  in  the  best 
way  her  feelings  would  allow  her ;  "  send  him  to  me  pres- 
ently, and  I  will  have  two  ten  pound  notes,  waiting  him 
by  the  time  he  arrives.  I  wish  to  give  the  notes  to  him 
rather  than  to  you." 

Mrs.  D.  quitted  Mr.  Hill's  house,  and  hurried  home 
with  light  foot,  but  a  still  lighter  heart.  Having  commu- 
nicated to  her  husband  what  had  passed  between  herself 
and  her  minister,  it  is  unnecessary  to  say  that  he  lost  no 
time  in  proceeding  to  the  house  of  Mr.  Hill.  The  lattei 
received  him  with  much  kindness  of  manner. 

"  And  so,"  said  he,  "  you  are  so  unfortunate  as  to  have 
a  person  in  possession." 

"  We  unfortunately  have,  sir." 

"  And  twenty  pounds  will  be  sufficient  to  get  rid  of  him 
and  restore  vour  furniture  to  you  T 

"  It  will,  sir." 

"Well  then,"  said  Mr.  Hill,  pointing  to  the  table,  "there 
are  two  ten  pound  notes  for  you,  which  you  can  repay 
me  when  you  are  able.     Take  them." 

The  other  hesitatingly  advanced  to  the  table,  took  up 
the  notes  and  was  in  the  act  of  folding  them  up,  at  th 
same  time  warmly  thanking  Mr.  Hill  for  the  act  of  friend- 
ship he  had  done  him,  and  expressing  a  hope  that  he 
would  soon  be  able  to  pay  the  amount  back  again ;  when 
the  reverend  gentleman  suddenly  exclaimed,  "Stop  a  lit- 
tle !  just  lay  down  the  notes  again,  until  I  ask  a  blessing 
on  them." 

The  other  did  as  he  was  desired,  on  which,  the  rever- 
end gentleman,  extending  both  his  arms,  addressed  a  short 
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prayer  to  the  Divine  Being,  to  this  effect :  "  O,  Lord,  who 
art  the  author  of  all  mercy,  and  the  giver  of  every  good 
and  perfect  gift,  do  thou  be  graciously  pleased  to  bless  the 
small  sum  of  money  to  be  given  to  him  who  is  now  be- 
fore thee,  that  it  may  conduce  to  his  present  and  eternal 
welfare.     For  Jesus  Christ's  sake." 

"  Now,  sir,"  said  Rowland  Hill,  as  he  finished  his  brief 
supplication  to  the  Throne  of  Grace,  "Now  sir  you  may 
take  the  money." 

The  party  a  second  time  took  up  the  two  ten  pound 
notes,  and  was  in  the  act,  as  before,  of  folding  them  up, 
when  Mr  Hill  interposed  by  requesting  him  to  wait  a  mo- 
ment, adding  that  he  had  forgotten  one  thing. 

It  may  easily  be  supposed  that  by  this  time  the  individ- 
ual was  a  good  deal  confused.  His  confusion  was  in- 
creased a  hundred  fold  when  Mr.  Hill  remarked,  "  But, 
my  friend,  you  have  not  yourself  asked  for  a  blessing  on 
the  money.     You  had  better  do  so  now." 

"  Sir,"  faltered  out  the  other,  scarcely  able  to  support 
himself,  "  Sir,  I  cannot  pray.  I  never  prayed  in  all  my 
life." 

''  You  have  the  more  need  to  begin  now,"  observed  the 
reverend  gentleman,  in  his  own  cool,  yet  rebuking  man- 
ner. 

"  I  cannot,  sir ;  I  do  not  know  what  to  say." 

"  Make  the  effort,  however  short  your  prayer  may  be." 

"  1  cannot,  sir.     I  am  unable  to  utter  a  single  sentence." 

"  Then  you  cannot  have  the  money.  I  will  not  lend 
twenty  pounds  to  a  prayerless  person." 

The  other  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  then  closed  his 
eyes,  and  with  uplifted  hands,  he  said  with  great  earnest- 
ness. "  Oh  Lord,  what  shall  1  say  to  Thee  and  Mr.  Hill 
on  this  occasion  ?"  He  was  about  to  begin  another  sen- 
tence, when  the  reverend  gentleman  interrupted  him,  by 
observing,  "  That  will  do  for  a  beginning.  It  is  a  very 
excellent  first  prayer.  It  is  from  the  heart.  I  have  not 
uttered  a  more  sincere  or  fervent  petition  to  God  for  the 
last  fifty  years.  Take  the  money,  and  may  God's  bles- 
sing be  given  along  with  it."  As  he  spoke  Mr.  Hill  took 
uplhe  two  ten  pound  notes,  and  transferring  them  to  the 
half  bewildered  man,  cordially  shook  him  by  the  hand, 
mid  wished  him  a  good  morning. 
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mJflothers. 

Mr.  Roscoe.  that  eminent  philanthropist,  has  remark 
ed  that  to  the  instructions  of  his  kind  and  affectionate 
mother,  he  might  safely  attribute  any  o:ood  principle, 
which  appeared  in  his  conduct,  during  life — that  to  her 
he  owed  the  inculcation  of  those  sentiments  of  humanity, 
which  became  a  ruling  principle  in  his  mind — and  tha 
she  did  not  neglect  to  supply  him  with  books,  as  she 
thought  would  contribute  to  his  improvement.  His 
character  of  beneficence  was  eminently  the  fruit  of  ma- 
ternal virtue. 

The  mother  of  Christian  Frederick  Swartz,  on  her  dy- 
ing bed,  informed  her  husband  and  pastor,  that  she  had 
dedicated  her  son  to  the  Lord,  and  obtained  a  promise 
from  them,  that  the  infant  should  be  trained  in  the  re- 
membrance of  this  sacred  destination,  and  if  he  sh-ould  in 
due  time  express  a  desire  to  be  educated  for  the  ministry, 
they  would  cherish  and  promote  it  to  the  utmost  of  their 
power.  Swartz  became  the  missionary  apostle  to  India, 
and  died  when  about  seventy-four  years  old,  having  been 
instrumental,  it  is  supposed,  in  the  conversion  of  thou- 
sands of  souls. 

The  early,  though  ripe  piety  of  John  Urquhart  seems 
to  have  been  the  result,  through  the  divine  blessing,  of 
early  consecration  to  God,  and  corresponding  means  em- 
ployed by  his  parents  for  his  spiritual  good.  It  is  re- 
marked, by  Mr.  Orme,  his  biographer,  that  the  parents  of 
this  bright  and  interesting  youth  felt  the  importance  oi 
devoting  their  offspring  to  him,  and  of  bringing  them  up 
in  the  nurture  and  admonition  of  the  Lord"  To  his 
mother,  in  particular,  Urquhart  was  indebted  for  his  ear- 
liest ideas  and  impressions ;  and  of  her  tenderness  and 
attention  to  him  he  retained  during  his  short  but  briUiant 
course  the  liveliest  and  most  grateful  recollections.  The 
prayers  breatlied  over  his  cradle,  and  the  instructions 
given  him  in  infancy,  seemed  to  have  been  richly  blessed 
in  the  production  of  a  piety  so  sweet  and  uncommon, 
even  in  the  history  of  piety. 

Dr.  Bateman,  an  eminent  English  physician,  who  was 
converted  from  a  sceptic  to  a  saint,  was  a  striking  instance 
of  the  salutary  influence  of  a  religious  education,  on  the 
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chf^racter  and  mind,  even  at  a  comparatively  late  period 
of  life.  His  parents  were  of  the  "  excellent  of  the  eartli," 
ana  he  owed  much  to  their  care.  After  the  death  of  a 
talented  father,  who  had  carefully  instructed  him  in  re- 
ligion, the  place  of  the  former  was  supplied  with  great 
judgment  and  affection  by  a  pious  and  devoted  mother. 
The  effects  of  her  moral  guardianship  was  clearly  traced 
in  that  exemplary  filial  reverence  and  obediedce,  which 
Dr.  Bateman  exhibited  through  life — That  awe  for  re- 
ligion, which  was  one  of  the  earliest  sentiments  of  his 
childhood,  saved  him  from  open  immorality,  amidst  all 
his  unbelief — a  state  of  mind  into  which  he  had  unhappi- 
ly fallen — and  prepared  the  way  for  the  ultimate  triumph 
of  divine  grace. — The  seed  had  been  planted  in  the  virgin 
soil ;  it  had  been  watered  with  many  tears  ;  the  divine 
blessing  had  been  sought  with  fervent  prayers,  and  God 
was  pleased  at  length  to  "give  the  increase."  The 
change  was  complete,  as  it  was  marvelous,  and  constitut- 
ed him,  during  the  short  remainder  of  his  da^^s,  one  oi 
the  happiest  of  believers. 

The  writer  will  mention  another  case  of  the  efficacy  of 
maternal  faithfulness,  and  prayer,  in  reference  to  an 
abandoned  son.  A  distressed  mother  once  remarked,  "I 
have  only  one  painful  trial."  A  person  who  heard  the 
sentiment,  presuming  that  she  refered  to  the  moral  state 
of  her  graceless  son,  observed  that  parents  must  feel  in- 
tense agony  of  mind  in  the  prospect  of  having  their  chil- 
dren separated  from  them  in  the  eternal  world.  "1  have 
not  that  prospect  to  agonize  my  mind,"  said  the  mother ; 
"  I  have  three  already  in  heaven  ;  and  I  doubt  not  but  the 
grace  of  God  will  reach  the  heart  of  my  prodigal  son.  I 
cannot  doubt  it.  It  would  be  a  sin  to  doubt  it.  I  have 
felt  such  a  spirit  of  prayer  coming  upon  me  at  times  in 
his  behalf,  that  I  have  wrestled  for  his  conversion,  as  Ja- 
cob wrestled  with  the  angel,  and  though  I  have  heard  no 
voice  saying  to  me,  "it  shall  be  unto  thee  even  as  thou 
wilt ;"  yet  I  have  departed  from  the  throne  of  mercy  in 
peace,  and  found  my  path  strengthened  with  power  from 
on  high.  My  faith  is  so  strong  and  so  uniform  in  its  ex- 
ercise, that  it  has  cast  out  all  fear  from  my  breast,  and  I 
can  rejoice  in  the  prospect  of  meeting  all  my  children  in 
my  Father's  house."     The  believing  expectation  of  thi^ 
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devoted  mother  was  not  disappointed.  As  she  lay  on  her 
dying  bed,  her  only  remaining  child,  who  had  been  a 
rover  on  the  sea,  returned  to  pay  his  parent  a  visit.  Af- 
ter a  very  touching  and  tender  meeting,  "you  are  neai 
port," said  the  hardy  looking  sailor,  "and  1  hope  you  will 
have  an  abundant  entrance."  "  Yes,  my  child,  the  fail 
haven  is  in  sight,  and  soon,  very  soon,  I  shall  be  landed 

"  On  that  peaceful  shore, 
Where  pilgrims  meet  to  part  no  more." 

"You  have  weathered  many  a  storm  in  your  passage, 
mother ;  but  now  God  is  dealing  very  graciously  with 
you,  by  causing  the  wind  to  cease,  and  giving  you  a  calm 
at  the  end  of  your  passage."  "  God  has  always  dealt 
graciously  with  me,  my  son.  But  this  last  expression  of 
his  kindness,  in  permitting  me  to  see  you  before  I  die.  is 
so  unexpected,  that  it  is  like  a  miricle  wrought  in  answer 
to  prayer."  "O  mother,"  replied  the  sailor,  weeping  as 
he  uttered  the  remark,  "your  prayers  have  been  the 
means  of  my  salvation,  and  I  am  thankful  that  your  life 
has  been  spared,  till  I  could  tell  you  of  it."  With  devout 
composure  she  listened  to  the  story  of  his  conversion ; 
and  at  last,  grasping  the  hand  of  her  son,  she  pressed  it  to 
her  dying  lips  and  said,  "Yes,  thou  art  a  faithful  God, 
and  as  it  has  pleased  thee  to  bring  back  my  long  lost 
child,  and  adopt  him  into  thy  family,  I  will  say  : — '  Now 
lettest  thou  thy  servant  depart  in  peace,  for  mine  eyes 
have  seen  thy  salvation." 


•fflystery^  Ileason  and  Teiith. 

Night  comes  over  a  ship  at  sea,  and  a  passenger  lingers 
liour  after  hour  alone  on  the  deck.  The  waters  plunge 
and  welter  and  glide  away  beneath  the  keel.  Above,  the 
sails  tower  up  in  the  darkness,  almost  to  the  sky,  and 
their  shadows  falls  as  it  were  a  burden  on  the  deck  below. 
In  the  clouded  ui^ht  no  star  is  to  be  seen,  and  as  the  ship 
changes  her  course,  the  passenger  knows  not  which  way 
is  east,  or  west,  or  north,  or  south.  What  island,  what 
sunken  rocks  may  be  on  her  course — or  what  that  course 
is  or  where  they  are,  he  knows  not.     All  around  to  him 
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is  mystery.  He  bows  down  in  the  submission  of  utter 
ignorance. 

But  men  of  science  have  read  the  laws  of  the  sky.  And 
the  next  day  this  passenger  beholds  the  captain  looKing 
at  a  clock  and  taking  note  of  the  place  of  the  sun,  and 
with  the  aid  of  a  couple  of  books,  comprised  of  rules  and 
mathematical  tables,  making  calculations.  And  when  he 
has  completed  them,  he  is  able  to  point  almost  with  a 
hand's  breath  to  the  place  at  which,  after  unnumbered 
windings,  he  has  arrived  in  the  midst  of  the  seas.  Storms 
may  have  beat  and  currents  drifted,  but  he  knows  where 
they  are,  and  the  precise  point,  where  a  hundred  leagues 
over  the  water,  lies  his  native  shore.  Here  is  reason  ap- 
preciating and  making  use  of  the  revelations  (if  we  may 
so  call  them)  of  science. 

Night  again  shuts  down  over  the  waste  of  the  waves 
and  the  passenger  beholds  a  single  seaman  at  the  wheel, 
and  watch,  hour  after  hour,  as  it  vibrates  beneath  a  lamp, 
a  little  needle,  which  points  ever,  as  if  it  were  a  living 
finger,  to  the  steady  pole. 

This  man  knows  nothing  of  the  rules  of  navigation, 
nothing  of  the  courses  of  the  sky.  But  reason  and 
experience  have  given  him  faith  in  the  commanding 
officer  of  the  ship — faith  in  the  laws  that  control  her 
course — faith  in  the  unerring  integrity  of  the  little  guide 
before  him.  And  so  without  a  single  doubt  he  steers  his 
ship  on,  according  to  a  prescribed  direction,  through  night 
and  the  waves.  And  that  faith  is  not  disappointed. 
V/ith  the  morning  sun,  he  beholds  far  away  the  summits 
ofthe  grey  and  misty  highlands,  rising  hke  a  cloud  in 
the  horizon  ;  and  as  he  nears  them,  the  hills  appear,  and 
the  light  at  the  entrance  of  the  harbor,  and,  sight  of  joy  ! 
the  shining  roofs  among  which  he  strives  to  detect  his 
own. 


The  JlfHcau  Preacher , 

There  lived  in  his  immediate  vicinity  a  respectable 
man,  who  had  become  interested  on  the  subject  of  religion, 
and  who  had  begun  with  some  earnestness  to  search  the 
scriptures.     He  had  read  but  a  few  chapters,  when  he  bo- 
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came  greatly  perplexed  with  some  of  those  passages  which 
an  inspired  apostle  has  declared  to  be  "  hard  to  be  under- 
stood." In  this  state  of  mind  he  repaired  to  our  preacher 
for  instruction  and  help,  and  found  him  at  noon,  on  a 
sultry  day  in  summer,  laboriously  engaged  hoeing  his 
corn.  As  the  man  approached,  the  preacher  with  patri- 
archal simplicity,  leaned  upon  the  handle  of  his  hoe,  and 
listened  to  his  story.  "  Uncle  Jack,"  said  he,  "  1  have  dis- 
covered lately  that  I  am  a  great  sinner,  and  I  commenced 
reading  the  Bible,  that  I  may  learn  what  I  must  do  to  be 
saved.  But  I  have  met  with  a  passage  here,"  holding  up 
his  Bible,  ''  which  1  know  not  what  to  do  with.  It  is 
this:  'Godwin  have  mercy  upon  whom  he  will  have 
mercy,  and  whom  he  will  he  hardeneth.'  What  does  this 
mean  ?"•  A  short  pause  intervened,  and  the  old  African 
replied  as  follows  :  "  Master,  if  I  have  been  rightly  in- 
formed, it  has  not  been  but  a  day  or  two  since  you  began 
to  read  the  Bible,  and,  if  I  remember  rightly  that  passage 
yon  have  mentioned,  is  away  yonder  in  Homans.  Long 
before  you  get  to  tliat,  at  the  very  beginning  of  the  gospel 
it  is  said,  'Repent,  for  the  kingdom  of  heaven  is  at  hand.' 
Now,  have  you  done  with  that?  The  truth  is  you  have 
read  entirely  too  fast.  You  must  begin  again,  and  take 
things  as  God  has  pleased  to  place  'them.  When  you 
have  done  all  that  you  are  to  do  in  Matthew,  come  and 
talk  about  Romans. 

Having  thus  answered,  the  old  preacher  resumed  his 
work,  and  left  the  man  to  his  own  reflections.  Wlio  does 
not  admire  the  simplicity  and  good  sense  which  charac- 
terized this  reply  ?  Could  the  most  learned  polemic  more 
effectually  ha.ve  met  and  disposed  of  such  a  difficulty'/ 
The  gentleman  particularly  interested  in  this  incident, 
gave  me  an  account  of  it  with  his  own  lips.  He  still 
lives,  and  will,  in  all  probability,  see  this  statement  of  it. 

Most  readily  will  he  testify  to  its  strict  accuracy  ;  aM 
most  joyfully  will  he  now  say,  as  he  said  to  me  then 
"  It  convinced  me,  most  fully,  of  the  mistake  into  which 
1  had  fallen.  1  took  the  old  man's  advice.  1  soon  saw 
its  propriety  and  wisdom,  and  hope  to  bless  God  for  evei 
for  sending  me  to  him." 


MISCELLANY.  313 

The  Sailor  and  the  Mible> 

In  the  year  1815,  some  of  Dr.  Bogue's  students  resol  ved 
to  preach  to  the  crowds  of  people,  who  were  constantly 
found  near  the  beach  at  Gosport.  They  said  one  to  an- 
other, "  We  profess  to  have  a  tender  compassion  for  souls ; 
we  are  going  to  spend  our  days  in  preaching  to  the  hea- 
then ;  and  how  can  we  consistently  let  the  multitudes  per- 
ish around  us,  without  attempting  at  least  to  warn  them 
to  flee  from  the  wrath  to  come  ?"  A  commencement  was 
made  by  one  of  the  students  on  a  Sabbath  morning.  He 
went  among  the  people  with  religious  tracts ;  spoke  to 
them  of  their  danger ;  told  them  of  Christ ;  exhorted  them 
to  go  to  a  place  of  worship ;  and  promised  that  the  next 
Sabbath  morning,  a  person  should  come  to  preach  to 
them. 

When  the  time  arrived,  several  of  the  students  went  to 
the  beach,  and  one  of  them  began  the  service  on  the  mar- 
ket house  steps.     The  hymn  which  begins  with, 

"  Life  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord,'' 

Was  sung  to  the  tune  of  Old  Hundredth.  At  first,  only  a 
few  people  were  present ;  but  this  was  like  ringing  tfie  bell 
or  beating  the  drum.  Many  came  running  out  of  the 
public  houses.  The  inhabitants  in  the  high  street,  threw 
up  their  sashes  and  looked  out  at  their  windows,  and 
some  came  and  stood  at  their  doors.  The  people  who 
were  busy  buying  meat  at  their  shambles,  came  flocking 
around  us,  and  at  last  the  butchers,  having  no  customers, 
left  their  traffic  and  came  and  listened  also. 

The  text  was,  '•  I  have  a  messsage  from  God  unto  thee.*' 
The  congregation  in  a  general  way,  were  very  attentive, 
and  the  whole  scene  was  exceedingly  impressive.  Here 
were  soldiers,  sailors,  prostitutes,  porters,  butchers,  labor- 
ers, and  Sabbath-breakers  of  various  descriptions,  listen- 
ing to  a  message  from  God.  The  tears  flowed  plentifully ; 
even  hardy  tars  were  seen  wiping  their  streaming  eyes 
with  the  sleeve  of  their  bluejacket;  and  one  sailor  was 
so  aflected,  that  he  stepped  behind  another  sailor  to  try  to 
hide  his  feelings.  Some  oi*  the  prostitutes,  also,  were 
much  aflected,  which  their  companions  in  iniquity  per- 
ceiving, instantly  hurried  them  away  to  their  haunts  oi 
wretcht^dne>ss. 
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At  the  close  of  the  service,  a  young  man,  belonging  to 
a  frigate,  was  seen  bustlii'.;nf  through  the  crowd  towards 
the  preacher,  who  thought  iie  liad  a  menacino-  appearance; 
but  when  he  came  near,  the  warm-hearted  tar,  with  evi- 
dent feehngs  of  regard,  said,  "  You  have  been  hard  at 
work^  sir,  and  I  am  sure  you  must  be  thirsty  ;  I  beg  you 
will  accept  of  this  three  shilling  piece  to  get  something  to 
drink."  "  Thank  you,  brave  fellow/'  the  student  replied  ; 
^' we  did  not  come  here  for  your  money  but  to  do  good 
to  your  soul."  '•  1  know  it,  sir,"  said  he  ;  "  I  felt  it;  but 
you  must  have  something  to  drink."'  "  Have  you  a  IBiblCj 
friend?"  "  No."  "  Then  come  with  us  and  we  will  sell 
you  a  Bible  for  your  mree  shilling  piece."  "  Yery  well, 
sir.  Come  along  Jem,"  said  he  to  his  shipmate,  "  let  us 
go  with  these  gentlemen."  We  then  walked  to  our  lodg- 
ings ;  and  having  received  the  Bible,  he  put  it  into  his 
breast  pocket,  and  exclaimed  with  an  energy  not  to  be 
described,  "  There,  sir !  I  part  with  this  book  the  same 
day  that  I  part  with  my  head." 


Invitation  to  the  Tempted  and  Mackslider. 

Yes,  O,  Christian,  whoever  you  are,  however  tempted 
and  distressed  ;  however  languishing  and  despairing  you 
may  be,  the  Master  is  come  and  calleth  for  thee.  He 
does,  as  it  were,  call  thee  by  name,  for  he  knows  the 
name  of  his  sheep,  they  are  engraven  on  the  palms  of  his 
iiands,  and  he  cannot  forget  them.  His  language  is, 
'•  Where  is  this,  and  that,  and  the  other  one  of  my  flock, 
who  used  to  wntch  for  the  tokens  of  my  approach  and 
come  at  the  sound  of  my  voice?  Why  do  they  not  come 
to  welcome  my  return,  and  rejoice  in  my  presence  ?  Have 
they  backslidden  and  wandered  from  my  fold  ?  Go.  and 
tell  them  that  their  High  Priest  and  Intercessor,  one  who 
has  beeen  in  all  points  tempted  as  they  are,  and  who  can 
therefore  be  touched  with  the  feeling  of  their  iijiirmities, 
u  come,  and  calleth  for  them  to  spread  their  temptations 
.-^nd  afflictions  before  him.  Are  they  borne  down  with  a 
load  of  guilt,  and  the  weight  of  their  sins  against  me,  so 
I  hat  they  are  ashamed  to  look  me  in  the  face?  Tell  them 
that  I  will  receive  them  graciously,  and  love  them  freely. 
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Are  they  carried  away  by  their  spiritual  eiieraies,  and 
bound  in  the  fetters  of  vice,  so  that  they  cannot  come  to 
welcome  me  ?  Tell  them  that  I  am  come  to  proclaim  de- 
liverance to  the  captives,  and  the  opening  of  the  prison  to 
them  that  are  bound  ;  to  rescue  the  lambs  of  my  flock 
from  the  paw  of  the  lion,  and  the  jaws  of  the  bear.  Are 
they  oppressed  by  fears  that  they  shall  one  day  perish  by 
the  hand  of  their  enemies?  Go  and  tell  them  that  my 
sheep  never  perish,  and  that  none  shall  finally  pluck  them 
out  of  my  hand.  Are  they  slnmbering  and  sleeping,  in- 
sensible of  my  approach  ?  Go,  and  awaken  them  with 
the  cry,  '  Behold  the  Bridegroom  cometh,  go  ye  out  to 
meet  him.' " 


The  Prize  Miiyer 


There  lived  in  the  writer's  neighborhood,  when  a  boy, 
a  family  which  will  be  distinguished  by  the  name  of 
Stillman,  consisting  of  a  father,  a  mother,  and  an  only 
son.  Old  Stillman  was  a  farmer,  and,  as  the  phrase  went, 
*' loell  to  do  in  the  ivorld'''  Isaac,  his  son,  was,  by  the 
district  schoolmasters,  characterized  as  a  boy  of  excellent 
natural  parts  ;  but  of  propensities  so  untutored,  and  luxu- 
riantly wild,  as  to  render  his  success  as  a  scholar,  entirely 
problematical.  The  result  proved  the  correctness  of  the 
teachers'  estimate.  Isaac  grew  up  into  a  tall,  roystering 
farmer's  boy,  nearly  destitute  of  the  veriest  rudiments  of  a 
common  education,  but  with  some  tact,  and  much  taste 
for  bargaining  and  speculation.  To  the  delight,  but 
much  oftener  to  the  chagrin  of  the  father,  Isaac,  who  had 
the  control  of  some  four  or  five  head  of  cattle  and  a  horse, 
made  sometimes  a  good,  oftentimes  a  bad  hit,  in  tradino* 
stock  with  the  neighboring  youngsters.  Tliis  trafficking, 
however,  was  on  much  too  small  a  scale.  There  was  too 
little  left  to  luck,  (the  word  luck  was  mao-ical  to  yon  no- 
Stillman's  ear,)  to  suit  the  daring  spirit  of  a  reckless  younnr 
speculator. 

About  this  time  it  was,  that  one  of  the  ever  lucky 
schemes  of  the  New  York  Literary  Lottery,  found  its  way 
to  a  store  hard  by  the  residence  of  Mr.  Stillman.     Y.,ung 
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Stillman  obtained  possession  of  it,  and  as  his  eye  ran  ovei 
the  list  of  splendid  })rizes  for  sale,  his  ambition  was  tired 
to  take  liis  chance  with  other  happy  adventurers,  (so  he 
deemed  them,)  for  the  hicrhest.  He  bought  a  ticket  and 
drew  its  value,  minus  fifteen  per  cent.;  and,  of  course,  ad- 
ded the  fifteen  per  cent,  lost,  and  tried  his  luck  a  second 
time;  all  gamblers,  youno-  or  old,  would  have  done  the 
same.  Again  he  drew  his  money,  less  the  fifteen  per 
cent.,  and  again  added  the  loss  and  reini'ested.  He  pnr- 
sued  this  course  unknown  to  his  fatlier,  until  fie  had 
spent  the  cash  receipts  of  two  fine  three  year  old  steers, 
which  he  had  sold  to  pretty  good  advantage.  An  un- 
drawn lottery  ticket  was  all  he  had  left,  when  the  old 
gentleman  found,  on  asking  the  loan  of  a  few  doRars 
from  his  son,  that  his  money  was  all  gone,  and  how. 

The  anger  and  sorrow  of  the  practical  hard-working 
father  may  be  better  imagined  than  described.  He  with- 
drew from  his  son  the  control  of  all  the  property  he  had 
given  him,  at  once,  and  forbade  his  gamhlinir  in  lotteries 
for  ever  after,  on  pain  of  his  severest  displeasure.  But 
two  days  after  this,  news*  came  that  Isaac's  ticket  had 
absolutely  drawn  a  prize  of  ^20,000. 

The  incident  wrought  forthwith  an  entire  revolution 
in  the  affairs  ;  and,  as  an  almost  necessary  consequence, 
in  the  views  of  the  elder  Stillman,  on  the  subject  of  lot- 
teries. Both  he  and  his  son  now  bought — not  single 
tickets,  but  whole  packao;es  in  the  current  schemes.  The 
whole  neighborhood,  in  fact,  excited  by  the  brilliant  suc- 
cess of  the  younger  Stillman,  invested  sums  in  the  pur- 
chase of  tickets,  which  they  could  ill  afford  to  spare. 
The  Still  man's  bought  and  lost,  and  lost  and  bought,  till 
their  prize,  property,  farm,  all— was  gone.  The  gray 
hairs  of  the  old  gentleman  and  lady  went  down  in  poverty 
and  sorrow  to  the  grave.  Young  Stillman  still  lives, 
drives  a  stage  for  fourteen  dollars  per  month,  and  buys 
rum  and  tickets  with  his  waj^es.  He  is  a  miserable  lost 
man;  and  tlie  locality  who; e  he  once  lived  is  probably 
poorer  by  650,000,  for  his  truly  lucky  ticket  of  $20,000. 
Three  fine  farms  there  are  now  burthened  with  heavy  and 
hopeless  mortgages,  which  but  for  Isaac  Still  man's  prize, 
would  at  this  day  have  been  unencumbered.  The  moral 
cii  this  unvarnished  sketch  is  left  for  the  reader  to  draw. 
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•^  Patriot  of  ^76. 


An  old  gentleman,  once  the  governor  of  the  state  in 
which  he  lives,  who  had  long  been  afflicted  with  a  dis- 
ease for  which  ardent  spirits  had  been  prescribed  as  a 
remedy,  at  a  temperance  meeting,  said  — 

"Friends  and  neighbors,  I  am  now  more  than  seventy 
yeais  of  age — you  all  know  my  state  of  health.  I  have 
been  trying  an  experiment  for  two  months  past  in  abstain- 
ing from  the  use  of  ardent  spirits,  which  affords  me  much 
rehef  from  the  great  distress  I  at  times  experience.  My 
suffering  has  been  great,  but  less  than  I  feared.  In  the 
war  of  the  revolution,  I  commanded  a  company  of  militia 
in  this  state.  At  the  approach  of  the  enemy  to  Benning- 
ton, I, had  just  recovered  from  a  fever  that  had  confined 
me  to  my  bed  for  many  days — I  had  not  then  left  my 
room.  The  alarm  was  given,  the  militia  called  out ;  and 
I,  in  opposition  to  the  entreaties  and  expostulations  of  my 
friends,  marched  at  the  head  of  my  company  for  Benning- 
ton. In  our  march,  we  had  to  ford  a  river  ;  a  sturdy  sol- 
dier shouldered  and  carried  me  over  on  his  back.  We 
met  the  enemy — fought  ^conquered — and  returned  in 
safety  to  our  famihes.  I  thus  put  my  life  in  jeopardy  to 
aid  in  serving  my  country,  and  I  am  willing  to  do  it 
again.  An  enemy  more  powerful  and  subtle  than  the 
British,  is  destroymg  firesides,  and  trampling  with  iron 
hoofs  tile  fairest  portions  of  our  land.  I  present  myself 
to  join  your  ranks  in  this  war  of  extermination,  and  enlist 
under  your  banner,  bearing  the  motto  '  Total  Abstinence.' 
This  step  will  no  doubt  shorten  my  days.  Be  it  so :  I 
stand  ready  to  sacrifice  my  life  in  the  cause,  and  I  freely 
subscribe  your  pledge,  totally  and  for  ever  to  abstain  from 
the  use  of  ardent  spirits." 


•^  €use  of  Conscience. 

A  FEW  days  since,  a  farmer  from  a  neighboring  town 
came  to  Portsmouth  with  a  quantity  of  beautiful  apples, 
and  left  ihem  exposed  on  the  parade.  They  soon  attract- 
ed the  attention  of  a  boy.  He  took  uf  one  after  another 
of  the  most  tempting  of  the  fairest  apples,  and  throwinar 
27* 
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them  down  again  ;  sfazed  at  them  in  the  anxious  and 
troubled  manner,  which  showed  that  conscience  and  ap- 
petite were  holding  a  severe  and  doubtful  contest.  Now 
one,  and  now  the  other  would  seem  to  gain  a  momentary 
ascendancy.  Tliis  conflict,  interesting  from  its  character 
and  doubtful  termination,  caught  the  notice  of  one  of  our 
citizens,  who  has  taught  many  children  how  to  gain  the 
victory  to  conscience  in  matters  of  this  sort.  He  waited 
at  a  distance  the  issue,  and  was  delighted,  at  last,  to  see 
the  little  fellow,  with  a  decided  manner,  throw  down  the 
last  apple,  and  resolutely  turn  his  back  on  the  temptation. 
At  this  moment,  he  approached  the  boy,  commended  him 
for  what  he  had  done  ;  and  to  reward  his  honesty,  pur- 
chased and  gave  him  as  many  apples  as  he  wanted. 


If  you  comM  hear  him  Praj/. 

About  eight  years  since,  in  obtaining  subscriptions  for 
a  benevolent  purpose,  I  called  upon  a  gentleman  in  one 
of  our  largest  cities,  who  generously  contributed  to  the 
object.  Before  leaving,  I  said  to  him,  how  much,  think, 
will  such  an  individual  subscribe?  "  I  don't  know,"  said 
he  ;  "  but  could  you  hear  that  man  pray,  you  would  think 
he  would  give  all  he  is  worth."  So  1  called  upon  him  ; 
but  to  my  surprise,  he  would  not  contribute.  As  I  was 
about  to  take  my  leave  of  him,  I  said  to  him,  as  I  came 
to  your  house,  I  asked  an  individual,  what  you  would 
probably  give  :  "  I  don't  know,"  said  he  ;  "  but  could  you 
hear  that  man  pray,  you  would  think  he  would  give  you 
all  he  is  worth."  The  man's  head  dropped,  tears  gushed 
from  his  eyes  ;  he  took  out  his  pocket-book,  and  gave  me 
seventy-five  dollars.  He  could  not  withstand  this  argu 
ment.  '  His  heart  relented,  and  his  purse  opened. 


The  JMueUst  a  Penitent, 

B was  a  member  of  one  of  the  New  England  col- 
leges, from  a  southern  section  of  the  country.  He  left  his 
class  before  the  completion  of  the  college  course,  with 
habits  of  dissipat'on,  which  gave  melancholy  presage  of 
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grief  and  sorrow  to  his  friends— an  untimely  grave,  and 
an  immortality  of  shame  and  everlasting  contempt.  As 
was  anticipated,  on  his  return  to  the  south,  he  plunged 
into  vice  without  restraint.  I  quote  his  own  account : — 
"  As  soon  as  I  was  again  among  the  associates  of  my 
youth,  1  became  entirely  devoted  to  the  pursuits  of  plea- 
sure. With  them  I  plunged  deep  into  fashionable  dissi- 
pation, and  soon  lost  all  thought  of  my  former  resolutions 
and  former  friends.  My  life  was  a  continual  round  of 
dissipations  criminal  in  the  extreme,  and  ruinous  in  their 
effects  both  to  body  and  soul." 

The  rushing  stream  had  now  become  an  impetuous 
torrent,  and  dashed  along  with  appalling  swiftness  toward 
the  precipice  !  an  affectionate  and  widowed  mother  wept 
and  warned  in  vain.  A  large  circle  of  deeply-afflicted 
friends  did  all  friends  could  do,  but  saw  every  effort  use- 
less. Here  was  talent  of  high  order  and  attainments  suf- 
ficient to  constitute  a  shining  ornament  of  society.  But 
all  were  handed  over  to  the  service  of  sin,  and  contributed 
to  strengthen  the  kingdom  and  increase  the  malignant 
joy  of  the  prince  of  darkness. 

But  the  lowest  depth  of  depravity  had  not  yet  been 
reached.  An  extract  of  a  letter  dated  Dec.  1832,  will 
give  his  own  account.  "I  continued  this  course  of  life, 
as  above  described,  till  a  few  days  before  the  protracted 
meeting  commenced.  And,  sir,  what  think  you  brought 
me  to  a  pause  7  Doubtless  you  will  say,  to  compose  my 
mind  and  strive  for  a  blessing.  Oh  !  no,  sir ;  it  was  to 
prepare  myself  for  mortal  combat  with  a  fellow  being! 
The  time  of  our  meeting  was  fixed  ;  and  it  happened  to 
be  the  day,  on  which  the  people  of  God  were  to  assemble 
together.  Within  less  than  half  a  mile  from  that  solemn 
assembly  we  met,  and  exchanged  shots  with  pistols.  To 
give  you  an  idea  of  my  utter  recklessness  and  depravity 
of  heart  at  that  time — when  I  saw  the  weapon  of  my  an- 
tagonist directed  towards  me,  and  by  one  who  was  esteem- 
ed sure  and  deadly  in  his  aim.  the  last  thought  that  I  rec- 
ollect was  my  curiosity,  respecting  the  nature  of  a  future 
state  !  His  ball  struck  the  earth  very  near  my  feet. — my 
own  passed  within  a  few  inches  of  his  breast.  I  returned 
home  to  a  mother  and  relations,  who  were  half  dead  with 
grief  and  anxiety. 
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"  Let  us  turn  from  this  horrid  scene  to  one  of  a  different 
character.  The  next  day  found  my  antagonist  and  my- 
self on  the  same  bench,  at  an  inquiry  meeting;  overwhelm- 
ed with  grief  and  tears  for  onr  sins.  The  conflict  was 
truly  great.  For  six  days  I  seldom  ate  or  slept.  I  was 
at  last  so  much  reduced  and  enfeebled,  I  had  scarcely 
strength  to  rise  from  my  knees.  A  consciousness  of  par- 
don and  acceptance  with  God  was,  at  length,  obtained — 
anew  song  has  been  put  into  my  mouth." 

The  reader  needs  no  guide  to  suitable  reflections.  Who 
can  contemplate  these  facts  without  emotions  of  wonder 
in  view  of  the  goodness  of  God,  and  the  power  of  his 
grace? 


The  Secret. 


"  Mother,"  said  a  fine  looking  girl  of  ten  years  of  age, 
''  I  want  to  know  the  secret  of  yonr  going  away  alone  ev- 
ery night  and  morning."  "  Why,  my  child  ?"  "  Because, 
1  think  it  must  be  to  see  some  one  you  love  very  much." 
"  And  what  induces  you  to  think  so  ?"  "  Because,  I  have 
always  noticed  that  when  you  come  back,  you  appear  to 
be  more  happy  than  usual."  "  Well,  suppose  I  do  go  to 
see  a  friend  1  love  much,  and  that  after  seeing  him,  1  am 
more  happy  than  before,  why  should  you  wish  to  know 
any  thing  about  it?"  '-Because  I  wish  to  do  as  you  do, 
that  I  may  be  happy  also."  "  Well,  my  child,  when  I 
leave  you  on  the  morning  and  the  evening,  it  is  to  see  my 
blessed  Savior  ;  I  go  to  pray  to  him — I  ask  him  for  his 
gra'^e  to  make  me  happy  and  holy — I  ask  him  to  assist 
me  in  all  the  duties  of  the  day,  and  especially  to  keep  me 
from  committing  sin  against  him,  and  above  all,  I  ask  him 
to  have  mercy  upon  your  soul,  and  to  save  you  from  the 
ruin  of  those  who  go  down  to  hell."  •'  O  !  is  that  the  se- 
cret," said  the  child,  "  then  I  must  go  with  you.". 


The  Use  of  the  Mlhle* 


A  LITTLE  boy  had  often  amused  himself  by  lookiLd; 
over  the  pictures  of  a  large  Bible ;  and  his  mother  one 
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day  said  to  him,  "John,  do  you  know  the  use  of  the  Bi- 
ble?" He  said,  "No,  mother."  "Then,  Joim,  be  sure 
you  ask  your  father,"  was  the  advice  his  mother  gave  him. 
Soon  afterwards,  when  his  father  came  home,  John  ran 
up  to  him,  and  said,  "  I  should  like  to  know,  father,  what 
is  the  use  of  the  Bible?"  His  father  said,  "Fll  tell  you 
another  time,  John."  The  boy  appeared  disappointed, 
and  walked  away,  wondering  why  his  father  did  not  an- 
swer the  question  directly. 

A  lew  days  after,  the  father  took  his  son  to  a  house, 
where  was  a  woman  very  ill  in  bed,  and  began  to  talk  to 
the  poor  afflicted  woman,  who  said  that  she  had  suffered 
a  great  deal  of  pain,  but  hoped  that  she  was  resigned  to 
the  will  of  God.  "Do  3^oa  think,"  said  the  lather,  "that 
God  does  right  to  permit  you  to  feel  so  much  pain  ?" 
"Oh,  yes,"  answered  the  woman  ;  "for  God  is  my  heav- 
enly Father,  who  loves  me,  and  1  am  sure  that  one  who 
loves  me  so  much,  would  not  permit  me  to  suffer  as  I  do, 
if  it  were  not  for  my  good."  He  then  said,  "  How  is  it 
that  you  find  your  sufferings  do  you  good  /"  She  replied, 
"  My  sufferings  are  good  for  my  soul,  they  make  me  more 
humble,  more  patient ;  they  make  me  feel  the  value  of  the 
Savior  more,  and  they  make  me  pray  more,  and  I  am 
sure  all  this  is  good  for  me."  John  had  been  very  atten- 
tive to  this  conversation,  and  the  tears  stood  in  his  eyes, 
while  the  afflicted  woman  was  talking.  His  father  look- 
ed at  him,  and  then  said  to  the  woman,  "  My  good  woman, 
can  you  tell  me  what  is  the  use  of  the  Bible  ?"  In  an  in- 
stant, John  cast  his  eyes  towards  the  woman,  while  his 
face  showed  that  he  was  extremely  eager  to  hear  her  an- 
swer. The  woman,  with  a  stronger  voice  than  before, 
said,  "  Oh,  sir,  the  Bible  has  been  my  comfort  in  affliction." 
•'  There,  John,"  said  his  father,  "  now  you  know  the  use 
of  the  Bible ;  it  can  give  us  comfort,  when  we  most 
need  it." 


The  Sins  of  our  ^outh. 

Two  aged  disciples,  one  eis^hty-seven  years  old,  one 
day  met.  "  Well,"  inquired  the  younger  to  his  fellow-pil- 
grim, "how  long  have  you  been  interested  in  religion?" 
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«  Fifty  years/^  was  the  old  man's  reply.  "  Well,  have  you 
ever  regretted  that  you  began  so  young  to  devote  yourself 
to  relio-ion  ?"  "  O  no,"  said  he ;  and  the  tears  trickled 
down  his  furrowed  cheeks.  "  I  weep  when  I  think  of  the 
sins  of  my  youth.     It  is  this  which  makes  me  weep  now." 

Another  man  of  eighty,  who  had  been  a  christian  fifty 
or  sixty  years,  was  asked  if  he  was  grieved  that  he  had 
become  a  disciple  of  Christ.  "  O  no,"  said  he,  -  If  I  grieve 
for  any  thing,  it  is  that  I  did  not  become  a  christian  be- 
fore." 

We  visited  a  woman  of  ninety,  as  she  lay  on  her  last 
bed  of  sickness.  She  had  been  hoping  in  Christ  for  a 
half  century.  In  the  course  of  conversation  she  said, 
"Tell  all  the  children,  that  an  old  woman,  who  is  just  on 
the  border  of  eternity  is  very  much  grieved  that  she  did 
not  begin  to  love  the  Savior  when  she  was  a  child.  Tell 
them  '"youth  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord.'" 

Said  an  old  man  of  seventy-six,  "  I  did  not  become  in- 
terested in  religion,  till  I  was  forty-five  ;  and  I  have  often 
to  tell  God,  i  have  nothing  to  bring  hmi  but  the  dregs  of 
old  age." 

Said  another  man,  between  sixty  and  seventy  years  of 
age,  "  I  hope  I  became  a  disciple  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  when 
1  was  seventeen  ;"  and  he  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears  as  he 
added,  "  and  there  is  nothing  which  causes  me  so  much 
distress  as  to  think  of  those  seventeen  years — some  of  the 
very  best  portion  of  my  life — which  I  devoted  to  sin  and 
the  world." 

And  the  penitent,  broken-hearted  David,  as  he  looked 
back  and  tliought  of  his  early  days,  exclaimed,  "Remem- 
ber not,  O  Lord,  the  sins  of  my  youth." 


The  MesiiU  of  Trust  in  God. 

It  is  related  of  Rev.  Oliver  Heywood,  a  non-conformist 
minister,  that  on  a  time  he  was  reduced  to  great  straits, 
his  little  stock  of  money  was  quite  exhausted  ;  the  family 
provisions  were  entirely  consumed,  and  Martha,  a  maid- 
servant, who  had  lived  in  his  family  for  several  years, 
and  who  had  often  assisted  them,  could  now  lend  no 
more  from  the  little  savings  of  former  years. 
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Mr.  Heywood  trusted  that  God  would  still  provide  tor 
him,  who  had  nothing  but  the  divine  providei?ce  to  live 
upon.     He  said, 

When  cruise  and  barrel  both  are  dry, 
We  still  will  trust  in  God,  most  high. 

When  the  children  began  to  be  impatient  for  food,  Mr. 
Heywood  called  his  servant,  and  said  to  her,  "■  Martha, 
take  a  basket,  and  go  to  Halifax,  call  on  Mr.  N.,  the  shop- 
keeper, and  say,  I  desire  him  to  lend  me  five  shillings :  it 
he  will  be  kind  enough  to  do  it,  bring  us  some  bread,  some 
cheese,  and  such  other  little  things  as  you  know  we  most 
want ;  be  as  expeditious  as  you  can  in  returning  home, 
for  the  poor  children  begin  to  be  fretful  for  want  of  some- 
thing to  eat ;  put  on  your  hat  and  cloak,  and  the  Lord 
give  you  good  speed  ;  in  the  mean  tmie,  we  will  offer  up 
our  request  to  Him  who  "feedeth  the  young  ravens  when 
they  cry,  and  who  knows  what  we  have  need  of  before  we 
ask  him."  Martha  observed  her  master's  direction  ;  but 
when  she  came  near  the  house,  where  she  was  ordered  to  beg 
for  the  loan  of  five  shillings,  through  timidity  and  bashful- 
ness  her  heart  failed  her.  She  passed  by  the  door  again  and 
again,  without  having  courage  to  go  in  and  tell  her  errand. 
At  length  Mr.  N.  standing  at  his  shop  door,  and  seeing 
Martha  in  the  street,  called  her  to  him,  and  said,  "  are  you 
not  Mr.  Heywood's  servant  ?"  When  she,  with  an  anxious 
heart,  had  answered  in  the  affirmative,  he  added,  "  I  am 
glad  I  have  this  opportunity  of  seeing  you  :  some  friends 

at  M have  remitted  me  five  guineas  for  your  master, 

and  I  was  just  thinking  how  I  should  contrive  to  send  it. 
Martha  burst  into  tears,  and  for  some  time  could  not  utter 
a  syllable  ;  the  necessities  of  the  f^imily,  their  trust  in  Pro- 
vidence, the  reasonableness  of  the  supply,  and  a  variety 
of  other  ideas  entering  in  upon  her  mind  at  once,  quite 
overpowered  her.  At  length  she  told  Mr.  N.  upon  what 
errand  she  came,  but  that  she  had  not  courtige  to  ask  him 
to  lend  her  poor  master  money.  The  gentleman  could 
not  but  be  affected  with  the  story,  and  told  Martha  to 
come  to  him  when  the  like  necessity  shculd  press  upon 
them  at  any  future  time.  She  made  haste  to  procure  the 
necessary  provisions,  and  with  a  heart  lightened  of  its 
jurden,  ran  home  to  tell  the  sticcess  of  her  journey. 


324  SABBATH-DAY 

Ihouo^h  she  had  not  been  long  absent,  the  hungry 
family  had  often  looked  wishi'ully  out  of  the  window  for 
her  arrival.  NYhen  she  knocked  at  her  master's  door, 
which  must  be  iocKed  and  barred  lor  fear  of  constables 
and  baililfs,  it  was  presently  opened,  and  the  joy  to  see 
her  was  as  great  as  when  a  fleet  of  ships  arrives  laden 
with  provisions  for  the  relief  of  a  starving  town,  closely 
besieged  by  an  enemy.  The  children  danced  round  the 
maid^  eager  to  look  into  the  basket  of  eatables  ;  the  patient 
motlier  wiped  her  eyes ;  the  father  smiled,  and  said, 
"  The  Lord  hath  not  forgotten  to  be  gracious  ;  his  word 
is  true  from  the  beginning.  The  young  lions  do  lack 
and  suffer  hunger,  but  they  that  seek  the  Lord  shall  not 
want  any  good  thing."  Martha  related  every  circum- 
stance of  her  little  expedition  as  soon  as  tears  of  joy  could 
permit  this ;  and  all  partook  of  the  homely  fare,  with  a 
sweeter  relish  than  the  fastidious  Roman  nobles  ever 
knew,  when  thousands  were  expended  to  furnish  one 
repast.  Had  you  been  present  when  this  pious  family 
were  eating  their  bread  and  cheese,  and  drmking  pure 
water  from  the  spring,  you  might  have  found  the  good 
man  thus  addressing  the  wife  of  his  bosom  : — "  Did  1  not 
tell  you,  my  dear,  that  God  would  surely  provide  for  us  ? 
Why  were  you  so  fearful,  O  ye  of  little  faith  !  Our  hea- 
venly Father  knoweth  that  we  have  need  of  these  things. 
Jesus  said  unto  his  disciples,  "  When  I  sent  you  without 
purse  or  scrip,  lacked  you  any  thing  V  and  they  said, 
'  Nothing,  Lord.' " 


•^  Mihle  at  Collesre* 


A  FATHER  of  a  family,  residing  not  far  from  Columbia, 
was  about  sending  his  son  to  the  South  Carolina  College. 
But  as  he  knew  the  influence  to  wiiich  he  would  be  ex- 
posed, he  was  not  without  a  deep  and  anxious  solicitude 
for  the  spiritual  and  eternal  welfare  of  his  favorite  child. 
Fearing  lest  the  principles  of  the  Christian  faith,  which 
he  had  endeavored  to  instil  in  his  mind,  would  be  rudely 
assailed,  yet  trusting  in  the  efficacy  of  that  word,  which 
is  quick  and  powerful,  and  sharper  than  any  two-edged 
sword,  he  purchased,  unknown  to  his  son,  an  elegant  copy 
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of  the  Bible,  and  deposited  it  in  the  bottom  of  his  trunk. 
The  young  man  entered  on  his  college  career.  The  re- 
straints of  a  pious  education  were  soon  broken  off,  and 
by  an  easy,  yet  rapid  descent,  he  proceeded  from  specu- 
lation to  doubts,  and  from  doubts  to  a  full  denial  of  the 
reality  of  religion.  After  having  become,  in  his  estima- 
tion, wiser  than  his  father,  he  discovered,  one  day,  while 
rumaging  his  trunk,  with  great  surprise  and  indignation, 
the  sacred  deposit.  He  took  it  out,  and  while  deliberating 
upon  the  manner  in  which  he  should  treat  it,  he  finally 
concluded  that  he  would  use  it  as  waste  paper,  on  which 
to  wipe  his  razor  while  shaving.  Accordingly,  every 
time  he  went  to  shave,  he  tore  out  a  leaf  or  two  of  the 
holy  volume,  and  converted  it  to  the  use  which  he  had 
determined,  until,  in  process  of  time,  nearly  the  half  of 
the  volume  was  destroyed.  But  while  he  was  committing 
this  outrage  upon  the  richest  gift  of  God  to  man — a  word, 
a  text,  now  and  then  met  his  eye,  and  was  carried  like  a 
barbed  arrow  to  his  heart.  At  length,  one  day,  he  hap- 
pened to  hear  a  sermon,  which  brought  to  view  his  own 
character,  and  his  exposure  to  the  wrath  of  God,  and 
rivetted  upon  his  mind  the  impression  which  he  had  re- 
ceived from  the  last  torn  leaf  of  the  blessed  yet  insulted 
volume.  Then  rushed  upon  his  agitated  thoughts  a  con- 
viction of  his  guilt,  and  especially  of  that  act  in  which 
he  hud  desecrated  the  Records  of  Heavenly  Truth.  Had 
worlds  been  at  his  disposal,  he  would  freely  have  given 
them  all,  could  they  have  availed  in  enabling  him  to  re- 
trace his  steps,  and  undo  the  sacrilegious  deed,  which  in 
the  folly  and  pride,  and  wickedness  of  his  heart,  he  had 
repeatedly  committed.  At  length,  however,  he  found  for- 
giveness at  the  foot  of  the  Cross.  The  torn  leaves  of  that 
sacred  volume  were,  after  all,  the  leaves  which  served  to 
heal  his  soul  ;  for  they  led  him  to  repose  upon  the  mercy 
of  God,  which  is  sufficient  fur  the  chief  of  sinners.  Let 
this  instance  of  the  amazing  grace  of  God  prove  an  en- 
couragement to  the  friends  of  religion  to  go  on  in  their 
sacred  work  of  distributing  the  word  of  life  ;  for  it  is  the 
unchangeable  promise  of  Jehovah,  that  his  "word  shall 
not  return  unto  him  void." 
28 
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^  JFkjjfsicimi's  Sabbath. 

The  following  anecdote  of  a  distinguished  practitioner, 
may  be  of  use  to  others  in  like  circumstances.  He  was 
harassed  with  calls  on  the  Sabbatli — his  Sabbaths  were 
broken — he  was  prevented  attending  pubHc  worship — it 
was  a  trial  to  him  to  be  obliged  to  serve  liis  patrons  so 
often  and  so  constantly  on  the  Sabbath.  At  length  he 
adopted  this  expedient :  he  let  it  be  known  that  he  viewed 
the  Sabbath  as  the  Lord's  day— sacred  to  his  worship — 
and  that  he  must  regard  his  calls  upon  the  sick  on  that 
day  as  the  work  of  necessity  and  mercy — and  that  he 
should  make  no  charge  for  his  services  on  that  day.  He 
supposed  that  people  would  not  call  upon  him  in  these 
circumstances — that  they  would  have  too  much  goodness 
to  ask  for  his  services  gratuitously,  and  that  he  should 
have  few  calls,  and  be  free  to  attend  public  worship.  But, 
to  his  surprise,  it  increased  the  evil — if  his  services  were 
to  be  given  on  the  Sabbath,  every  body  wanted  him  on 
the  Sabbath — and  he  was  sent  for  here  and  there  and  all 
about.  There  was  no  keeping  the  Sabbath  so.  He  ac- 
cordingly changed  the  tables — and  gave  out  that  he 
should  m^a.ke  a  double  charge  for  travel  and  visits  on 
the  Sabbath,  and  of  course,  that  it  would  cost  as  much 
more  to  be  sick  on  the  Sabbath,  as  on  any  other  day  of 
the  week.  This  expedient  had  the  desired  effect— he 
could  do  up  his  business  on  Saturday  night,  and  with  the 
exception  of  a  few  extreme  cases,  he  could  have  his  Sab- 
bath for  religious  uses  and  regularly  attend  on  public 
worship. 


•^  new  ifDay  to  stop  Selling  Mum. 

A  CERTAIN  trader  in  Vermont,  having  become  convin- 
ced of  the  impropriety  of  selling  rum,  was  desirous  of 
stopping,  but  did  not  know  how  to  begin,  without  offend- 
ing some  of  his  customers.  There  were  some  he  could 
refuse.  There  were  others  he  thought  he  could  not;  at 
any  rate,  "  he  didn't  love  to  !"  After  studying  upon  the 
matter  some  time,  he  hit  upon  tne  following  expedient. 
As  he  had  sold  in  all  quantities,  to  be  drank  in  his  store, 
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and  to  be  carried  away,  he  thought  he  would  stop  the  tip- 
pHiig  part  of  the  business  first.  So  he  put  his  spirits  all 
down  cellar,  and  when  a  man  called  lor  something  to 
drink,  whom  he  did  not  love  to  refuse,  he  would  say : 
•  Yes,  go  with  me."  He  then  went  down  a  narrow, 
crooked  pair  of  stairs,  through  a  trap  door  in  the  cellar, 
the  man  following  him,  poking  along  carefully,  so  as  not 
10  break  his  neck,  and  when  they  had  got  down,  it  was 
sure  to  be  so  dark  that  they  couldn't  see.  He  would  then 
say  to  his  customer  "  really  it  is  dark  here,  stop  and  I  will 
get  a  light."  He  would  then  go  up  after  a  candle,  and  be 
sure  to  be  gone  as  long  as  was  any  way  decent,  and  when 
he  returned  there  would  be  no  tumbler  down  cellar,  then 
he  must  run  and  get  a  tumbler,  by  no  means  in  a  hurry, 
and  by  the  time  he  had  got  down  with  his  tumbler,  the  cask 
was  not  tapped,  and  perhaps  in  his  hurry  the  candle  had 
gone  out.  He  would  then  run  and  get  a  gimblet  to  tap 
the  aforesaid  cask,  and  draw  his  rum.  Then  there  was 
sure  to  be  no  water,  and  he  would  run  to  iiet  the  water, 
and  the  candle  would  go  out  in  his  great  haste,  and  by 
the  time  he  got  back  with  the  water  and  light,  from  the 
beginning  to  the  end  of  the  whole  operation,  it  would  be 
the  best  part  of  half  an  hour.  By  this  time  his  customer 
had  got  ready  to  swallow  the  dram,  and  put  the  question 
"  What's  to  pay  V 

"  Oh  !  nothing,  nothing !  I  don't  take  any  pay." 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  no  man  that  he  couldn't  refuse, 
would  ever  call  for  a  second  dram.  After  serving  all  his 
injiiiential  customers  in  this  way,  he  got  rid  of  the  tippling 
part  of  his  business,  and  soon  got  rid  of  the  residue,  and 
kept  a  temperance  store. 


Old  Mufiiphrey^s  short  way  ti'ith  lufideU, 

In  moving  among  mankind,  I  have  now  and  then  fallen 
in  with  infidels,  who  had  not  only  declared  their  disbelief 
of  the  Bible,  but  endeavored  also  to  destroy  the  faith  of 
otliers  in  that  blessed  book.  The  way  in  which  they  have 
always  begun  their  attack  is,  to  higgle  and  wriggle  about 
some  disputed  point  of  little  importance,  with  as  much 
confidence,  as  if  they  were  on  the  point  of  overturninor  the 
22 
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whole  truth  of  scripture  by  their  silly  prattle.  Just  as 
sooti  would  a  poor  blind  mole  tear  up  I'roui  the  ground  an 
oak  of  a  hundred  year's  growth,  by  burrowing  under  one 
of  the  least  of  its  roots. 

If  ever  you  fall  in  with  one  of  these  unhappy  beings, 
don't  be  drawn  into  cavil  with  them  about  trifles,  but 
boldly  declare  your  opinion  leavmg  them  to  wrangle,  if 
they  like  by  themselves. 

Tell  them  that  if  there  be  any  thing  good,  and  pure, 
and  holy,  and  heavenly  in  the  world,  the  Bible  exhorts  us 
to  practice  it ;  and  if  there  be  any  thing  that  is  evil,  and 
base,  and  vile,  in  the  world,  the  Bible  commands  us  to 
avoid  it.     That  will  be  a  poser. 

Tell  them  that  the  Bible  contains  more  knowledge  and 
wisdom  than  all  the  books  that  were  ever  printed,  put 
together ;  and  that  those  who  believe  its  promises  and 
obey  its  commandments,  have  peace  and  hope  and  joy,  in 
the  cares  of  life,  and  the  trying  iiour  of  death.  That  will 
be  a  poser  too. 

Tell  them  that  the  Bible  has  been  believed  in  by  the 
wisest  and  best  of  men  from  generation  to  generation,  as 
the  word  of  the  living  God,  and  that  it  makes  known  to 
a  sinner  the  only  way  of  salvation  through  the  merits  and 
death  of  a  crucified  Redeemer.  That  will  be  another 
poser. 

And  then  ask  them,  before  they  pull  the  book  to  pieces 
any  more,  to  produce  one  that  has  done  a  thousandth  part 
as  much  good  in  making  men  happy  on  earth,  and  in  gui- 
ding tliem  in  the  way  to  heaven ;  and  that  will  be  the 
greatest  poser  of  all  to  them. 

Depend  upon  it,  this  course  will  be  better  than  wrang- 
ling and  jangling  about  sticks  and  straws,  losing  your 
temper,  and  feeling  yourself  outwitted  into  the  bargain, 
by  the  borrowed  conceits  of  silly  coxcombs,  whose  hearts 
and  whose  heads  are  equally  empty. 


The  JDntcii  Ship'tnaster  and  the  Mussian 
Cottager. 

In  a  little  town,  five  miles  from  St.  Petersburgh,  lived 
a  poor  German  woman.     A  small  cottage  was  her  Duly 
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possession,  and  the  visits  of  a  few  shipmasters,  on  their 
way  to  Petersburgh,  her  only  livelihood.  Several  Dutch 
shipmasters  having  snpped  at  her  house  one  evening,  she 
found,  when  they  were  gone,  a  sealed  bao- of  money  under 
the  table.  Some  one  of  the  company,  had  no  doubt  for- 
gotten it,  but  they  had  sailed  over  to  Cronstadt,  and  the 
wind  being  fair,  there  was  no  chance  of  their  putting  back. 
The  good  woman  put  the  bag  in  her  cupboard,  to  keep  it 
till  it  should  be  called  for.  Full  seven  years,  however, 
elapsed,  and  no  one  claimed  it ;  and  though  often  tempt- 
ed by  opportunity,  and  oftener  tempted  by  want,  to  make 
use  of  the  contents,  the  poor  woman's  good  principles 
prevailed,  and  it  remained  untouched. 

One  evening,  some  shipmasters  again  stopped  at  her 
house  for  refreshment.  Three  of  them  were  English,  the 
fourth  a  Dutchman.  Conversing  on  various  matters,  one 
of  them  asked  the  Dutchmen  if  he  had  ever  been  in  that 
town  before.  "  Indeed,  1  have,"  replied  he,  "  I  know  the 
place  but  too  well ;  my  being  here,  cost  me  once  seven 
hundred  rubles."  "How  so?"  "Why,  in  one  of  these 
wretched  hovels,  I  once  left  behind  me  a  bag  of  rubles." 
"Was  the  bag  sealed?"  asked  the  old  woman,  who  was 
sitting  in  the  corner  of  the  room  and  whose  attention  was 
roused  by  the  subject.  "  Yes,  yes,  it  was  sealed,  and 
with  this  very  seal,  here  at  my  watch  chain."  The  wo- 
man knew  the  seal,  instantly.  "  Well  then,"  said  she.  by 
that  you  may  recover  what  you  have  lost."  "  Recover  it, 
mother  !  No.  no,  I  am  rather  too  old  to  expect  that :  the 
world  is  not  quite  so  honest — besides  it  is  full  seven  years 
since  I  lost  the  money ; — say  no  more  about  it,  it  always 
makes  me  melanclioly." 

Meanwhile,  the  good  woman  slipped  out,  and  presently 
returned  with  th.e  bag.  "  See  here,"  said  she,  "  honesty  is 
not  so  rare,  perhaps,  as  you  may  imagine  ;"  and  she  threw 
the  bag  on  the  table. 

The  guests  were  astonished,  and  the  owner  of  the  bag, 
as  may  be  supposed,  highly  delighted.  He  seized  the 
bag,  counted  out  one  hundred  rubles,  and  gave  to  the  old 
woman,  who  thus,  at  length,  was  handsomely  rewarded 
for  her  honesty. 
2S* 
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The  Y'otfthful  I^ucUist. 

"I  SHOULD  rather  hear  of  your  death  than  of  your  dis- 
honor," said  Captain  Fowler  to  his  son  Charles,  a  fine 
youth  of  eighteen,  as  he  was  about  to  proceed  to  his  sta- 
tion,  as  midshipman   on   board  the  ship  ,  at  . 

"Remember  my  words,  my  son,  death  is  better  than  dis- 
grace." "Never  fear,  father,"  replied  Charles,  with  an 
assumed  smile,  as  he  embraced  a  fond  mother  and  three 
lovely  sisters  ;  "  never  fear  that  your  Charles  will  disgrace 
the  dear  friends  he  leaves  behind  him."  Then  as  his 
manly  form  and  intelligent  countenance,  distinguished  by 
extraordinary  beauty,  disappeared  from  the  view  of  liis 
idolizing  family,  a  feeling  of  desolation  came  over  their 
hearts  like  that  of  death,  nor  could  the  patriotism  that  in- 
duced them  to  give  their  assent  to  the  step  he  had  taken, 
nor  the  prospect  of  martial  glory  whicli  they  had  fondly 
hoped  would  attend  his  career,  now  that  he  was  consion- 
ed  to  the  chances  of  war,  reconcile  them  in  the  least  to 
the  painful  separation. 

But  Charles,  buoyant  with  youth  and  hope,  journeyed 
away  to  his  station  in  high  spirits,  regaling  his  mind  with 
bright  pictures  of  the  future,  and  anticipating  an  active 
part  in  many  "a  deed  of  noble  daring,"  in  which  he 
would  signalize  himself  among  the  heroes  of  his  country. 

When  he  arrived  at  his  destined  port,  a  sliort  time  only, 
sufficed  to  ingratiate  himself  with  his  superior  officers, 
and  to  secure  the  admiration  and  enthusiastic  regard  of 
his  fellow  midshipmen.     Among  the  latter  was  "Edward 

L ,  to  whom  Charles  became  particularly  attached. 

In  mind  and  manners  they  were  congenial ;  but  in  stature 
Charles  had  much  the  advantage.  Arm  in  arm,  they 
were  often  seen  walking  along  the  shore,  visiting  the 
same  haunts,  partaking  of  the  same  mess,  and,  in  fine, 
they  were  inseparable  companions.  The  vessel  was  de- 
tained in  port  longer  than  was  expected  ;  so  that,  during 
six  weeks,  time  often  hung  heavy  on  the  minds  of  these 
aspiring  youth.  Both  Charles  and  his  friend  were  unac- 
customed to  scenes  of  dissipation,  being  recently  from 
places  of  education  ;  but  they  were  bantered  into  com- 
pliance with  excesses,  even  in  this  incipient  stage  of  their 
career. 
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On  an  occasion  of  this  kind,  when  the  glass  was  pass 
mo^  freely  around,  and  inebriety  heightened  the  tone  of 
argument;  and  strengthened  the  pertinacity  of  opinion, 
Charles  and  Edward  happened  to  be  on  opposite  sides  of 
a  debate.  A  sharp  altercation  ensued  between  them,  when 
Charles  arose  from  the  table  flushed  with  wine  and  anger, 
saying,  "  It  is  false  !  by  heaven  'tis  false  !  and  were  it  not 
for  your  inferior  size,  I  would  chastise  you  for  your  in- 
solence on  the  spot."  "If  that  is  all,"  said  Edward  with 
a  haughty  sneer,  "it  can  be  easily  remedied.  Choose 
your  weapons  and  meet  me  forthwith."  Seconds  were 
chosen,  and  this  infatuated  company  were  in  a  short  time 
on  a  retired  spot  ashore,  and  the  settnig  sun  threw  his  fiire- 
well  beams  across  nature's  most  beautiful  scenery  in 
spring ;  they  also  glanced  over  the  marred  and  agonized 
visao-e  of  the  mortally  wounded  Charles. 

The  night  but  one  succeeding  this  fatal  evening,  Cap- 
tain Fowler  was  borne  rapidly  on  towards  a  scene,  which 
was  to  harrow  up  his  inmost  soul.  His  parting  injunc- 
tion to  his  son,  now  sounded  in  his  ears  like  a  death 
knell,  and  he  would  have  given  worlds,  and  life  itself,  to 
recall  the  innocence  and  happiness  of  that  recent  period. 

But  time,  which  every  moment  brought  anguish  unut- 
terable, both  of  body  and  mind  to  the  hapless  Charles, 
"and  lessened  of  his  life  the  little  span,"  at  length  brought 
the  equally  wretched  father,  to  the  couch  of  his  dying 
son. 

"Oh,  my  father  !"  was  the  first  exclamation,  "have  you 
arrived  to  see  your  poor  Charles  once  more  ?  But,  oh  ! 
can  I  not  be  saved  ?  Must  I  die  now,  when  I  just  have 
begun  to  live?  How  can  I  meet  death  at  this  untimely 
period,  in  this  cruel  way?  How  can  I  meet  my  God? 
Oh,  that  rash  act,  could  it  be  recalled !  Honor,  what  is 
it?  A  murderer.  Oh,  father!  my  distress  I  cannot  long 
endure.  My  mother,  my  sisters  ;  your  poor  charles  ;  weep 
not,  dear  flither  ;  it  is  all  over  ;  farewell." 

Captain  Fowler  only  waited  to  hear  the  requiem  giui 
discharged  over  the  grave  of  the  lost  Charles,  and  then 
in  the  agony  of  despair,  he  connxienced  his  sad  journey 
home,  himself  a  monument  and  harbinger  of  woe.  He 
lived  several  years ;  but  never  did  the  impression  of  the 
dreadful  scene  he  had  witnessed  appear  to  leave  his  mind 
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night  or  day  ;  and  long  after  the  event,  the  passage  of  the 
mail  stage  throngh  the  village  at  the  midnight  hour, 
roused  him  from 'his  restless  slumbers,  and  with  sighs 
and  suppressed  groans  he  often  paced  the  floor  the  rest 
of  the  night. 

He  was  never  known  to  enjoy  quietude,  though  perfect- 
ly sane  and  possessed  of  competence ;  melancholy  had 
effectually  marked  him  for  her  own ;  and  if  he  had  made 
his  peace  with  God,  death  must  have  been  to  him  an  an- 
gel of  mercy. 


Character  of  President  JEdwards. 

Perhaps,  there  never  was  a  man  more  constantly  re- 
tired from  the  world,  giving  himself  to  contemplation ; 
and  it  was  a  wonder  that  his  feeble  frame  could  subsist 
under  such  fatiorues,  daily  repeated,  and  so  long  contin- 
ued. Yet  upon  this  being  alluded  to  by  one  of  his  friends, 
only  a  iQ\Y  months  before  his  death,  he  said  to  him,  "  I.  do 
not  find  but  that  1  am  now  as  able  to  bear  the  closest 
study,  as  I  was  thirty  years  ago ;  and  can  go  throuo-h  tlie 
exercises  of  the  pulpit  with  as  little  uneasiness  or  difficul- 
ty." In  his  youth  he  appeared  healthy,  and  with  a  great 
degree  of  vivacity,  but  was  never  robust.  In  middle  life 
he  appeared  very  much  emaciated  by  severe  study,  and 
intense  mental  application.  In  his  person  -he  was  tall  of 
stature,  and  of  a  slender  form.  He  had  a  high,  broad, 
bold  forehead,  and  an  eye  unusually  piercing,  and  lumin- 
ous ;  and  on  his  whole  countenance  the  features  of  his 
mind — perspicuity,  sincerity  and  benevolence — were  so 
strongly  impressed,  that  no  one  could  behold  it,  without 
at  once  discovering  the  clearest  indications  of  great  intel- 
lectual and  moral  elevation.  His  manners  were  those  of 
the  Christian  gentleman,  easy,  tranquil,  niodest,  and  dig- 
nified; yet  they  were  the  manners  of  the  student,  grave, 
sedate  and  contemplative  ;  and  evinced  an  exact  sense  oi 
propriety,  and  an  undeviating  attention  to  the  rules  of  de- 
corum. '•  He  had,"  observes  one  of  his  cotemporaries,  "a 
natural  steadiness  of  temper,  and  fortitude  of  mind,  which 
being  sanctified  by  the  Spirit  of  God,  was  ever  of  vast  ad- 
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vantage  to  him,  to  carry  him  throno^h  difficult  services, 
and  to  support  him  mider  trying  afflictions  in  the  course 
of  his  Ute.  Personal  injuries  he  bore  with  a  becoming 
meekness  and  patience,  and  a  disposition  of  forgiveness." 
According  to  Dr.  Hopkins,  himself  an  eyewitness,  these 
traits  of  character  were  eminently  discovered  throughout 
the  whole  of  his  long  continued  trials  at  Northampton. 
His  own  narrative  of  that  transaction,  liis  remarks  before 
the  council,  his  letters  relating-  to  it,  and  his  farewell  ser- 
mon, all  written  iu  the  midst  of  the  passing  occurrences, 
bespeak  as  calm,  and  meek,  and  unperturbed  a  state  of 
mind,  as  they  would  have  done  had  they  been  written  by 
a  third  person,  long  after  the  events  took  place.  The  hu- 
mility, modesty,  and  serenity  of  his  behavior,  much  en- 
deared him  to  his  acquaintance,  and  made  him  appear 
amiable  in  the  eyes  oi  such  as  had  the  privilege  of  con- 
versing with  him.  In  his  private  walk  as  a  christian,  he 
appeared  an  example  of  truly  rational,  consistent,  uni- 
form religion  and  virtue  !  a  shinmg  instance  of  the  effica- 
cy of  that  holy  faith  to  which  he  was  so  firmly  attached, 
and  of  which  he  was  so  zealous  a  defender.  He  exhibit- 
ed much  spirituality,  and  a  heavenly  bent  of  soul. 


To  a  JUother. 


You  have  a  child  on  your  knee.  Listen  a  moment. 
Do  you  know  what  that  child  is  ?  It  is  an  immortal  be- 
ing ;  destined  to  live  for  ever  !  It  is  destined  to  be  happy 
or  miserable  !  And  who  is  to  make  it  happy  or  misera- 
ble? You— the  mother!  You,  who  gave  it  birth,  the 
mother  of  its  body,  are  also  the  mother  of  its  soul,  for 
good  or  ill.  Its  character  is  yet  undecided  ;  its  destiny  is 
placed  in  your  hands.  What  shall  it  be?  That  child 
may  be  a  liar.  You  can  prevent  it.  It  may  be  a  drunkard. 
You  can  prevent  it.  It  may  be  a  thief  You  can  prevent  it. 
It  may  be  a  murderer.  You  can  prevent  it.  It  may  be  an 
atheist.  You  can  prevent  it.  It  may  live  a  life  of  mis- 
ery to  itself  and  mischief  to  others.  You  can  prevent  it. 
It  may  descend  into  the  erave  with  an  evil  memory  be- 
hind nnd  dread  before.  You  can  prevent  it.  Yes,  you, 
tlie  moiherj  can  prevent  all  these  things.     Will  you,  oi 
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will  you  not'?  Look  at  the  innocent !  Tell  me  again  ; 
will  you  save  it  7  Will  you  watch  over  it,  will  you  teacli 
it,  warn  it.  discipline  it.  subdue  it,  pray  for  it  ?  Or  will 
you  in  the  vain  search  of  pleasure,  or  in  gaiety,  or  in  fash- 
ion or  folly,  or  in  the  chase  of  some  other  bauble,  or  even 
in  household  cares,  neglect  the  soul  of  yonr  child,  and 
leave  the  little  immortal  to  take  wing  alone,  exposed  to 
evil,  to  temptation,  to  ruin?  Look  again  at  the  mfant ! 
Place  your  hand  on  its  little  heart!  Shall  that  heart  bo 
deserted  by  its  mother,  to  beat  perchance  in  sorrow,  disap- 
pointment, wretchedness,  and  despair?  Place  your  ear 
on  its  side  and  hear  ftiat  heart  beat !  How  rapid  and  vig 
orous  the  strokes  !  How  the  blood  is  thrown  through  the 
little  veins  !  Think  of  it :  that  heart,  in  its  vigor  now, 
is  the  emblem  of  a  spirit  that  will  work  with  ceaseless 
pulsation,  for  sorrow  or  joy  forever. 


JPorerty  is  no  JDisgrace* 

Not  many  days  since,^we  rambled  a  short  distance 
from  the  more  compact  and  thickly  settled  part  of  the 
town,  both  for  exercise  and  to  breathe  a  purer  air,  than 
can  be  foun(3  amidst  a  dense  population.  We  saw  by  the 
way-side  a  little  urchin,  apparently  about  six  or  eight 
years  old,  busily  engaged  in  picking  barberries.  His 
clothes  were  neat  and  clean,  but  patched  with  many  col- 
ors— his  conntenance  open,  frank,  and  the  emblem  of  in- 
nocence. We  stopped  a  moment  to  look  at,  and  admire 
the  apparent  contentment  and  industry  of  the  little  fellow, 
and  while  so  stopping,  a  very  respectable  and  fine-look- 
ing middle  aged  lady,  with  a  lad  of  about  ten  years  of  age, 
came  up,  who,  like  ourselves,  were  walking  to  take  the 
morning  air.  On  seeing  the  little  boy  among  the  bar- 
berry bushes,  the  lad  of  about  ten  with  finer  clothes,  but 
a  coarser  heart,  abruptly  accosted  him  with,  "I  say,  boy, 
what  do  you  wear  your  clothes  patched  up  so  for?" 
W^jth  a  countenance  that  bespoke  his  wounded  feelings, 
he  readily  replied,  "I  have  no  father  ;  my  mother  is  poor, 
v/ith  four  smaller  children  than  I  am,  and  not  able  to 
give  me  better  clothes.  I  work  in  the  factory  most  of  the 
iuiie,  but  the  water  is  low,  and  I  have  not  work  to-day; 
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SO  I  am  picking  barberries  for  my  mother  to  buy  me  a 
new  jacket  with."  A  tear  coursed  down  the  cheek  of  the 
lady,  who  was  not  an  inattentive  spectator  to  the  scene. 
'  George,  my  son,"  said  she,  "  it  is  not  kind  in  you  thus 
to  address  this  poor  boy,  who  is  not,  as  you  are,  Ijlest  with 
an  indulgent  father  to  provide  him  with  food  and  clothes." 
The  kind  hearted  woman  had  touched  a  tender  chord,  for 
George  was  not  destitute  of  tenderness  and  manly  feelings. 
He  burst  into  tears,  and  entreated  his  mother  to  give  the 
poor  boy  some  of  his  clothes.  'J'he  barberries  were  im- 
mediately purchased  of  the  little  fellow,  for  which  he  re- 
ceived enough  to  buy  him  a  jacket  and  trowsers.  Nor 
did  the  kind  hearted  mother  of  George  confine  her  liber- 
ahty  to  the  boy  with  his  barberries.  The  poor  boy's 
mother  has  since  shared  liberally  of  her  munificence, 
which  she  ever  receives  with  the  utmost  o^ratitude. 


WUUty  of  Sabbath  Schools. 

Some  time  ago,  while  attending  an  eminent  surgeon 
for  the  purpose  of  having  an  operation  performed  on  one 
of  my  eyes,  I  met  with  the  following  case.  One  morn- 
ing, a  friend  of  mine  led  into  the  same  room  a  fine  look- 
ing young  woman,  who  was  completely  blind,  and  com- 
pletely deaf  This  sad  condition  had  been  brought  on 
suddenly  by  a  violent  pain  in  the  head.  Her  case  was 
examined  by  a  number  of  surgeons  then  present,  all  of 
whom  pronounced  it  incurable.  She  was  led  back  to  the 
house  of  my  friend,  when  she  eagerly  inquired  what  the 
doctor  said  about  her  case,  and  whether  he  could  afford 
her  any  relief  The  only  method  by  which  her  inquiries 
could  be  answered  was,  by  tapping  her  hand  which  sig- 
nified, no  ;  and  by  squeezing  it,  which  signified,  yes  ;  for 
she  could  not  hear  the  loudest  noise  nor  distinguish  day 
from  night.  She  had  to  receive  for  her  answer  on  this 
occasion,  the  unwelcome  tap,  no.  She  burst  into  tears, 
and  wept  aloud  in  all  the  bitterness  of  despair.  "  What," 
said  she,  "shall  I  never  again  see  the  light  of  day,  nor 
hear  a  human  voice,  must  I  remain  incapable  of  all  social 
intercourse — shut  up  in  silence  and  darkness  while  I  live  ?" 
4gain  she  wept.     The  scene  was  truly  affecting.     Had 
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shebeen  able  to  see,  she  might  have  been  pointed  to  the 
Bible,  as  a  source  of  comfort.  Had  she  been  able  to  hear 
words  of  consolation  mis^ht  have  been  spoken;  bnt  alas' 
Uiese  avenues  to  the  mind  were  closed,  to  be  opened  no 
more  in  this  world.  Her  friends  could  pity,  but  they 
could  not  relieve  ;  and  what  made  her  case  still  more  de 
plornble,  she  was  an  orphan  ;  had  no  father  or  mother,  or 
brother  or  sister,  to  pity  and  care  for  her.  She  was  en 
tirely  dependent  upon  a  few  pious  friends  for  her  support 
This  she  felt, — and  continued  to  weep,  till  my  friend, 
with  great  presence  of  mind,  took  up  the  Bible  and  placed 
it  to  her  breast.  She  felt  it,  and  said,  "is  this  the  Bible  ?" 
She  was  answered  that  it  was.  She  held  it  to  her  bosom, 
and  said,  "This  is  the  only  comfort  I  have  left — though 
I  shall  never  be  able  to  read  it  any  more  ;"  and  began  to 
repeat  some  of  its  promises,  such  as,  "cast  thy  burden  on 
the  Lord,  and  he  will  sustain  thee.-'  "As  thy  day  is,  so 
shall  thy  strength  be."  "Call  upon  me  in  the  day  ot 
trouble,  and  I  will  deliver  thee."  "  My  grace  is  sufficient 
for  thee."  &c.  In  a  moment  she  dried  her  tears,  and  be- 
came one  of  the  happiest  persons  I  ever  saw.  She  never 
seemed  to  deplore  her  condition  afterward.  I  have  many 
.times  heard  her  tell  of  the  strong  consolations  she  felt. 
She  appeared  to  enjoy  uninterrupted  communion  with 
the  Father  of  spirits. 

Happily  for  this  young  woman,  she  had  been  taken, 
when  a  very  little  girl,  to  a  Methodist  Sabbath  School, 
where  she  enjoyed  the  onh?-  opportunity  she  ever  had  oi 
learning  to  read  the  Bible,  and  where  she  had  committed 
to  memory  those  passages  of  Scripture,  which  now  be- 
came her  solace  and  the  food  of  her  spirit.  With  what 
gratitude  she  used  to  speak  of  her  teachers,  who,  she  said, 
not  only  taught  her  to  read,  but  took  pains  to  instruct  her 
in  the  things  that  belonged  to  her  eternal  peace  ! — "What 
would  have  become  of  me  had  1  notthenheen  taught  the 
way  of  salvation,  for  jiow  I  am  deprived  of  all  outward 
means;"  was  her  constant  language. 

I  never  look  into  a  Sabbath  School,  and  notice  the 
children  repeating  portions  of  God's  holy  word,  but  I 
think  of  the  above  case.  How  precious  was  that  handful 
of  seed,  cast  in  by  some  pious  teacher,  who  little  thought 
r>erhaps.  at  the  time,  that  she  was   furnishing  the   only 
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means  of  salvation  to  an  immortal  spirit !     What  multi 
tudes  will  have  to  bless  God  in  eternity  for  like   instrnc 
tion  !     Let  not,  then,  our  Sabbath  School  Teachers  ever 
grow  weary  in  well  doing,  for  in  due  season  they  shall 
reap  their  reward. 


tifRnecdote  of  a  Soldier. 

Mr.  Cecil,  in  his  '•  Short  hints  to  a  Soldier,"  relates 
the  following  history: — Tnere  was  not  perhaps  a  more 
wicked  fellow  in  all  the  service,  than  a  soldier  I  well 
knew.  But  one  day,  while  he  was  gone  two  or  three 
miles  from  the  troop,  it  rained  so  hard,  that  he  was  glad 
to  take  shelter  in  a  farm  house. 

Now  it  happened,  that  a  good  man  lived  there,  who 
soon  began  to  talk  of  what  lay  very  near  his  heart,  as 
you  know  we  are  all  apt  to  do  ;  and  what  should  this  be, 
but  Jesus  Christ,  the  Savior  ?  And  he  talked  thus  ; 

"  A  friend  in  need  is  a  friend  indeed,  and  there  are 
times,  in  which  every  man  feels  the  need  of  such  a  friend. 
But  vainly  do  we  hope  to  find  him  among  men.  Yet  I 
know  such  an  one  may  be  found.  Indeed,  all  I  have 
made  out  to  any  purpose  is,  that  none  but  Jesus  Christ 
can  do  me  any  good.  Trouble  was  sent  to  preach  my 
need  of  his  help  ;  but  I  was  a  good  while  before  I  knew 
what  to  do.  At  Ien2:th5  however,  he  that  had  long  called 
to  me  by  his  word,  gave  me  ears  to  hear,  and  a  heart  to 
follow  him.  Well,  weary  and  heavy  laden  I  came  for 
help  to  him,  and  I  have  found  it,  and  all  I  want  in  it; 
and  now  I  cannot  help  telling  others,  that  there  is  no  dis- 
ease of  the  soul,  but  there  is  a  certain  cure  for  it  in  Je- 
sus Christ,  nor  any  thing  which  we  can  want,  but  he  is 
as  willing-  as  he  is  able  to  o-ive  it." 

It  Still  kept  raining,  and  the  soldier  was  kept  hearing, 
while  several  parts  of  scripture  were  compared;  and  he 
saw  that  the  grand  design  of  all  scripture,  was  to  show 
the  Savior  to  the  sinner,  and  to  bring  the  sinner  to  the 
Savior. 

At  length,  the  weather  cleared,  and  the  soldier  went 
away;  but  not  in  the  state  of  mind,  in  which  he  entered 
the  house.  He  went,  as  he  lately  told  me,  with  the  far- 
29 
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mer  on  the  next  Sabbath  to  hear  an  eminent  clerg-ymau 
and  then  God  brought  the  truth  home  to  his  heart.  He 
called  at  the  house  of  a  friend  of  his,  who  told  me  how 
surprised  he  was  to  hear  him  say,  after  he  sat  a  few  min- 
utes, "  Tom,  I  have  been  a  bad  man  all  my  hfe,  and  am 
but  just  recovered :"  and  he  then  related  what  he  had 
heard,  and  what  he  had  felt. 

For  as  a  man  wakes  out  of  a  dream,  and  recovers  his 
right  mind,  after  the  wild  fancies  of  the  night  are  past, 
and  tells  the  first  person  he  meets  of  the  disorder  in  which 
his  spirits  have  been  ;  so  did  this  soldier  talk  to  his  friend. 
He  plainly  saw  how  dreadfully  he  had  been  fighting 
against  God  and  his  own  soul,  by  a  course  of  swearing, 
drunkenness,  debauchery,  and  unbelief  He  now  felt 
what  a  bad  example,  yea,  what  a  curse  he  had  been  to 
his  fellow  soldiers  !  what  an  awful  evil  sin  is,  with  which 
he  had  sported  !  and  what  a  depth  of  misery  he  must  have 
fallen  into,  had  he  been  cut  off  in  such  a  course  !  He 
also  felt,  he  never  could  thank  God  enough  for  the  re- 
pentance he  had  given  him ;  and  for  the  lively  hope  af- 
forded him  in  the  gracious  promises  to  returning  sinners. 

He  did  much  more.  Many  talk  of  religion,  who  have 
none ;  but  this  man  proved  he  was  converted,  by  a  new 
course  of  life;  and  he  proved,  that  when  a  man  has  a 
heart  to  serve  God,  he  may  serve  him  in  any  station. 
If  some,  from  ignorance,  scorned  that  change  in  him, 
which  he  had  before  scorned  in  others,  no  man  was  so 
ready  to  forgive ;  for  he  felt  that  no  man  had  so  much  to 
be  forgiven.  No  man  was  more  faithful  to  his  trust,  or 
obedient  in  his  station :  for  he  served  his  God,  while  he 
served  his  King.  No  man  bore  up  more  boldly  under 
trials ;  for  he  knew  they  were  all  appointed  of  his  God, 
and  working  together  for  his  good.  No  man  faced  death 
w^irh  so  firm  a  heart ;  for  he  knew  that  whether  he  stood 
or  fell,  he  was  secure  of  everlastiuir  love,  through  the 
promise  and  grace  of  Jesus  Christ.  He  had  more  courage 
than  many,  who  can  stand  the  push  of  a  battle :  for  he 
calmly  dared  to  confess  Christ  before  men  ;  and  to  de- 
clare upon  every  proper  occasion,  "I  owe  all  that  I  am, 
and  all  that  I  hope  to  be,  to  the  grace  of  our  Lord  Christ.'' 
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The  Fireside* 

The  fireside  is  a  seminary  of  infinite  importance.  It 
is  important,  because  it  is  universal,  and  because  the  edu- 
cation it  bestows,  being  woven  in  with  the  woof  of  our 
childhood,  gives  form  and  color  to  the  whole  texture  of 
life.  There  are  few  who  can  receive  the  honors  of  a 
college,  but  all  are  graduates  of  the  hearth.  The  learn- 
ing ot  the  university  may  fade  from  the  recollection  ;  its 
classic  lore  may  moulder  in  the  halls  of  memory.  But 
the  simple  lessons  of  home  enamelled  upon  the  heart  of 
childhood,  defy  the  rust  of  years,  and  outlive  the  more 
mature  but  less  vivid  pictures  of  after  days.  So  deep,  so 
lasting,  indeed,  are  the  impressions  of  early  life,  that  you 
often  see  a  man  in  the  imbecility  of  old  age  holding  fresh 
in  his  recollection  the  events  of  childhood,  while  all  the 
wide  space  between  that  and  the  present  hour  is  a  blasted 
and  forgotten  waste.  You  have  perchance  seen  an  old 
and  half-obliterated  portrait,  and  in  the  attempt  to  have 
it  cleaned  and  restored,  you  may  have  seen  it  fade  away, 
while  a  brighter  and  more  perfect  picture,  painted  be- 
neath is  revealed  to  view.  This  portrait,  first  drawn  on 
the  canvass,  is  no  inapt  illustration  of  youth  ;  and  though 
it  may  be  concealed  by  some  after  design,  still  the  ori- 
ginal iraits  will  shine  through  the  outward  picture,  giving 
it  tone  while  fresh,  and  surviving  it  in  decay. 

Such  is  the  fireside — the  great  institution  furnished  by 
Providence  for  the  education  of  man.  Having  ordained 
that  man  should  receive  his  character  from  education,  it 
Avas  also  ordained  that  early  instruction  should  exert  a 
decisive  influence  on  character,  and  that  during  this  im- 
portant period  of  existence,  children  should  be  subject  to 
the  charge  of  their  parents.  The  sagacity  and  benevo- 
lence displayed  in  this  design  afford  a  striking  manifesta- 
tion of  that  wisdom  and  goodness,  which  we  behold  in  all 
the  works  of  God.  It  appears,  that  in  every  stage  of 
society,  parental  education  adjusts  itself  to  the  wants  of 
children.  In  the  savage  state,  where  there  is  no  division 
of  property,  no  complicated  system  of  laws  and  relations, 
no  religion,  save  the  naked  idea  of  a  God,  who  rewards 
the  good  and  punishes  the  wicked,  education  has  a  nar- 
row scope  ;  but  such  as  is  needed  is  supplied.   As  society 


340  SABBATH-DAV 

advances  into  civilization,  duties  multiply,  and  responsi- 
bilities increase  ;  tiiere  is  then  a  demand  for  higher  moral 
and  intellectual  culture.  Providence  has  foreseen  and 
provided  for  this  necessity ;  for,  with  the  advance  of  re- 
finement and  knowledge,  the  family  circle  is  drawn  closer 
together,  and  the  solicitude  of  parents  for  their  children, 
and  then-  influence  over  them,  are  proportionably  in- 
creased. Thus,  while  in  a  rude  age,  children  are  left, 
almost  like  the  untutored  animals,  to  make  their  own 
way,  when  knowledge  is  diffused,  and  the  light  of  reli- 
gion spread  abroad,  then  it  is  that  enlightened  education 
becomes  necessary,  then  it  is  that  parental  education  be- 
comes vigilant,  and  then  it  is  that  children  are  most  com- 
pletely subjected  to  the  influence  of  parents. 


.1  M'^elch  F'easmiVs  I'mnily, 

Mr.  Evans,  in  his  "Letters  during  a  tour  through 
Wales,"  gives  the  following  interesting  account  of  a  Welsh 
peasant's  family  : — It  was  one  of  those  poor  huts  that  are 
thinly  sprinkled  by  the  sides  of  the  hills,  inhabited  by 
peaters  and  shepherds.  As  we  approached,  first  one,  and 
then  two  more  children  almost  in  a  state  of  nudity,  ran 
out  to  see  what  little  Turch  (the  cur)  could  be  so  alarm- 
ed at.  A  stout,  fresh-colored  woman,  with  dark  sparkling 
eyes,  and  black  hair,  made  her  appearance,  habited  in  a 
striped  gown  and  flannel  petticoat;  who,  seeing  our  con- 
dition, welcomed  us  by  the  most  inviting  sounds  in  her 
language,  to  her  little  cot.  It  was  partly  formed  by  an 
excavation  in  the  slate  rock,  and  parity  by  walls  of  mud, 
mixed  with  chopped  rushes,  covered  with  seg-s  ;  and  hav- 
ing a  wattled,  or  basket- worked  chimney.  The  entrance 
was  at  the  gable  end,  facing  the  south-east,  which  was 
defended,  during  the  night,  or  in  very  cold  weather,  by 
a  wattled  hurdle,  clothed  with  rushes.  A  wall  of  turfs 
(for  fuel)  served  as  a  partition  for  the  bed-room,  furnished 
with  a  bed  of  heath,  and  dried  rushes  in  one  corner. 
The  furniture  was  such  as  neces.sity  dictated  :  some  loose 
stones  formed  the  grate  ;  two  large  ones  with  a  plank 
across,  supplied  the  place  of  chairs  ;  a  kettle  with  a  bake- 
stone for  baking  oaten  cakes,  answered  every  culinary 
purpose ;  and  two  coarse  earthen  pitchers  stood  by  lor 
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the  preserving  or  carrying  water  and  dodgrifel,  the  usual 
beverage  of  the  family. 

On  our  making  some  inquiries  respecting  the  neighbor- 
hood, she  expressed  a  wish  that  her  husband  had  been  at 
home,  as  he  would  have  been  able  to  have  given  us  the 
desired  information.  "  You  have  a  husband," then?"  said 
I.  With  a  smile  of  approbation  upon  her  face,  she  re- 
plied, "Yes,  blessed  be  God,  he  and  his  father  before  him 
were  born  here  ;  and  he  was  as  happy  as  any  of  the 
great  folks,  for  that  he  loved  her  and  his  children,  and 
worked  very  hard,  and  they  wanted  for  nothing  he  could 
get  them  :  he  was  a  peater,  digging  peat  in  the^  adjoining 
moors,  and  carrying  it  for  sale."  Asking  what  wao;es  he 
might  get ;  she  said,  '•  that  depended  upon  the  weather ; 
sometimes  six  shillings  in  the  week,  and  sometimes  three 
or  four ;  that  they  had  a  little  cow  on  the  lease,  and  a 
few  sheep  on  the  hills."  "  What  assistance  do  you  give  ?" 
said  I.  She  observed,  shaking  her  head  at  the  time,  "  that 
she  conld  do  but  very  little  ;  her  work  was  knitting,  at 
which,  with  the  assistance  of  her  two  eldest  girls,  one 
five  and  the  other  seven,  if  not  interrupted,  they  could 
earn  fivepence  a-day  ;  but  that  the  younger  children  en- 
grossed much  of  her  time."  Now,  my  friend,  recollect 
that  they  had  to  maintain  a  family  of  seven  ;  a  man,  his 
wife,  and  five  children  !  The  mother  looked  in  health, 
and  the  children,  though  thinly  clad,  ruddy  and  smilino-. 

<'  Want,  alas  I 
Has  o'er  their  little  limbs  its  liv'ry  hung 
In  many  a  tattered  fold  ;  yet  still  tlmse  limbs 
Are  shapely  ;  their  rude  locks  start  from  their  brow, 
Yet  on  that  open  brow,  its  dearest  throne, 
Sits  sweet  simplicity." 

Indeed,  there  did  not  appear  anything  like  the  misery 
and  filth  observable  in  the  dwelling  of  many  of  the  Eno-- 
lish  poor,  whose  weekly  income  is  four  or  six  times  as 
great.  Though  the  floor  was  formed  of  the  native  rock, 
it  was  regularly  swept  with  a  besom  made  of  seps,  bound 
with  a  band  of  the  same ;  and  the  fuel  was  as  regularly 
piled  as  bread  on  a  baker's  shelves.  All  appec?red  in 
order ;  but  the  air  of  content  apparent  in  the  looks  of 
this  humble  peasant  and  her  family,  put  us  all  justly  to 
the  blush  :  and  a  series  of  superior  blessings,  too  often 
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abused,  or  too  often  forgotten,  rushed  instantly  upon  oui 
recollection,  in  witnessing  so  much  reason  and  gratitude 
in  the  liabitation  of  penury.  If  we  had  reason  lo  be 
thankful  that  we  were  not  constrained  thus  to  earn  our 
bread,  and  live  excluded  arnidst  the  mountains,  we  had 
still  more  so  for  the  education  which  had  given  us  greater 
degrees  of  knowledge,  and,  if  not  lost  to  ourselves,  of 
greater  happiness.  We  were  anxious  to  know  in  what 
school  she  had  learned  so  important  a  lesson.  '•  Sir," 
says  she,  "  we  regularly  go  to  yonder  church,  pointing  tc 
the  hills  ;  and,  if  it  be  bad  weather,  we  stop  at  Mr.  Jones' 
meeting  by  the  way,  where  we  hear  much  the  same 
things  —all  we  have  is  the  gift  of  God  ;  and  if  we  possess 
health  and  strength,  we  possess  more  than  we  deserve. 
If  sensible  of  our  utter  unworthiness,  we  sincerely  believe 
in  the  Redeemer,  and  follow  his  example,  perform  the 
duties  enjoined  us  in  his  gospel,  relying  for  assistance  on 
his  Holy  Spirit ;  conducting  ourselves  with  propriety  iu 
that  state  of  life  in  which  it  has  pleased  God  to  call  us, 
we  shall,  after  death,  change  this  poor  uncertain  life  for 
a  better,  where  we  shall  be  forever  liappy ;  and  the  fre- 
quent interment  of  our  friends  and  neighbors,  inform  us 
daily  this  event  can  be  at  no  great  distance."  Astonished 
at  so  much  good  sense  and  piety,  where  I  so  little  ex- 
pected to  find  it,  I  exclaimed,  "  Just  step  into  this  liumble 
cot,  ye  rich  and  gay,  and  learn  that  happiness  ye  so 
earnestly  seek  in  vain  ;  a  happiness  which  neither  wealth 
nor  pleasure  can  bestow."  Oh !  who  would  not  prefer 
the  lot  of  this  Welch  woman,  humble  as  it  is,  with  her 
meekness,  her  contentment,  and,  above  all,  her  prospects 
of  final  glory,  to  the  envied  lot  of  her  who  is  clothed  in 
silk,  and  in  whose  tresses  the  brilliant  sparkles — whose 
fortune  it  is  to  be  followed,  carressed,  and  admired;  but 
who  is  without  God  and  without  hope  in  the  world. 


The  JBeneUt  of  JPrav^er* 

The  benevolent  i^aiA'e^^, the  founder  of  Sabbath-schoo's, 
visiting  a  poor  woman  one  day,  found  her  dau2'hter  very 
refractory.  The  mother  complained  that  correction  was 
of  no  avail,  and  that  an  inflexible  obstinacy  marked"  her 
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conduct.  After  asking  the  parent's  leave,  he  began  to 
.filk  seriously  to  the  girl,  and  concluded  by  telling  her, 
that  as  the  tirst  step  towards  amendment,  she  must  kneel 
down  and  ask  her  mother's  pardon.  The  girl  continued 
sulky.  "Well,  then,"  said  he,  "if  you  have  no  regard 
for  yourself,  I  have  much  regard  for  you.  You  will  be 
ruined  and  lost,  if  you  don't  begin  to  be  a  good  girl ;  and 
if  you  will  not  humble  yourself,  I  must  humble  myself, 
and  make  a  beginning  for  you.  With  that  he  knelt  down 
on  the  ground  before  the  child's  mother,  and  put  his 
hands  together,  with  all  the  ceremony  of  a  juvenile  of 
fender,  and  supplicated  pardon  for  the  guilty  daughter. 
No  sooner  did  the  stubborn  girl  see  him  on  his  knees  on 
her  account,  than  her  pride  was  overcome,  and  tender- 
ness followed.  She  burst  into  tears,  and  throwing  her- 
self on  her  knees,  entreated  forgiveness,  and  what  is  still 
more  pleasing,  she  gave  no  trouble  afterwards. 


Tenderness  and  Menevolence  of  J'esus 
Christ. 

In  the  history  of  the  miracles  of  Jesus  Christ  we  see 
almighty  power  itself  consenting  to  be  led  by  love,  and 
consecrated  to  its  service.  Had  he  only  intended  to  pro- 
duce impressions  of  his  majesty,  or  prove  the  divinity  of 
his  mission,  he  might  perhaps  have  accomplished  this 
sooner  by  appealing  to  our  fears  in  miracles  of  terror  and 
destruction.  But  the  object  he  aimed  at,  and  the  truths 
he  taught,  were  both  of  a  benevolent  nature ;  and  the 
miracles  he  performed  in  confirmatioi  of  those  truths 
partook  of  the  same  character.  He  refused  but  one  appli- 
cation to  his  miraculous  power  ;  when  his  disciples  rashly 
desired  that  fire  might  descend  from  heaven  on  their  ene- 
mies ;  but  he  reminded  them  that  he  came  "  not  to  des- 
troy men's  lives,  but  to  save  them."  On  the  night  of  his 
apprehension  he  touched  the  wound  of  an  enemy,  and 
healed  it ;  for  with  him  power  and  kindness  were  the 
same  thing.  Wherever  he  came,  disease  and  suffering 
fled  from  his  presence.  His  path  might  be  traced  from 
place  to  place  in  lines  of  life,  and  health,  and  joy.    Where 
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he  was  expected  the  public  way  was  thronged  with  forms 
of  helplessness,  disease,  and  woe.  Where  he  iiad  passed, 
the  restored  might  be  seen,  making  trial  of  their  new 
found  powers;  listeners,  formed  into  groups  to  hear  tho 
tale  of  healing;  and  the  delighted  objects  of  his  compas- 
sion, rehearsing  with  earnestness,  what  had  passed,  imita- 
ting his  tones,  and  even  trying  to  convey  an  idea  of  his 
condescending  ways.  His  voice  was  the  first  sound 
wliich  many  of  them  heard;  liis  name  the  first  word  they 
had  pronounced  ;  his  blessed  form  the  first  sight  they 
had  ever  beheld.  And  often,  at  the  close  of  a  laborious 
day,  when  his  wearied  frame  required  repose,  the  chil- 
dren of  affliction  besieged  his  retreat,  and  implored  his 
help.  And  did  they  ever  seek  in  vain?  Wearied  and 
worn  as  he  was,  "he  pleased  not  himself;"  he  went 
forth,  and  patiently  listened  to  all  their  tales  of  woe,  tast- 
ed their  several  complaints,  raised  each  suppliant  from 
the  dust,  nor  left  them  till  he  had  absorbed  their  sufter- 
ings,  and  healed  them  all.  He  went  through  the  land 
like  a  current  of  vital  air.  an  element  of  life,  diifusing 
health  and  joy  wherever  he  appeared.  Had  the  spiritual 
object  of  his  advent  permitted  the  continuance  of  his 
abode  on  earth,  he  would  have  become  the  shrine  at 
which  all  diseases  would  have  knelt,  the  centre  to  which 
«11  suffering  would  have  tended  as  by  a  law ;  to  him  the 
world  of  the  afflicted  would  have  gone  as  oh  pilgrimage; 
and  would  it  not  then  have  been  equally  true,  that  "he 
healed  them  all?" 


.In  I^eaths  Oft. 


The  watchful  care  of  Providence  over  children  has  of- 
ten been  remarked  by  those  "who  understand  the  loving 
kindness  of  the  Lord."  To  such  the  following  repeated 
instances  of  that  care  in  the  preservation  of  a  child,  in 
circumstances  of  peculiar  danger,  will  not  prove  unaccep- 
table, and  may  awaken  a  grateful  remembrance  of  the 
goodness  of  God  to  them  in  years  of  helpless  infancy. 

The  individual  referred  to,  lived  in  an  oi  cC'ir?  village 
in  Northamptonshire,  England  ;  he  was  born  oi  poor  pa- 
rents, who  sent  him  to  school.     On  his  return  home  one 
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day.  oKserving  that  a  new  lid  had  been  put  to  a  well  in 
the  yard,  liis  curiosity  was  excited  to  examine  it.  With 
some  difficulty  he  lifted  up  the  lid,  which,  falling  back  by 
its  own  weight,  pulled  the  child  over  the  well,  mto  which 
he  instantly  dropped.  His  lower  garments  spread  out 
like  an  umbrella,  for  he  was  dressed  in  petticoats,  so  lliat 
when  he  alighted  on  the  water,  he  was  borne  up  by  the 
air  underneath,  and  was  able  to  thrust  his  fingers  intu  tlie 
ioints  between  the  stones  of  the  well,  by  which  means  h 
suspended  himself  for  a  time.  But  the  stones  were  oov 
ered  with  green  moss ;  the  little  fingers  of  the  chila  be 
came  soon  benumbed  with  cold,  and  unable  to  suLfaiu 
himself  any  longer,  he  fell  to  the  bottom.  While  han^^dug 
by  his  hands  he  cried  with  all  his  mi^^ht,  but  there  was 
no  one  in  the  adjoining  cottage,  save  his  mother,  who  was 
deaf.  The  well  too  was  in  a  narrow  passage  between 
two  buildings ;  the  mother  faintly  heard  the  cry,  but 
knew  not  from  whence  it  came ;  she,  however,  thougnt 
of  the  well,  and  ran  to  it;  the  lid  was  open,  but  the  child 
had  disappeared.  Still  she  suspected  him  to  be  there. 
It  was  the  time  of  harvest,  and  the  men  of  the  village 
were  in  the  field.  There  was,  however,  a  lame  shoema- 
ker who  was  not  out  at  work  ;  to  him  she  ran  in  distress 
and  told  him  her  fears.  He  with  some  difficulty  procu- 
red a  ladder,  which  was  put  down  into  the  well  without 
being  set  upon  the  child ;  and  the  poor  man  feeling  with 
a  well  liook  about  the  bottom  of  the  well,  caught  hold  of 
the  child  by  his  clothes,  and  brought  him  up  and  laid  him 
on  the  ground,  to  all  appearance  dead.  An  elderly  female 
in  the  place,  who  acted  as  a  nurse,  applied  friction  to  the 
body ;  nnimation  was  restored,  and  the  delighted  mother 
received  into  her  arms  the  child  alive,  which  but  a  few  mo- 
ments before  she  had  in  her  thoughts  consigned  to  the  tomb. 
Two  or  three  years  after  this  event,  a  profli2"ate  man  in 
the  villatre  had  laid  a  wager  that  he  would  swim  over  the 
river,  in  a  place  where  it  was  very  deep,  with  this  venj 
child,  then  a  little  boy,  on  his  back.  He  embarked  in  the 
attempt,  but  losing  his  hold  of  the  child  about  halfway, 
he  dropt  it  in  a  part  of  the  water,  where  there  was  a  very 
deep  pit.  His  father,  who  stood  by,  being  a  very  expert 
swimmer,  dived  to  the  bottom  ano  brought  up  his  son, 
wlio  was  thus  once  more  saved  fron?  a  watery  grave. 
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Soon  after  this  second  deliverance,  he  was  sent  to  the 
])arish  school,  where  a  malignant  boy,  who  was  his  school- 
fellow, but  mnch  older  than  hinisell",  threw  a  stone  at  his 
head  with  such  violence,  as  to  inflict  a  wound,  which 
threatened  his  life.  But  a  kind  Providence  once  more 
interfered  for  his  preservation,  though  the  scar  of  the 
frightful  wound  remained  nneflJliced  to  his  dying  day. 

The  individual,  who  had  escaped  so  many  deaths,  was 
afterwards  converted  by  divine  grace,  became  a  minister 
of  the  gospel,  and  was  known  to  the  church  and  tlie  world 
as  the  Rev.  William  Bull,  who  lor  fifty  years  preached 
the  gospel  of  the  Lord  Jesus  (.'hrist,  and  presided  over  an 
institution  for  the  training  of  young  men  for  the  gospel 
ministry. 


fSonesty  the  best  Policy, 

A  FARMER  called  on  Earl  Fitzwilliam  to  represent  that 
his  crop  of  wheat  had  been  seriously  injured  m  a  field  ad- 
joining a  certain  wood,  where  his  hounds  had,  during- the 
winter,  frequently  met  to  hunt.  He  staled  that  the  young 
wheat  had  been  so  cut  up  and  destroyed,  that  in  some 
parts  he  could  not  hope  for  any  produce.  "Well,  my 
friend,"  said  his  lordship,  "I  am  aware  that  we  have  fre- 
quently met  in  that  field,  and  that  we  have  done  conside- 
rable injury,  and  if  you  can  procure  an  estimate  of  the 
loss  you  have  sustained,  I  will  repay  you.*'  The  farmer 
replied,  that  anticipating  his  lordsliip's  consideration  and 
kindness,  he  had  requested  a  friend  to  assist  him  in  esti- 
mating the  damage,  and  they  thought  that,  as  tlie  crop 
seemed  quite  destroyed.  £50  would  not  more  than  repay 
him.  The  Earl  immediately  gave  him  the  money.  As 
the  harvest,  however,  approached,  the  wheat  grew,  and 
in  those  parts  of  the  field  that  were  trampled,  the  corn 
was  the  strongest  and  most  luxuriant.  Tlie  farmer  went 
again  to  his  lordship,  and  being  introduced,  said  "1  am 
come,  my  lord,  respectino-  the  field  of  wheat  adjoining 
such  a  wood."  His  lordship  instantly  recollected  the  cir- 
cumstance— "Well,  my  friend,  did  I  not  allow  you  suffi- 
cient to  remunerate  you  for  your  loss  7"  '•  Yes,  my  lord 
1  have  found  that  I  sustain  no  loss  at  all,  for  where  the 
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horses  had  most  cut  up  the  land,  the  crop  is  the  most 
promising,  and  I  have  therefore  brought  the  £50  back 
again."  ""Ah!"  exclaimed  the  venerable  Earl,  "  this  is 
what  I  like  ;  this  is  what  it  ought  to  be  between  man  and 
man."  He  tlien  entered  into  conversation  with  the  farnier, 
asking  some  questions  about  his  family — how  many  chil- 
dren he  had,  &c.  His  lordship  then  went  into  another 
room,  and  retnrninof,  presented  the  farmer  a  check  for 
£100.  '-Take  care  of  this,  and  when  your  ekJest  son  is 
of  aoe  present  it  to  him,  and  tell  him  the  occasion  that 
produced  it."  We  know  not  which  most  to  admire,  the 
benevolence  or  the  wisdom  displayed  by  this  illustrious 
man  ;  for  while  doing  a  noble  act  of  generosity,  he  was 
handing  down  a  lesson  of  integrity  to  another  generation. 


Emrl  of  Mochester. 

The  witty  Earl  of  Rochester,  happened  to  be  in  com- 
pany with  King  Charles  II,  his  dueen,  Chaplain,  and 
some  of  his  Ministers  of  State.  After  they  had  been  dis- 
coursing on  public  business,  the  King,  of  a  sudden,  ex- 
claimed— "  Come,  let  us  unbend  our  thoughts  from  the 
cares  of  State,  and  give  us  a  o^'lass  of  iDine,  luhich  cheereth^ 
as  the  scripture  saith,  both  God  and  manP  The  Queen 
hearing  this,  modestly  said,  she  thought  there  could  be  no 
such  text  in  scripture ;  and  that  the  idea  sei^med  to  her  to 
be  little  less  than  blasphemy.  The  King  replied,  that  he 
was  not  prepared  to  turn  to  chapter  and  verse ;  but  he 
was  pretty  sure,  he  had  met  with  it  somewhere  in  his 
scripture  reading.  The  Chaplain  was  appealed  to,  and 
he  was  of  the  same  opinion  with  the  Queen.  Rochester 
suspecting  the  Kinor  to  be  right,  and  being  no  friend  to 
the  Chaplain,  slipped  out  of  the  room,  to  inquire  among 
the  servants,  if  any  of  them  were  conversant  with  the 
Bible.  They  named  David,  the  Scots  cook,  who  always 
carried  a  Bible  about  him;  and  David  being  called,  recol- 
lected both  the  text,  and  where  to  find  it.  Rochester  or- 
dered him  to  be  in  waiting,  and  returned  to  the  King. 
This  text  was  still  the  topic  of  conversation  ;  and  Roches- 
ter moved  to  call  in  David,  who,  he  said,  he  found  was 
well  acquainted  with  the  Scriptures.     David  appeared, 
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and  being  asked  the  question,  produced  his  Bible,  and 
read  the  text  (Judges  ix :  13.)  The  King  smiled,  the 
Queen  asked  pardon,  and  the  Ciiaplain  blushed.  Roches 
ter  now  asked  the  doctor  if  he  could  interpret  the  text, 
since  it  was  produced ;  but  lie  was  mute.  He  therefore 
requested  David  to  interpret  it,  who  immediately  replied, 
"How  n;iuch  wine  cheereth  man  your  lordship  knows: 
and  to  show  you  how  it  cheereth  God,  1  beg  leave  to  re- 
mind you  that,  under  the  Old  Testament  dispensation, 
there  were  meat  offerings  and  drink  offerings.  The  lat- 
ter consisted  of  loine^  which  was  typical  of  the  blood  of 
the  Mediator;  which,  by  a  metaphor,  was  said  to  cheer 
God,  as  he  was  well  pleased  in  the  way  of  salvation  that 
he  had  appointed  ;  whereby  his  justice  was  satisfied,  his 
law  fulfilled,  his  mercy  reigned,  his  grace  triumphed,  all 
tlie  divine  perfections  harmonized,  the  sinner  was  saved, 
and  God  in  Christ  glorified." 

The  King  was  agreeably  surprised  at  this  unexpected 
and  sensible  exposition  :  Rochester  applauded,  and  after 
some  sarcastic  reflections  upon  the  Ciiaplain,  very  gravely 
moved,  that  his  majesty  would  be  pleased  to  make  the 
Chaplain  his  cook,  and  the  cook  his  Chaplain. 


Thy  JIHU  be  done. 

At  an  anniversary  meeting  of  the  London  Sunday 
School  Union,  the  Rev.  S.  Kilpin  remarked,  that  in  cat- 
echizing some  children  on  the  subject,  "  Thy  will  be  done 
on  earth  as  it  is  in  heaven,"  the  following  were  the  ques- 
tions and  answers.  What  is  to  be  done  ?  The  will  of 
God.  Where  is  it  io  be  done?  On  earth.  How  is  it  to 
be  done?  As  it  is  in  heaven.  How  do  you  think  the 
angels  do  the  will  of  God  in  Heaven,  as  they  are  our  pat- 
tern? The  first  replied,  "  they  doit  immediately."  The 
second,  '-they  do  it  actively."  The  third,  "they  do  it  uni- 
tedly." Here  a  pause  ensued,  and  no  other  child  appeared 
to  have  any  answer  ;  but  after  some  time  a  little  girl  arose 
and  said,  "  Why,  sir,  they  do  it  without  asking  any  ques- 
tions." 
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^i'oof  of  the  Slxtstence  of  Gv>d» 

See  here,  I  hold  a  Bible  in  my  hand,  and  you  see  the 
cover,  the  leaves,  the  letters,  the  words  ;  but  you  do  not 
see  the  writers,  or  the  printer,  the  letter-founder,  the  ink- 
maker,  the  paper-maker,  or  the  binder.  You  Jiever  did 
see  them,  you  never  will  see  them  ;  and  yet  tiiere  is  not 
one  of  you  who  will  think  of  disputing  or  denying  ^he 
beingof  these  men.  1  go  further:  I  affirm  that  you  see 
the  very  souls  of  these  men  in  seeing  this  book,  jmd  you 
feel  yourselves  obliged  to  allow  that,  by  the  contrivance, 
design,  memory,  fancy,  reason,  and  so  on.  In  the  same 
manner,  if  you  see  a  picture,  you  judge  there  was  a 
painter  ;  if  you  see  a  house,  you  judae  there  was  a  build- 
er of  it;  and  if  you  see  one  room  contrived  for  this  pur- 
pose, and  another  for  that,  a  door  to  enter,  a  window  to 
admit  light,  acliimney  to  hold  fire,  you  conchide  that  the 
builder  was  a  person  of  skill  and  forecast,  who  formed  ihe 
house  with  a  view  to  the  accommodation  of  its  inhabitants. 
In  this  manner  examitie  the  world,  and  pity  the  man  who, 
when  he  sees  the  sign  of  the  wheat-sheaf,  hath  senso 
enough  to  know  that  there  is  a  joiner,  and  somewhere  a 
painter,  but  who,  when  he  sees  the  wheat-sheaf  itself,  is 
so  stupid  as  not  to  say  to  himself— "This  had  a  wise  and 
good  Creator !" 


Jlccoumt  of  a  l^oung  JLadp. 

On  the  banks  of  the  Hudson,  opposite  New  York  city, 
there  resided,  a  few  years  ao-o.  a  family  in  affluent  cir- 
cumstances. It  consisted  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  and  their 
only  child  Emily. 

Situated  as  they  were  contiguous  to  the  metropolis  of 
fashion,  gnyety,  and  dissipation  ;  possessing  the  means  of 
gratifyimr  the  pride  of  life,  and  destitute  of  relio^ion,  it  is 
not  surprising  that  they  should  bow  down  to  the  god  of 
this  world,  become  intatuatcd  with  its  vain  pao;eantry, 
and  be  willing  to  comply  with  its  arbitrary  and  prepos- 
terous exactions,  after  the  folly  and  caprice  of  the  votaries 
of  pleasure.  Emily  was  the  idol  of  her  parents,  and  as 
might  be  expected,  no  expense  was  spared  to  gratify  all 
her  wishes,  and  to  promote  her  education.  When,  she 
'30 
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was  about  fourteen  years  old,  slie  was  sent  into  Pennsyl- 
vania, to  a  boarding  school ;  from  which  it  was  presumed, 
she  would  return  home,  the  pride  of  her  parents,  and  the 
admiration  of  all  her  acquaintances. 

At  the  school,  however,  to  which  she  was  sent,  she  not 
only  gained  such  knowledge  as  is  "  profitable  to  the  life 
that  now  is,"  but  she  also  received  that  instruction,  which 
accompanied  by  the  Divine  blessing,  had  the  effect  to 
turn  off  her  thoughts  from  following  vanity,  to  the  acqui- 
sition of  the  pearl  of  great  price.  Her  letters  to  her  pa- 
rents soon  presented  an  obvious  change  in  her  views  and 
feelings,  and  savored  of  deep  personal  piety.  Alarmed 
by  this  unexpected  discovery,  Mr.  A.  ordered  her  imme- 
diate return  home,  that  as  he  said,  she  might  be  cured  of 
her  melancholy.  Emily  left  with  reluctance,  the  scene 
in  which  she  had  spent  a  happy  and  memorable  year, 
sincerely  regretted  by  all  her  school  associates,  and  fol- 
lowed by  the  blessings  and  prayers  of  many  christian 
hearts. 

The  disappointed  father,  received  his  daughter  affec- 
tionately, but  he  was  heard  to  say,  "well,  after  all  the 
high  hopes  we  have  formed  of  our  Emily,  it  seems  she  is 
to  be  accomplished  with  nothing  but  religion.  Let  us  do 
what  we  can  to  counteract  the  gloomy  tendency  of  her 
mind."  With  this  view,  he  engaged  the  best  masters  in 
music  and  dancing  from  the  city  to  attend  her,  parties 
were  entertained,  and  fashionable  excursions  made  to  di- 
vert her  mind,  and  among  other  presents,  the  mistaken 
father  promised  her  a  splendid  gold  watch,  "if  she  would 
give  up  her  religious  notions."  But  she  turued  away 
from  all  these  allurements,  as  does  a  sick  infant  from  its 
toys  ;  her  heart  was  not  in  them,  and  they  afforded  her 
no  satisfaction.  Yet  when  the  Sabbath  came,  and  in 
compliance  with  custom,  the  family  resorted  to  church ; 
then  the  bounding  step  and  beaming  eye  of  Emily  show- 
ed undissembled  joy,  and  returning  from  thence  she 
was  all  animation  iv  pointing  out  such  truths  and  expres- 
sions of  the  preacher,  as  particularly  impressed  her  mind, 
"  O  was  not  that  true,"  she  would  say,  "  was  not  that  ex- 
cellent ?  I  think  Mr.  C.  preaches  with  more  zeal  and  af- 
fection, than  any  minister  I  used  to  hear,  or  else  I  can 
understand  better  than  I  once  did."     By  these  and  simi- 
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Icir  remarks,  Emily  often  prevented  the  less  profitable  dis- 
courses of  her  parents,  for  in  their  ride  to  and  from  church, 
they  were  generally  occupied  in  conmienting  upon  tlie 
dress  and  equipage  of  their  fashionable  acquaintance. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  A.  found  all  their  efforts  unavailing  to 
turn  aside  their  daughter  from  the  path,  which  she  lound 
to  be  one  of  pleasantness  and  peace  ;  her  heart  was  fixed, 
\nd  Jesus  was  all  her  salvation  and  all  her  desire,  for  her 
own  portion  and  that  of  her  parents.  Often  when  their 
mansion  resounded  with  unhallowed  merriment,  when 
all  was  thoughtless  levity,  unmeaning  frivohty,  and  vain 
parade,  in  some  remote  spot  the  eye  of  God  beheld  the 
pious  Emily  prostrate  in  supplication,  and  his  ear  heard 
her  importunate  prayer,  for  the  conversion  of  her  deluded 
parents.  She  knew  how  deeply  their  hearts  were  en- 
thralled in  the  service  of  a  vain  world,  forgetful  of  their 
obligations  to  their  Creator,  and  careless  of  futurity,  but 
she  hoped  and  believed,  that  the  time  would  arrive,  when 
they  would  become  sensible  of  their  dangerous  condition; 
and  turn  from  the  errors  of  then*  ways.  Emily  delighted 
to  unite  with  the  people  of  God,  in  all  their  public  acts  ot 
devotion,  and  she  often  purchased  privileges  of  this  kind, 
by  sacrificing  her  own  inclinations  to  gratify  her  friends, 
in  some  of  their  plans  of  amusement.  This,  however, 
caused  a  conflict  of  feelings,  respecting  duty,  that  greatly 
lessened  her  religious  pleasure.  Happily  for  her  she  had 
not  long  to  encounter  the  tide  of  opposition.  In  her  turn, 
she  would  persuade  her  parents  to  accompany  her  to  the 
house  of  prayer.  On  one  occasion,  when  returning 
home  with  them,  she  said,  '•  don't  you  think,  father,  that 
Christians  ought  to  be  the  happiest  people  in  the  world  ?" 
"Why,  my  child?"  he  asked,  "Because  they  love  God, 
and  love  each  other,  and  try  to  live  according  to  the  rules 
of  the  Bible,"  said  Emily. — "Can  nobody  be  happy  bui 
those  who  seem  to  think  of  nothing  but  relig-ion  ?"  in- 
quired Mr.  A.  "I  do  not  see  how  people  can  be,"  she 
replied,  "or  if  they  could  be  happy,  while  rich  and  in 
health,  1  do  not  know  what  would  give  them  any  comfort 
ni  poverty,  sickness,  and  death,  without  religion.  How 
could  they  be  fit  to  die  father  ?"  " Oh,  child,"  said  Mr.  A. 
with  assumed  sternness,  while  he  brushed  a  tear  from  his 
cheek,  "  Emily  you  talk  about  things,  which  it  is  not  ex- 
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pected  that  you  should  understand.  It  will  be  time 
enough  for  you  to  think  about  death  by  and  bye  ;  now  is 
the  time  to  enjoy  yourself.  I  scarcely  ever  think  about 
these  things.  We  all  of  us  mean  well,  my  dear,  and  that 
is  enough.  When  a  young  lady  gets  her  head  filled  with 
gloomy  notions  about  religion,  friends  may  at  once  resign 
all  hopes  of  making  a  suitable  match  for  lier  ;  fanaticism 
naturally  levels  all  the  necessary  distinctions  of  society. 

Conviction  of  trnth  had,  however,  frequently  assailed  the 
hearts  of  these  well  meaning  parents  ;  and  though  they 
strove  hard  to  resist  it,  they  were  often  constrained  to 
to  confess  to  each  other  that  it  was  not  right  in  their  case 
'•We  have  formed  various  schemes  of  happiness  for  our 
dear  child,"  said  Mr.  A.,  "but  they  have  been  in  vain,  I  do 
not  understand  how  she  can  keep  aloof  from  those  pleas- 
ures which  young  people  so  highly  prize."  "My  dear," 
replied  Mrs.  A.  "that  our  daughter  is  happier  than  we 
can  make  her  by  all  the  means  we  possess,  there  can  be 
no  doubt.  Let  us  look  to  the  source  from  whence  she 
professes  to  derive  her  enjoyments — the  Bible;  let  us 
learn  of  our  child  the  way  to  be  happy."  Tiiese  conver- 
sations were  always  accompanied  by  that  deep  feeling 
and  interest  which  promise  happy  results,  as  is  proved  in 
this  case,  for  a  short  time  only  elapsed  when  this  might 
be  called  a  pious  family.  Perfect  harmony  and  union  ot 
sentiment  and  feelings,  bound  their  renovated  hearts  to- 
gether as  with  a  triple  cord,  which  death  itself  would 
have  no  power  to  sever. 

But  mark  the  vicissitude  of  this  changeful  world.  By 
one  of  those  revolutions  which  often  occur  in  mercantile 
affairs,  Mr.  A.  was  suddenly  reduced  to  indigence.  Be- 
fore he  had  time  to  carry  into  effect  any  of  the  bene  /olent 
plans,  which  lie  had  formed  for  the  promotion  of  a  cause 
novv^  dear  to  his  heart,  he  was  entirelystripped  of  the  means 
he  had  possessed  so  abundantly.  Yet  he  was  lich  in 
faith,  and  heir  to  a  kingdom,  and  could  now  realize  the 
superiority  of  his  remaining  possessions  to  any  othv^r  that 
might  take  to  themselves  wings  and  fly  away. 

It  is  true  diat  his  associates  of  former  days,  whom  his 
profession  of  religion  had  not  driven  away  from  him,  now 
took  their  silent  departure  ;  but  their  place  was  ampl)  sup 
plied  by  more  valuable  and  sympathetic  friends. 
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While  Emily  was  at  the  boarding  school,  she  became 
sensible  that  she  was  accountable  to  God  for  the  maimer 
in  which  she  had  spent  her  time,  and  for  the  improvement 
of  all  the  privileges  she  was  permitted  to  enjoy,  and  that 
by  giving  only  a  superficial  and  careless  attention  to 
her  studies,  she  would  deceive  the  expectations  of  her 
friends,  and  wrong  herself  out  of  the  benefits  which  edu- 
cation is  intended  to  bestow  in  the  various  circumstances 
of  life. 

Under  these  impressions,  she  naturally  excelled  in  the 
different  branches  to  which  she  attended.  And  when  the 
ordering  of  Providence  rendered  it  her  duty  to  exert  her 
talents  in  aid  of  those,  now  doubly  endeared  to  her  by 
their  piety  and  misfortunes,  she  cheerfully  proposed,  for 
that  purpose,  to  teach  a  seminary. 

The  plan  was  approved,  and  the  family  removed  to 
New  York,  not  as  formerly,  for  the  convenience  of  fash- 
ionable company  and  amusement  in  winter,  but  because 
a  comfortable  subsistence  was  more  likely  to  be  obtained 
there,  than  in  the  country. 

Emily  was  soon  patronized  by  many  new  and  excellent 
friends,  whose  confidence  and  respect  her  consistent  de- 
portment and  unwearied  exertions,  richly  deserved.  Mr. 
A.  also  undertook  a  suitable  employment,  by  which  this 
interesting  family  were  again  placed  in  easy  circumstan- 
ces ;  while  they  knew  how  to  appreciate  the  providential 
care  of  our  Heavenly  Father,  they  had  also  hearts  to 
praise  him  for  every  good,  and  in  his  approving  smiles 
they  were  blessed. 

Merit,  like  that  of  Emily  A.,  could  not  long  remain  un- 
valued by  the  "discerning  few,"  who  had  an  opportu- 
nity of  knowing  her  domestic  virtues.  Among  those  who 
were  privileged  visitors  at  her  father's  house,  she  discov- 
ered in  one  a  fellow  mind,  and  a  congenial  heart ;  their 
irxtimacy  soon  grew  into  a  sincere  attachment,  and  in  two 
years  from  the  time  that  she  commenced  school-keeping, 
she  became  the  happy  wife  of  a  worthy  minister  of  the 
Gospel. 

30* 
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Survivor  Saved, 

"  Smitten  friends, 
Are  angels,  sent  on  errauds  full  of  love  ; 
For  us  they  languish,  and  for  us  ihey  die. 
And  shall  they  languish,  shall  they  die  in  vain." — Young. 

In  a  retired  and  beautiful  village,  lived  Mr.  Moreland 
and  his  daughter  Mary.  Mr.  M.  had  formerly  been  a 
rich  merchant  in  one  of  our  large  cities,  but  the  loss  ot 
most  of  his  property,  and  of  a  wife  whom  he  fondly  loved, 
had  embittered  the  scenes  of  his  former  happiness,  and  he 
gladly  retired  with  the  only  treasure  left  him,  his  sweet 
Slary,  to  the  more  congenial  quiet  of  the  country.  His 
afflictions  had  not  led  him  to  the  only  true  source  of  com- 
fort and  peace ;  and,  though  warm  in  affection  and  amia- 
ble in  feeling,  he  lived,  "  without  God,  and  without  hope 
in  the  world,"  sadly  alienated  in  heart  from  all  that  con- 
stitutes moral  excellence  in  the  sight  of  a  holy  God.  His 
daughter  was,  to  his  partial  eye,  every  thing  that  is  lovely 
in  person  and  character ;  and  she  was  indeed  as  amiable, 
and  attractive,  as  a  young  person  without  religion  can  be. 
They  were,  emphatically,  all  in  all  to  each  other ;  he  de- 
lighting in  all  things  to  see  her  happy;  and  she,  striving 
by  the  most  dutiful  conduct,  and  the  most  winning  and 
affectionate  attentions,  to  comfort  and  enliven  his  often 
saddened  spirit.  She  would  read  for  hours  to  him,  from 
books  of  his  own  choosing,  or,  hanging  on  his  arm,  as 
they  strolled  over  the  green  fields  which  surrounded  theii 
dwelling,  by  her  sunny  smiles  and  sportive  conversation, 
beguile  him  of  many  an  hour  of  sad  and  bitter  feeling. 

When  she  was  about  sixteen,  he  observed  a  marked 
change  in  her  conduct.  She  was  generally  silent  and 
often  sad,  though  still  as  sweet  and  affectionate  as  ever, 
and  even  more  so.  He  watched  her  with  intense  anxiety; 
for  on  her  happiness  the  remnant  of  his  own  depended. 
He  often  found  her  in  tears  over  her  Bible  ;  and  though 
she  would  wipe  them  away  the  moment  she  saw  him,  and 
one  of  her  brightest  smiles  illumine  her  expressive  face, 
she  would  soon  relapse  again  into  a  mood  so  thoughtful 
that  he  could  do  nothing  but  anxiously  watch  her  coun- 
tenance.- One  day,  going  suddenly  into  her  room  with- 
out knocking,  he  found  her  on  her  knees  with  the  Bible 
open  before  her,  and  her  streaming  eyes  raised  to  Heaven. 
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He  stood  a  moment  in  profound  amazement,  and  then  go- 
ing to  lier,  raising  her,  and  drawing  her  to  his  bosom, 
''  My  sweet  Mary,"  said  he,  "  why  is  this  ;  why  these 
tears  ;  tell  me  my  love  ;  what  is  it  that  troubles  you  ?" 
"My  dear  father,"  answered  Mary,  kissing  his  cheek,  'do 
not  be  disturbed  on  my  account ;  there  is  much  sweetness 
mingled  with  the  bitterness  of  these  tears,  for  they  are,  I 
humbly  hope,  the  tears  of  repentance,  which  my  Savior's 
own  blessed  hand  will,  I  trust,  ere  long  wipe  away." 
"  Tears  of  repentance!"  said  her  father  almost  angrily; 
"Where  did  you  learn  this  cant?  What  sins  have  you 
to  repent  of?"  "O  speak  not  in  this  way,  my  father," 
answered  Mary,  her  tears  in  spite  of  herself  gushing 
forth  ;  "  ask  not  what  sins  I  have  to  repent  of !  Oh  !  have 
I  not  forgotten  my  Creator,  the  giver  of  all  my  mercies  all 
my  life  long?  Have  I  not  rejected  the  Savior  who  died 
for  me?  And  can  there  be  greater  sins  than  these?" 
"Well,  Mary,"  said  Mr.  Moreland,  with  some  severity, 
and  putting  her  from  him  as  he  spoke,  "  if  you  have  adopt- 
ed these  fanatical  notions,  I  fear  1  must  bid  farewell  to 
the  happiness  I  have  hitherto  enjoyed  in  you  ;  for  you 
Avill  learn  to  despise  your  father,  if  he  cannot  think  and 
feel  as  you  do  on  the  subject  of  religion."  "  My  own 
dear  father,  how  can  you  think  that  the  religion  of  this 
blessed  book,"  laying  her  hand  on  the  Bible  as  she  spoke, 
"  cr.n  make  me  forget  my  duty  to  you ;  for  does  it  not  in- 
culcate the  purest  principles,  the  warmest  affections  and 
the  most  exemplary  conduct?  O,  I  trust  that  your  hap- 
piness will  be  dearer  than  ever  to  my  heart,  and  that  it 
will  more  than  ever  be  the  study  of  my  life  to  promote  it." 
Mr.  Moreland  was  softened.  "Adopt  what  notions  you 
will,  Mary,"  said  he,  "  only  let  me  see  your  face  dressed  with 
smiles  once  more.  I  can  bear  anything  better  than  to  see 
you  unhappy.  As  to  your  being  more  dutiful  and  affec- 
tionate than  you  have  hitherto  been,  I  do  not  desire  it." 

He  left  the  room  as  he  spoke,  and  Mary  falling  on  her 
knees,  again  poured  forth  a  prayer,  devout  and  ardent, 
that  God  in  his  mercy  would  teach  her  beloved  father  the 
same  blessed  truths,  that  he  was  teaching  her.  The  bles- 
sed hopes  and  consolations  of  the  gospel  soon  made  her 
as  happy  as  her  fond  father  could  wish,  and  she  again 
became  almost  the  entire  source  of  his  ovv^n  happiness. 
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One  mornins:,  as  he  entered  the  breakfast  room,  he 
inquired  if  she  liad  a  ticket  for  the  hall  that  evening 
Mary  answered  in  the  affirmative.  "  Well,  I  hope  yob 
mean  to  go  :  1  know  dancinof  used  to  be  one  of  your 
favorite  nmusements,  and  balls  are  not  frequent  in  this 
retired  village."  "  No,  father,  1  do  not  mean  to  go."  "  Not 
mean  to  go,  Mary?  This  comes,  I  suppose,  I'rom  your 
foolish  and  fanatical  religious  notions.  Is  it  possible  that 
you  think  dancino^  sinful  ?"  '-My  dear  father,"  answered 
ills  daughter,  tears  filling  her  eyes  at  the  severity  with 
which  he  spoke  to  her,  "  I  do  not  wish  to  enter  into  a  dis- 
cussion with  you  upon  the  sinfulness  of  public  dancing; 
but  1  would  say  that  I  have  no  inclination  to  go  ;  that 
I  would  very  much  prefer  staying  at  home  and  read- 
ing to  you  ;  and  surely  you  will  not  drive  me  from 
you,"  added  she,  taking  his  hand,  "unless  you  are  tired 
of  my  company.  And  if  you  are  tired  of  it  just  now,  I 
will  put  on  my  cloak  and  hat,  and  go  and  see  poor  blind 
Sarah,  who  is,  I  hear,  quite  sick.  So  good  morning." 
She  left  the  room,  and  her  father  soon  saw  her  fairy  form 
tripping  over  the  green  meadows  in  the  direction  of 
Sarah's  house.  "There  must  be  something  more  in  reli- 
gion," thought  he,  as  he  looked  after  her,  "than  I  sup- 
posed, or  my  child  is  strangely  deluded,  l^ut  if  it  is  a 
delusion,  it  is  a  delusion  so  delightful,  that  I  could  almost 
wish  to  fall  into  it  myself;  for  never  saw  I  a  counteui.nce 
more  radiant  with  peace  and  happiness,  since  that  period 
of  sadness  which  so  much  troubled  me.  And  then  her 
indifference  to  worldly  pleasures  ;  'tis  passing  strange  ! 
What  if  after  all  she  should  be  right,  and  1  have  been  in 
an  error  all  my  days  ?  What  have  been  her  sins,  on  ac- 
count of  which  she  suffered  so  much  compared  with 
mine  ?"  Strange  as  it  may  seem,  these  were  the  first 
serious  thoughts  Mr.  M.  ever  had  on  a  subject  involving 
his  eternal  mterests  ;  and  these  were  almost  as  evanes- 
cent as  the  passing  moment.  It  v/as  reserved  for  him  to 
drink  again  of  the  bitter  cup  of  sorrow,  even  to  the  very 
dregs  ;  but  that  cup  of  bitterness  was,  through  the  mercy 
of  a  long-suffering  God,  for  the  healing  of  his  soul.  The 
single  flower  he  had  so  long  and  fondly  cherished,  ana 
whose  loveliness  and  fragrance  were  every  day  increas- 
ing, began  to  droop  and  fade  ;  and  it  soon  became  evident, 
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that  ere  long  it  was  to  be  transplanted  to  a  fairer  garden, 
to  bloom  iii  richer  beauty,  under  the  immediate  eye  of  a 
heavenly  parent.  And  never  did  the  lovely  spirit  of  reli- 
gion appear  more  attractive  than  in  her,  at  this  period. 
The  peace  and  joy  of  a  heart  staid  on  God  shone  tri- 
umphant on  the  brow,  lighting  up  her  pale  sweet  face 
with  an  unearthly  brightness  ;  and  if  an  expression  of 
pain  sometimes  disturbed  its  serenity,  it  was  chased  away 
in  a  moment  by  an  affectionate  smile,  if  she  saw  her  father 
was  observing  her  ;  so  that  he  was  often  cheated  with  the 
hope  that  she  was  not  so  ill  as  he  feared,  and  that  he 
might  yet  see  tliat  face  blooming  with  health,  as  it  was 
bright  with  happiness.  But  soon  these  hopes  were  en- 
tirely at  an  end,  for  he  had  the  inexpressible  anguish  of 
seeing  her  disease  gaining  rapid  ground,  and  her  strength 
daily  growing  less. 

One  afternoon,  when  reclining  as  usual,  on  a  sofa, 
which  she  preferred  generally  to  the  bed  ;  and  whilst  her 
fiither,  who  scarcely  ever  left  her,  was  seated  by  her  side, 
she,  for  the  first  time,  mentioned  her  extreme  weakness, 
and  the  probable  nearness  of  her  departure.  As  soon  as 
his  emotion  would  permit,  Mr.  Moreland  said,  "But  what 
shall  I  do  without  thee,  my  Mary?  How  shall  I  sustain 
life  when  thou  art  gone  ;  for  thou  art  all  in  all  to  me,  my 
only  hope  and  joy  !"  O,  my  father,  fly  to  the  merciful 
Redeemer,  who  has  been  so  compassionate  to  me,  pardon- 
ing my  sins  and  taking  from  me,  a  poor  weak  girl,  all 
fear  of  death,  by  filling  my  soul  with  such  heavenly  hopes 
and  consolations  as  I  cannot  describe.  He  alone  can 
support  you.  In  him  you  will  find  all  the  happiness  you 
can  desire,  and  such  as  you  never  tasted  before.  Promise 
me,  father,"  added  she,  her  eyes  filling  with  tears,  and  her 
lips  quivering  with  emotion,  "that  you  will  seek  the 
mercy  of  God  in  Christ  Jesus  ;  that  you  will  read  the 
Bible  every  day,  and  pray  over  it  for  his  heavenly  teach- 
ing. O,  remember  it  was  your  daughter's  last  request, 
made  with  her  dying  lips.  Do  you  promise  this,  mv 
father?" 

How  could  a  father  refuse  anything  to  a  daughter  so 
beloved,  at  such  an  hour?  He  gave  her  the  most  sacred 
assurances,  that  with  the  help  of  God.  he  would  endeavor 
to  do  as  she  desired  ;  and  begging  her  to  compose  herselt 
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and  try  to  sleep  a  little,  as  she  seemed  much  exhausted 
by  the  earnestness  with  which  she  had  been  speaking,  he 
retired  to  the  window.  It  was  one  of  the  sweetest  and 
calmest  evenings  of  summer.  The  sun  was  tinging  with 
his  own  glory  the  few  fleecy  clouds  near  the  horizon,  and 
all  above  and  all  below  seemed  to  speak  forth  the  praise 
of  God.  Mr.  Moreland  gazed  upon  the  lovely  scene  be- 
fore him,  and  softened  by  Mary's  touching  conversation, 
he  felt  that  the  "earth  was  full  of  the  goodness  of  the 
Lord,"  and  that  he  was  infinitely  worthy  to  be  loved  and 
obeyed  by  all  his  intelligent  creatures.  He  was  amazed 
at  his  own  stupidity  and  hardness  of  heart  in  never  feel- 
ing this  before  ;  and  he  wondered  still  more  at  the  patience 
and  forbearance  of  God  toward  him.  A  gentle  sigh  from 
his  daughter  reached  his  ear,  and  in  a  moment  every 
object  but  the  dear  sufterer  was  forgotten,  and  he  was  by 
her  side.  Apparently  she  was  sweetly  slumbering  ;  her 
eyes  were  gently  closed,  and  her  cheek  faintly  flushed. 
He  gazed  a  moment,  and  the  thought  thrilled  throu2;h  his 
heart,  that  there  was  a  stillness  there,  too  deep  for  sleep 
the  most  profound.  He  put  his  hand  on  her  pulse  and 
to  her  heart.  It  was  as  he  had  feared ;  all  was  silent  for- 
ever. A  groan  of  agony  burst  from  him,  and  then  sink- 
ing on  his  knees,  he  poured  forth  in  broken  sentences  his 
full  soul  to  God.  He  prayed  that  he  might  be  supported 
in  this  hour  of  utmost  need  ;  and  above  all,  that  he  might 
be  enabled  to  perform  the  promise  he  had  made  to  iiis 
departed  Mary,  and  devote  what  yet  remained  of  life  to 
his  God.  He  arose  from  his  knees  with  his  feelings  calm 
and  subdued,  and  throwing  himself  on  the  precious  but 
lifeless  form  before  him,  he  kissed  again  and  again  her 
forehead,  cheek,  and  lips.  "  Blessed  saint,"  he  at  length 
exclaimed,  "  thy  God  has  dealt  very  gently  with  thee,  in 
removing  thee  from  a  world  whose  rude  storms  have  so 
long  beat  upon  thy  father's  devoted  head,  before  even  the 
winds  of  heaven  had  visited  thy  cheek  too  roughly.  And 
O,  my  God  !"  he  continued,  raising  his  streaming  eyes  to 
Heaven,  ''if  J.  may  at  last  attain  tliat  haven  of  rest,  to 
which  gentle  breezes  have  wafted  this  loved  one,  I  shall 
praise  thee  forever,  that  even  by  storm  and  tempest  I  was 
driven  thither." 
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Trust  in  Providence. 

On  John's  River,  in  the  county  of  Burke,  there  lived 
a  worthy  old  gentleman  by  the  name  of  Copening.  He 
was  a  man  well  at  ease  in  point  of  worldly  substance, 
and  was  known  far  and  near  for  his  charity  and  hospi- 
tality.    There  happened  in  the  year a  remarkable 

scarcity  of  provisions,  especially  grain.  Money  also  was 
scarce,  and  times  every  way  hard.  Hunger,  aching 
maddening  hunger,  was  felt  by  a  iew  in  every  neighbor- 
hood ;  and  in  some  cases,  we  have  heard  of  its  proceed- 
ing to  starvation  ;  but  to  the  honor  of  our  country,  and 
to  the  honor  of  human  nature,  be  it  said,  these  cases  were 
extremely  rare.  In  these  difficult  times,  however,  old 
Mr.  Copening  happened  to  have  a  large  and  well-filled 
corn  crib,  which  for  a  long  time  he  would  not  open : 
grain  became  scarce,  the  prices  rose  higher,  and  still  the 
old  man  held  up  his  corn,  as  some  supposed,  for  a  higher 
price.  At  length  Mr.  Copening  began  to  let  his  corn  go  ; 
but  money  could  not  buy  it — to  those  who  had  money 
he  would  say,  "You  can  get  something  to  preserve  life 
for  your  money ;  there  are  many  who  have  no  money,  and 
being  without  food,  they  must  perish,  unless  those  who 
are  blessed  with  the  means  shall  feed  them."  Of  course, 
the  number  who  came  without  money  and  put  up  piteous 
tales  was  great.  But  this  was  foreseen,  and  before  ho 
had  opened  his  crib,  Copening  had  taken  pains  to  find  out 
who  were  really  objects  requiring  his  assistance.  A  man, 
bringing  a  bag  with  him,  came  to  Copening  from  a  dis- 
tant neighborhood,  and  told  the  usual  story  of  wife  and 
children  being  without  bread,  and  being  sorely  wrought 
with  hunger,  (fcc. ;  but  no  corn  was  to  be  had  :  and  the 
disappointed  man,  with  a  heavy  heart,  turned  his  steps 
homeward,  and  for  a  time  was  no  more  thougnt  of.  In 
the  course  of  the  afternoon,  however,  word  came  to  old 
Mr.  Copening,  that  a  suspicious  looking  stranger,  with  a 
bag  Oh  hisshoulder,  was  seen  lurking  about  his  premises  ; 
a  few  particulars  more  satisfied  him  that  was  the  appli- 
cant for  charity,  who  had  visited  him  that  morning,  and 
.hat  he  had  a  design  to  rob  his  crib  that  night ;  accord- 
ingly, himself  and  another  of  his  family  secreted  them- 
selves and  waited  events.     But  they  did  not  wait  long 
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before  the  stranger,  with  the  bao^  on  his  shoulder,  wa"? 
seen  making  his  way  tow.irds  the  crib  ;  the  crib  was 
opened,  not  a  dog  was  heard  to  bark,  or  the  least  difncnUy 
opposed  to  his  purpose.  He  entered,  and  with  a  dehber- 
ation,  or  rather  hesitation,  that  surprised  the  observers, 
he  proceeded  to  fill  the  bag.  This  being  done,  he  tied 
it ;  and  unhke  such  visitors  generally,  he  continued  on 
tho  spot  with  his  hand  still  on  the  bag,  apparently  in 
great  mental  agony.  At  length,  he  rose  suddenly,  un 
tied  tlie  bag,  poured  out  the  corn,  and  said,  "  I  will  trust 
to  Providence  one  day  longer.''''  He  departed  in  peace  ; 
but  he  did  not  trust  in  Providence  in  vain  :  old  Mr. 
Copening  being  satisfied  from  his  own  observation,  that 
this  man  was  indeed  in  a  state  of  extreme  suffering ; 
moreover,  that  he  was  of  an  lionest  heart,  sent  his  son  on 
the  next  morning  with  a  full  bag  of  corn,  with  a  message, 
that  when  that  was  out  to  let  him  know  it.  and  he  should 
have  corn  whenever  he  wished  it. 


Meep  thf,  Siewe  M'%t. 

A  MINISTER  in  Wiltshire,  walking  near  a  brook,  ob- 
served a  poor  woman  washing  wool  in  the  stream  ;  which 
is  done  by  placing  it  in  a  sieve,  and  dipping  it  in  the 
water  repeatedly,  imtil  it  is  white  and  clean.  He  en- 
gaged in  conversation  with  her,  and  Irom  some  expres- 
sions of  reeret  and  gratitude  which  she  uttered,  was 
induced  to  ask  her  if  she  knew  him.  "  O  yes,  sir,"  she 
replied ;  '-and  hope  I  shall  have  reason  to  bless  God  for 

you  to  all  eternity.     I  heard  you  preach  at  W some 

years  back,  and  hope  your  sermon  was  the  means  of  do- 
ing me  great  good."  "  Indeed,  I  rejoice  to  hear  it ;  pray, 
wliat  was  the  subject?"  "Ah,  sir,  I  can't  recollect; 
mine  is  such  a  bad  heart  !"  "  How  then  can  I  have  done 
you  s^ood  if  you  cannot  remember  it?"  "Sir,  my  poor 
mind  is  like  this  sieve  ;  the  sieve  does'nt  hold-the  water 
but  it  runs  through  and  cleanses'the  wool  ;  my  memory 
dties  not  keep  the  words,  but  blessed  be  God,  he  made 
ihem  touch  the  heart ;  and  now  I  don't  love  sin  :  I  go 
wherever  I  can  to  hear  of  Jesus  Christ ;  and  I  beg  of 
him  every  day  to  wash  me  in  his  own  blood,  which 
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cleanseth  from  all  sin."  This  practical  way  of  remem- 
bering is  the  best  of  all  remembrance.  Our  stores  of 
religious  information  cannot  render  us  service^  unless 
they  are  reduced  to  practice. 

Reader  do  you  complain  of  want  of  memory,  as  to  what 
you  read  of  the  Bible?  Let  this  anecdote  give  you  a 
hint.  Keep  the  sieve  wet;  let  the  water  be'constantly 
running  through.  The  effect,  by  God's  blessing,  will  be 
seen  in  your  conduct. 


Support  in  •MMiction. 
Who  would  not  be  a  Christian  ? 

Who  hut  now  would  bear 

The  Christian's  toils,  and  all  his  triumphs  share." 

The  excellent  Jay,  in  treating  on  the  Christian  in  ad- 
versity,  remarks,  thai  on  leaving  the  chamber  of  the  good 
man  whose  heart  bows  in  humble  submission  to  the  will 
of  God,  he  has  said  of  religion,  as  Job  did  of  the  Almighty : 
"I  have  heard  of  thee  by  the  hearing  of  the  ear,  but  now 
mine  eye  seeth  thee."  The  infidel  may  scoff  at  our  bless- 
ed religion  ;  the  man  of  the  world  may  account  it  foolish- 
ness; but  blessed  be  God,  his  children  know  its  healing 
power;  and  ihey  feel  its  strong  consolation.  We  rest  not 
this  assertion  on  hypothesis  ;  we  appeal  to  facts ;  and  the 
case  1  shall  relate,  at  this  time,  is  one  of  a  multitude,  which 
proves  that  the  Christian  has  a  peace,  which  the  world 
gives  not,  and  cannot  take  away. 

About  two  years  ago,  I  became  acquainted  with  her 
whose  unvarnished  tale  I  am  now  to  tell.     She  was   a 
wife  and  a  mother ;  just  at  that  time  consumption  entered 
her  domestic  circle.     The  first  victim  was  a  beloved  son, 
who  had  attained  to  manhood  ;  he  was  laid  in  the  tomb  ; 
the  mother  said,   "  Thy  will  be  done,"  and  turned  from 
his  lowly  bed  to  watch  with   maternal  solicitude  the  de- 
cay of  another  son.     The  destroyer  did  his  work.     I  Knel 
by  the  bedside  of  the  dying  youth,  and  although   1  saw 
the  large  tear  glisten  in  his  mother's  eye,  she,  with  sweei 
composure  acknowledged  in  the  stroke  a  Father's  hand 
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A  year  elapsed,  and  again  the  shaft  was  aimed.  It  caine 
even  nearer  — the  hectic  glow  flusiied  her  husband's 
cheek.  I  visited  tlie  abode  of  sickness,  and  the  glowing 
eye  told  that  the  ^ngel  of  death  was  nigh.  After  conver- 
sing with  the  invalid,  his  affectionate  wife  said  to  me. 
"  Prayer  is  always  proper,  always  valuable,  but  particu- 
larly so  at  this  time.  Will  you  pray  with  us?"  We 
three  together  sent  up  our  supplications  to  the  mercy  seat, 
and  I  believe  we  felt  that  the  Ibrm  of  the  fourth  v/as  with 
us,  like  unto  the  son  of  God.     When  about  leaving  the 

house,  I  remarked,  "Mrs. ,  you  are  deeply  afflicted; 

you  have  stroke  upon  stroke  :  but  you  know  the  source  of 
consolation."  "Yes,"  she  replied,  "and  there  are  two 
considerations  which  comfort  me  much.  I  remember  I 
have  need  of  all  these  things,  and  what  I  know  not  now 
I  shall  know  hereafter."  A  few  days  after,  the  grave 
closed  on  him,  who  had  been  the  companion  of  her  youth ; 
but  she  felt  that  God  was  her  unfailing  support.  A  be- 
loved daughter  soon  laid  down  with  her  father,  and  the 
bereft  met  me  with  the  expression,  '^The  Lord  doth  all 
things  well."  And  now  the  brightened  eye,  and  the  love- 
ly girl  just  springing  into  womanhood,  tell  that  there  is  a 
worm  at  the  root  of  this  fair  flower.  And  does  the  moth- 
er mark  the  premonition?  She  does,  and  sinks  not ;  for 
"  how  can  she  sink  with  such  a  prop  as  the  eternal  God." 
Perhaps  some  may  be  inclined  to  call  this  stoical  indiffer- 
ence,— a  want  of  feeling ;  but  not  so.  She  has  all  the 
gushing  sympathies  of  a  mother's  heart.  She  has,  with 
untiring  assiduity,  watched  and  nursed  her  sick  family, 
with  a  wife's — a  mother's  tenderness.  But  she  is  a  Chris- 
tian— her  strength  is  in  God ;  her  faith  is  on  the  Rock  of 
Ages.  Her  hope,  as  an  anchor  firm,  is  cast  within  the 
vail.  The  soul  unreconciled  to  God,  may  conceal  its 
feelings;  but,  alas!  it  has  no  real  comfort.  Do  you  tell 
him  when  "loved  ones  retire,"  that  God  has  done  it?  He 
knows  it ;  but  that  God  is  his  dread.  He  trembles  at  his 
power  but  loves  him  not.  Do  you  tell  him  that  soon  he 
will  follow  the  departed  ?  He  knows  it,  and  there  is  mad- 
ness in  the  thousrht.  Poor  soul,  turn  now  and  seek  the 
Lord  with  thy  whole  heart ;  for  O  !  how  wilt  thou  endure 
the  terrors  of  that  day,  when  the  impenitent  bereft  of  ev- 
ery earthly  joy,  shall  find  he  has  "no  home  in  heaven. 
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no  Jesus  in  the  sides."  Christian,  rejoice  in  thy  God, 
and  though  perplexed  and  distressed,  be  not  cast  down, 
but  feel  and  sing — 

Sufferer,  tossed  on  life's  wild  ocean. 

0  !  bear  up  a  little  longer, 
Brave  awhile  the  world's  commotion. 

They  roll  strong,  but  God  is  stronger. 


F^rmcess  Charlotte, 


A  CLERGYiMAN  having  occasion  to  wait  on  the  late 
Princess  Charlotte,  was  thus  addressed  by  her:  "Sir,  1 
understand  yon  are  a  clergyman."  "  Yes,  madam."  "  Of 
the  church  of  England  ?"  "Permit  me  to  ask  your  opm- 
ion,  sir.     What  is  it  that  makes  a  death  bed  easy  ?"     Mr. 

was  startled  at  so  serious  a  question  from  a  young 

and  blooming  female  of  so  high  a  rank,  and  modestly  ex- 
pressed his  surprise,  that  she  should  consult  him,  when 
she  had  access  to  many  much  more  capable  of  answering 
the  inquiry.  She  replied  that  she  had  proposed  it  to  ma^ 
ny,  and  wished  to  collect  various  opinions  on  this  impor- 
tant subject.  Mr.  W.  then  felt  it  his  duty  to  be  explicit, 
and  afi'ectionately  recommended  to  her  the  study  of  the 
Scriptures,  which,  as  he  stated,  uniformly  represent  faith 
in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  as  the  only  means  to  make  a 
death  bed  easy.  "  Ah  !"  said  she,  bursting  into  tears,  "that 
is  what  my  grandfather  often  told  me;  but  then  he  used 
to  add,  that  besides  reading  the  Bible,  1  must  pray  for  the 
Holy  Spirit  to  understand  the  meaning." 

Charlotte,  daughter  of  George  IV.,  and  heiress  to  the 
throne  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  was  born  in  1795, 
and  died  Nov.  G,  1817,  aged  22.  She  was  married  to 
Leopold,  prince  of  Saxe  Coburg;  and  lier  untimely  death, 
ia  connexion  with  that  of  the  infcmt  child,  clothed  the  na- 
tion in  mourning — changed  the  succession  of  the  throne; 
and  drew  forth,  among  other  able  funeral  discourses,  one 
by  the  Rev.  Piobert  Hall,  which  is  a  master  piece  of  elo- 
quence, probably  never  equalled  on  any  similar  occasion. 

When  informed  of  the  death  of  her  child,  a  little  before 
he.r  own,  she  said,  "  I  feel  it  as  a  mother  naturally  should," 
adding,  "  It  is  the  will  of  God  !  praise  to  him  in  all  ^.hings." 
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Mr.  Hall  mentions,  as  traits  of  her  character,  "  that  she 
visited  the  abodes  of  the  poor,  and  learned  to  weep  with 
those  who  weep  ;  that,  surrounded  with  the  fascinations 
of  pleasure,  she  was  not  inebriated  by  its  charms ;  that 
she  resisted  the  strongest  temptations  to  pride,  preserved 
her  ears  open  to  the  truth,  was  impatient  of  the  voice  of 
flattery ;  in  a  word,  that  she  sought  and  cherished  the  in- 
spirations of  piety,  and  loalked  humbly  7vith  God.  This 
is  the  fruit  which  survives  when  the  flower  withers — the 
only  ornaments  and  treasures  we  can  carry  into  eternity. 

"  Great  God  thy  sovereiaji  grace  impart, 
With  cleansing,  healing  power  ; 
This  only  can  prepare  the  heart 
For  death's  surprising  hour." 


^emsiMlitij. 

As  I  WAS  passing  a  solitary  part  of  the  road  on  my  re- 
turn from  a  visit  in  the  country,  a  few  days  since,  my  at- 
tention was  arrested  by  a  little  girl,  about  nine  years  old, 
beckoning  me  to  stop.  "  Pray  sir,  be  so  kind  as  to  break 
me  ofl"  a  bunch  of  leaves  to  make  a  bed  for  the  poor  lamb 
that's  run  over."  1  got  out  of  my  chaise,  and  went  with 
the  child  to  a  tree  a  little  distance  from  the  road  bide. 
Here  was  a  fine  black  lamb  stretched  on  the  ground  ;  the 
blood  was  running  out  of  its  nostrils — it  made  a  faint 
continued  noise  like  a  feeble  groaning,  and  seemed  to  be 
expiring.  A  solitary  sheep  kept  close  to  the  spot,  and 
watched  all  our  motions.  "Poor  thing!"  said  the  little 
girl,  "  he  never  will  skip  and  play  any  more  on  the  beg- 
gar's ground" — and  burst  into  tears.  "My  dear,"  said  I, 
'•how  did  it  happen  ?"  "It  was  sleeping  in  the  path," 
she  answered,  '-close  by  where  its  niotlicr  was  feeding, 
and  the  two  cruel  gentleman,  that  went  along  just  now 
in  the  carriage,  never  minded  the  lamb,  but  drove 
straight  over  it  •  and  1  brouglit  it  away  from  the  hot  sun, 
and  laid  it  here  in  the  shade;  but  it  won't  get  well," — 
and  again  with  her   apron  she    wiped  away  the  tears, 

which  she  could  not  suppress.     "Poor  old  Mrs.  G- ," 

she  continued  in  her  simple  manner,  "  she  will  be  so 
sorry,  when  she  comes  to  know  it — it  was  all  the  lamb 
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she  had."  «' Whnre  does  Mrs.  G.  live  ?"  Said  I.  "Yonder 
on  the  1  es^orar's  aroi^nid,"  she  replied,  pointing  to  a  cottas^e 
on  the  cotimions,  about  half  a  mile  off.  "  Are  you  oroin^j 
to  tell  her/"  '-Ma  sent  me  to  carry  some  ri-dishes  and 
milk  for  her  tea."  By  this  time  the  lamb  was  dead. 
"He'll  want  no  bed  of  leaves,"  said  little  Maria,  and  as 
she  took  up  her  basket  to  2:0,  she  turned  to  look  again  at 
the  object  of  her  grief — "  Oh  it  was  so  cruel  to  let  the 
wheel  go  over  an  innocent  lamb,"  she  said  and  hurried 
off  for  the  poor  woman's  cottage. 

My  own  feelings  v/ere  scarcely  less  excited  than  hers, 
and  I  could  not  help  reflecting,  as  I  slowly  pursued  my 
journey,  how  dead  to  every  tender  and  generous  feeling 
must  be  the  heart  that  can  be  nidifferent  to  pain,  even 
though  the  sufferer  were  a  worm.  The  wanton  young 
man  that  would  crush  an  innocent  animal  under  the 
wheel  of  his  carriage,  rather  than  check  or  turn  aside  his 
steed,  is  unworthy  of  the  name  of  husband,  or  brother,  or 
friend.  Let  him  be  the  companion  of  no  one  ;  for  in  his 
cold,  unfeeling  heart,  there  are  none  of  those  amiable  af- 
fections which  are  the  cement  of  kindred  souls  :  there  is 
no  milk  of  human  kindness  in  his  breast — he  cannot  feel 
another's  woes  nor  share  another's  joys. 


e^ts  Indian  Preacher* 

While  Mr.  Kirkland  was  a  missionary  to  the  Oneidas, 
being  unwell,  he  was  unable  to  preach  on  the  afternoon 
of  a  certain  Sabbath,  and  told  good  Peter,  one  of  the  head 
men  of  the  Oneidas,  that  he  must  address  the  congrega- 
tion. Peter  modestly  and  reluctantly  consented.  After 
a  few  words  of  introduction,  he  began  a  discourse  on  the 
character  of  the  Savior.  •'  What  my  brethren,"  said  he, 
"are  the  views,  which  you  loxm  of  Jesus?  You  will  an- 
swer, perhaps,  that  he  was  a  itian  of  singular  benevolence. 
You  will  tell  me  that  he  proved  this  to  be  his  character, 
by  the  nature  of  the  miricles,  which  he  wrought.  All 
these  you  will  say,  were  kind  in  the  extreme.  He  cre- 
ated bread  to  feed  thousands,  who  were  ready  to  perish. 
He  raised  to  life  the  son  of  a  poor  woman,  who  was  a 
widow,  and  to  whora  his  labors  were  necessarv  for  her 
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support  in  her  old  age.  Are  these,  then,  your  only  views 
of  the  Savior?  I  tell  you,  they  are  lame.  When  Jesus 
came  into  our  world,  he  threw  his  blanket  around  him, 
but  the  God  was  within.^'' 


.Ill  for  the  Best, 


No  ONE  can  have  lived  in  the  world,  without  bavins: 
observed  how  frequently  it  happens,  that  events  which, 
at  the  time  they  occurred,  were  the  source  of  bitter  dis- 
appointment, have  eventually  proved  very  blessings  to 
us ;  and  that  many  of  these  things  which  have  been 
most  anxiously  desired,  but  which  it  has  pleased  God  to 
withhold  from  us,  would  have  proved,  if  granted,  the  origin 
of  endless  evils.  The  recollection  of  such  circumstances 
in  our  own  individual  case,  while  it  renders  us  deeply 
grateful  to  divine  providence  for  the  past,  should  make  us 
trust  with  perfect  confidence  to  the  same  infinite  wisdom 
for  the  future. 

It  would  be  diflicult  to  find  an  anecdote,  perhaps,  bear- 
ing more  strongly  on  what  we  have  just  observed,  than 
one  which  is  mentioned  in  the  life  of  Bernard  Gilpin,  that 
great  and  good  man  ;  whose  pious  labors  in  the  counties 
oi  Westmoreland,  Cumberland,  Northumberland,  and 
York,  at  the  period  of  the  reformation,  procured  for  him 
the  title  by  which  he  is  still  remembered  in  those  parts, 
"the  apostle  of  the  north."  It  appears  that  it  was  a  fre- 
quent saying  of  his,  when  exposed  to  losses  or  troubles, 
"Ah  !  Welf;  God's  will  be  done;  it  is  all  for  the  best." 

Towards  the  close  of  Queen  Mary's  reign,  Bernard 
Gilpin  was  accused  of  heresy  before  the  merciless  Bishop 
Bonner ;  he  was  speedily  apprehended,  and  he  left  hi:? 
quiet  home,  "  nothing  doubting,"  as  he  said,  "  that  it  was 
all  for  the  best,"  though  he  was  well  aware  of  what  might 
await  him  ;  for  we  find  him  giving  directions  to  liis 
steward,  "to  provide  him  a  long  garment  that  he  miglit 
go  the  more  comely  to  the  stake,  at  which  he  would  be 
burnt." 

While  on  his  way  to  London,  by  some  accident,  he  had 
a  fall  and  broke  his  leg,  which  put  a  stop  for  some  time 
to  his  journey.     The  persons  in  whose  custody  he  was. 
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took  occasion  thence  maliciously  to  retort  upon  his  ha- 
bitual remark.  "  What,"  said  they,  "  is  this  all  for  the 
best?  You  say,  master,  that  nothing  happens  which  is 
not  for  our  good  ;  think  you  your  broken  leg  is  so  in- 
tended?" 

"  Sirs,  I  make  no  question  but  it  is,"  was  the  meek  re- 
ply, and  so  in  truth  it  proved ;  for,  before  he  was  able  to 
travel,  queen  Mary  died,  the  persecution  ceased,  and  he 
was  restored  to  his  liberty  and  friends. 


F'ious  Moy  tutd  Ms  JWickeil  Wather. 

A  FATHER  in  N often  rebuked  his  pious  child  for 

attending  the  Sabbath  School  concert ;  but  the  child  could 
not  refrain  from  going  to  the  house  of  prayer.  One  even- 
ing, after  having  been  to  a  concert,  and  being  unusually 
strengthened  by  the  exercises,  he  ventured  to  say  a  few 
words  to  his  father,  on  the  importance  of  attending  to  the 
concerns  of  the  soul,  and  of  preparing  himself  to  go  into 
the  presence  of  a  holy  God.  His  father  instantly  became 
furious,  drove  him  to  his  bed-chamber,  and  threatened  to 
chastise  him,  if  he  ever  heard  him  speak  again  about 
prayer  or  religion.  After  the  poor  boy  had  reached  the 
foot  of  his  bed,  he  knelt  down  in  prayer  before  God,  with 
a  contrite  spirit,  and  a  heart  burdened  on  account  of  his 
wicked  father.  His  prayer  was  long  and  fervent,  and  so 
loud  that  his  father  heard  it  all.  He  could  not  withstand 
it.  The  tears  gushed  from  his  eyes,  and  he  went  to  his 
broken-hearted  boy,  who  was  still  pleading  with  the 
greatest  importunity,  and  requested  him  to  stop  a  moment, 
for  he  had  a  word  to  say,  and  then  he  would  leave  him. 
The  boy  accordingly  stopped,  and  addressing  his  father, 
said.  "  Father,  you  may  chastise  me,  or  do  with  me  as 
you  please,  but  do  not  neglect  your  own  soul."  His  fa 
ther  assured  him  he  would  not  chastise  him ;  but  he 
begged  his  forgiveness,  and  told  him  to  persevere  in  the 
course  he  had  taken,  and  he  should  have  his  approbation 
and  encouragement.  That  father's  house  was  dedicated 
to  God  as  a  house  of  prayer. 
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Unstable  Christian  Meprowed. 

It  is  well  known  that  Frederick  the  Second,  King  ol 
Prussia,  took  great  pride  in  having  his  soldiers  well  dis 
ciplined;  and  was  therefore  particularly  attentive  to  the 
conduct  of  the  subalterns.  It  is  perhaps  not  so  well 
known,  that  he  sometimes  manifested  a  real  respect  for 
religious  people;  for  few  men  could  more  clearly  discern 
the  excellence  of  that  practice,  which  is  produced  by  di- 
vine principles.  While,  therefore,  he  sneered  at  the  pro- 
fessors of  religion,  he  promoted  to  offices  of  trust  such  per- 
sons as  exemphfied  the  christian  character.  The  Ibllowing 
incidents,  which  have  not  been  published  in  tliis  country, 
but  are  related  on  good  authority,  illustrate  the  truth  of 
these  remarks. 

A  sergeant,  named  Thomas,  who  was  very  successful  in 
training  his  men,  and  whose  whole  deportment  pleased 
the  king,  was  often  noticed  by  him.  He  inquired  respect- 
ing the  place  of  his  birth,  his  parents,  his  religious  creed; 
and  the  place  of  worship  which  he  frequented.  On  being 
informed  that  he  was  united  with  the  Moravians  and  at- 
tended their  chapel  in  William  street,  he  exclaimed,  "O 
ho  !  you  are  a  fanatic,  are  you?"  AVell,  well ;  only  take 
care  to  do  your  duty,  and  improve  your  men." 

The  king's  common  salutation  after  this  was,  "Well, 
how  do  you  do  I  How  are  you  going  on  in  William 
street  ?" 

Frederick,  at  length,  in  conversation  with  the  Sergeant's 
Colonel,  mentioned  his  intention  of  promoting  Thomas 
to  an  office  in  the  commissariat  department,  upon  the 
death  of  an  aged  man,  who  then  filled  it.  The  Colonel, 
in  order  to  encourage  Thomas,  informed  him  of  the  king's 
design.  Unhappily,  this  had  an  injurious  effect  upon  the 
mind  of  the  serjeant :  for  alas!  such  is  the  depravity  ot 
the  human  heart,  that  few  can  endure  the  temptation  of 
prosperity,  without  sustaining  spiritual  loss. 

Thomas  began  to  forsake  the  assemblies  of  his  chris- 
tian brethren  ;  and  when  reproved  by  his  minister,  he 
said,  his  heart  was  with  them ;  but  he  was  afraid  of  of- 
fending the  kinof.  The  minister  bade  him  take  heed  that 
his  lieart  did  not  deceive  him. 

Soon  after  the  sergeant's  religious  declension,  he  was 
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again  accosted  with— "Well,  how  do  you  do?  How  are 
your  friends  in  William  street?"  "  I  do  not  know,  please 
your  majesty,"  was  the  reply.  "Not  know  !  not  know  !'' 
answered  the  king;  "have  you  been  ill  then!"'  "No, 
please  your  majesry."  rejoined  the  sergeant;  "but  1  do 
not  see  it  necessary  to  attend  there  so  often  as  I  used  to 
do."  "  Then  you  are  not  so  great  a  fanatic  as  I  thought 
you,"  was  the  royal  answer. 

In  a  short  time  tlie  aged  officer  died,  and  the  Colonel 
waited  upon  his  majesty  to  inform  him  of  the  vacancy, 
and  to  remind  him  of  his  intention  to  raise  serjeant  Tho- 
mas to  the  situation.  "No!  no!"  said  the  King,  "he 
shall  not  have  it ;  he  does  not  go  to  William  street,  so 
often  as  he  used  to  do."  Surpri'sed  with  this  peremptory 
refusal,  the  Colonel  withdrew  ;  and,  on  his  return,  found 
the  Serjeant  waiting  for  the  confirmation  of  his  appoint- 
ment. 

I  do  not  know  what  is  the  matter  with  the  King  to-day," 
said  the  Colonel ;  "  but  he  will  not  give  you  the  situation  : 
he  says  you  do  not  go  to  William  street  so  often  as  you 
used  to  do.  1  do  not  know  what  he  means  ;  but  I  sup- 
pose you  do." 

Presenting  a  Ioav  bow  to  the  Colonel,  the  serjeant  silent- 
ly departed ;  and  bowing  still  lower  in  the  spirit  before 
the  justice  of  God,  he  then,  and  ever  after,  adored  the 
greatness  of  the  divine  mercy,  which  did  not  leave  him 
to  be  an  example  of  the  truth  of  that  scripture  which  says. 
"  The  prosperity  of  fools  shall  destroy  them." 


MaUle  of  the  JVile. 

In  a  British  ship,  which  was  in  the  battle  of  the  Nile, 
there  was  but  one  Bible  among  700  men.  They  were 
more  than  two  years  before  they  entered  a  port,  where  they 
could  purchase  the  scriptures  in  the  English  language. 
Durino;  this  time,  one  of  the  sailors  possessing  a  Bible, 
read  it"  to  a  messmate,  who  was  ill,  and  conversed  with 
him,  till  he  proved  the  means  of  his  conversion  to  God ; 
these  read  the  word  of  God  to  others,  and  conversed  to 
them  about  what  they  had  read  ;  by  which  means  there 
were  several  in  the  ship,  who  evidently  understood  and 
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experienced  the  power  of  the  gospel.  The  first  three  ol 
these  men  formed  themselves  mio  a  society,  which  after- 
wards increased  to  thirteen. 

Previous  to  the  battle  of  the  Nile,  as  many  of  them  as 
had  opportunity,  associated  for  prayer,  and  committed 
themselves  and  each  other  to  God,  supposing  they  might 
never  meet  one  another  again,  as  they  were  then  in  sight 
of  the  French  fleet.  Their  ship  was  ni  the  heat  of  the 
action,  but  they  were  all  mercifully  preserved  in  the  day 
of  battle,  not  any  one  of  them  being  killed  or  ivounded. 
Two  of  their  number  were  placed  at  one  gun,  where  three 
of  their  shipmates  were  killed  by  one  ball ;  but  they  were 
not  injured.  Such  preservation  excited  their  attention  ; 
and  the  first  opportunity,  after  the  confusion  of  the  battle, 
they  met  for  thanksgiving  to  Him,  whoso  remarkably  an- 
swered their  prayers.  When  they  came  into  port,  it  ap- 
peared their  conduct  had  gained  the  confidence  of  their 
superiors :  for  one  half  of  their  number  asking  for  leave 
to  go  on  shore,  thinking  it  improper  for  the  whole  to  go 
at  once,  the  commanding  officer,  much  like  a  gentleman, 
when  he  was  informed  they  wished  to  spend  the  Sabbath 
on  shore  for  the  purpose  of  worship,  said,  "  you  may  go 
ajid  take  all  your  yarty  with  yonT'  They  found  their 
way  to  the  place  of  worship.  It  being  the  day  of  the  ad- 
ministration of  the  Lord's  supper,  having  shown  the  rules 
of  their  society,  and  conversed  freely  with  the  clergyman 
of  the  port,  they  were  cheerfully  admitted  at  the  table  of 
the  Lord.  I  found  these  men,  says  the  clergyman,  much 
better  acquainted  with  droctrinal,  experimental,  and  prac- 
tical divinity,  than  could  have  been  reasonably  expected. 
But  with  the  Bible  in  their  hands,  and  the  Holy  Spirit  for 
their  teacher,  is  it  any  wonder  that  they  were  well  taught? 


JPrayer-^a  successful  means  of  Correction 

A  GENTLEMAN  oncc  brought  his  son  to  Mr.  Flatticli 
an  aged  clergyman  in  "Wurtemburgh,  who  was  famous  as 
an  instructor  of  youth,  with  the  request  that  he  woulc 
take  him  under  his  discipline  and  instruction.  ''  I  musJ 
give  you  to  understand,"  said  the  gentleman,  when  he 
was  alone  with  the  minister,  "  that  ray  son  is  a  desperate 
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fadj  upon  whom  hitherto  all  instriictionsj  all  correction 
have  been  lost.  I  have  admonished  him,  I  have  whipped 
him,  I  have  shamed  him  before  company,  but  he  still  re- 
mains a  desperate  boy,  praise  and  blame  are  equally  una- 
vailing." The  minister  asked  the  gentleman,  whether  he 
had  in  this  case  sought  for  no  other  remedies.  "  Yes," 
said  the  father,  "  I  confined  the  boy  to  bread  and  water 
once  for  two  days  together."  The  minister  still  asked 
him,  whether  he  had  tried  nothing  else.  "  Yes,"  replied 
he,  "  I  have  exposed  him  to  the  cold."  Upon  being  fur- 
ther questioned,  he  mentioned  other  measures,  which 
he  had  resorted  to  without  any  good  effect.  He  had  in 
vain  sought  mild  methods  to  bring  him  to  reason ;  he 
had,  for  example,  let  him  go  into  the  company  of  well 
behaved  children,  but  the  boy  would  escape  as  soon  as 
possible  into  the  society  of  the  boys  in  the  street,  or  else 
would  exhibit  rude  behavior  before  the  orderly  children. 
Upon  this,  the  old  clergyman  said,  that  all  these  were  not 
the  right  remedy ;  he  knew  for  his  part  a  better  cure 
for  such  desperate  cases,  and  that  was  jjrayer.  He  asked 
him  whether  he  had  diligently  and  earnestly  prayed  with 
his  son  and  for  him?  The  gentleman  said  he  had  not 
done  it.  "Then,"  observed  the  clergyman,  "it  need  not 
seem  strange  that  all  your  pains  applied  have  been  in 
vain."  Fiattich  now  tried  this  remedy  upon  the  boy, 
and  it  succeeded  so  well,  that  as  the  writer  of  this  com- 
munication knows,  from  a  desperate  youth,  he  has  become 
an  excellent  efficient  man. 


Colonel  M ,  ruling  over  Mum. 

Colonel  B was  a  man  of  amiable  manners,  and 

a  well  informed  mind.  Being  much  employed  in  public 
business,  which  called  him  from  place  to  place,  ardent 
spirits  was  often  set  before  him  with  an  invitation  to  drink. 
At  first  he  took  a  social  glass  for  civility's  sake.  But  at 
length  a  habit  was  formed,  and  appetite  began  to  crave  its 
customary  indulgence.  He  drank  more  largely,  and 
once  or  twice  was  quite  overcome.  His  friends  were 
alarmed.  He  was  on  the  brink  of  a  precipice,  from  which 
many  had  fallen  to  the  lowest  pitch  of  wretchedness.     ]n 
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Ills  sober  hours  he  saw  the  danger  he  was  in.  Said  he 
to  himself,  one  day  when  alone,  "Shall  Col.  B.  rule?  or 
shall  rum  rule?  If  Col.  B.  rule,  he  and  his  family  may 
be  respectable  and  happy.  But  if  rum  rule,  Col.  B.  is 
ruined,  his  property  wasted,  and  his  family  made 
wretched  !•'  At  length,  said  he,  I  set  down  my  fool,  and 
said,  "Col.  B.  shall  rule,  and  rum  obey."  And  from  that 
day  Col.  B.  did  rule.  He  immediately  broke  off  his  in- 
tempernte  habits,  and  lived  to  a  good  old  age,  virtuous, 
respected  and  happy.  Let  every  one  who  has  acquired, 
or  is  acquiring  a  similar  habit,  go  and  do  likewise. 


•Inecdotes  of  I^r»  Pay  sou. 

One  day,  he  went  to  visit  a  mother,  who  was  disconso- 
late from  the  loss  of  a  child.     He  said  to  her  as  follows  : — 

"  Suppose,  now,  some  one  was  making  a  beautiful 
crown  for  you  to  wear ;  and  you  knew  it  was  for  you, 
and  that  you  were  to  receive  it  and  wear  it  as  soon  as  it 
was  done.  Now,  if  the  maker  of  it  were  to  come,  and, 
in  order  to  make  the  crown  more  beautiful  and  splendid, 
were  to  take  some  of  your  jewels^  to  put  into  it, — should 
you  be  sorrowful  and  unhappy,  beause  they  were  taken 
away  for  a  little  while,  when  you  knew  they  were  gone 
to  make  up  your  crown  ?" 

The  mother  said  that  no  one  could  conceive  of  the  re- 
lief, the  soothmg,  quieting  influence  which  this  compari- 
son had  on  her  mind. 

On  another  occasion  he  went  to  see  a  sick  person,  who 
was  very  much  troubled,  because  she  could  not  keep  her 
mind  all  the  time  fixed  upon  Christ,  on  arcount  of  the 
distractins:  influences  of  her  sufFerino-.s,  and  the  various 
objects  and  occurrences  of  the  sick  room,  which  constant- 
ly called  oft'  her  attention.  She  was  afraid  she  did  not 
love  her  Savior,  as  she  found  it  so  difticult  to  fix  her 
mind  upon  him.     Dr.  Payson  said, — 

"Suppose  you  were  to  see  a  little  sick  child,  lying  in 
its  mother's  lap,  with  its  faculties  impaired  by  its  suffer 
inofs,  so  that  it  was,  generally,   in  a  troubled  sleep  ;  but 
now  and  then   it  just  opens  its  eyes  a  little,   and  gets  a 
^dimpse  of  its  mother's  face,  so  as  to  be  recalled  to  the  re- 
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collection  that  it  is  in  its  mother's  arms ;  and  suppose 
that  always,  at  such  a  time,  it  should  smile  faintly  with 
evident  pleasure  to  find  where  it  was, — should  you  doubt 
whether  that  child  loved  its  mother  or  not?" 

The  poor  sufferer's  doubts  and  despondency  were 
gone  in  a  moment. 

A  gentleman,  who  saw  and  conversed  with  Dr.  Pay- 
son  in  Boston,  when  he  visited  this  city,  towards  the  lat- 
ter part  of  his  life,  was  led,  by  his  preaching  and  conver- 
sation, to  a  considerable  degree  of  serious  concern  for  his 
soul.  His  wife  was  still  in  a  great  measure  indifferent 
to  the  subject.  One  day,  meeting  her  in  company,  he 
said  to  her, — 

"  Madam,  I  think  your  husband  is  looking  upwards, — 
making  some  effort  to  rise  above  the  world,  towards  God 
and  heaven.  You  must  not  let  him  try  alone.  When- 
ever I  see  the  husband  struggling  alone  in  such  efforts,  it 
makes  me  think  of  a  dove,  endeavoring  to  fly  upwardsj 
while  it  has  one  broken  wing.  It  leaps  and  flutters,  and 
perhaps  raises  itself  a  little  way,  and  then  it  becomes 
wearied,  and  drops  back  again  to  the  ground.  If  both 
wings  co-operate,  then  it  mounts  easily." 


^necdnte  of  J'eremilmh  Wlate. 

a  PiFTY  years  ago,"  said  this  venerable  teacher,  "  I  was 
master  of  the  Orphan  Asylum,  in  Stuttgard,  and  had  a 
whole  room  full  of  children  to  instruct.  It  was  my  cus- 
tom to  pray  every  morn ino"  for  meekness  and  patience  in 
the  fulfilment  of  this  arduous  duty.  One  day,  as  I  was 
walking  up  and  down  among  the  children,  I  observed  a 
boy,  about  twelve  years  of  age,  leaning-  with  both  his  el- 
bows upon  the  table ;  I  reproved  him  for  this  improper 
behavior,  and  walked  on.  The  next  time  I  passed  he 
was  doing  the  same  thing;  and  I  was  obliged  to  repeat 
my  desire  that  he  should  take  his  arms  off  the  table.  Ho 
obeyed  me  for  the  moment ;  but  when  I  returned  for  the 
third  time,  I  found  him  angry  and  perverse,  and  could 
read  in  his  face  that  he  was  determined  to  despise  my  or- 
ders. I  WMS  much  annoyed,  but  restramed  myself,  and 
prayed  inwardly  for  strength  to  exercise  patience  towards 
32 
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this  poor  child,  even  as  my  God  had  been  patient  towards 
me.  My  ill  humor  vanished  immediately,  1  became  calm, 
and  was  enabled  to  continue  my  instructions.  The  boy 
obstinately  remained  in  the  same  attitude,  but  I  took  no 
notice  of  him.  When  school  was  over,  I  sent  for  him 
into  my  study,  praying-,  in  the  meantime,  for  wisdom 
and  composure  of  mind.  He  stamped  in,  and  banged  the 
door  after  him  in  a  violent  passion.  '  Why  did  you  bang 
the  door  so  violently'/'  I  asked.  'I  did  not  bans:  it,'  he 
replied.  '  Yes,  you  did,  my  boy,' said  I.  '1  tell  you,  I 
did  not,'  was  the  answer.  Upon  this  I  went  up  to  him, 
took  his  hand,  and  asked  him  in  a  gentle  voice,  'Do  you 
know,  my  son,  against  whom  you  are  sinning  ?  It  is  not 
ai^ainst  me,  but  against  your  Savior,  your  best  Friend  \ 
Examine  yourself,  and  try  to  find  out  why  you  behave 
in  this  manner.' 

'•  The  boy's  heart  was  touched  ;  he  burst  into  tears, 
and  entreated  me  to  forgive  his  wicked  behavior.''  '  1 
had  determined  this  morning,'  continued  he,  'to  teaze 
you  by  my  disobedience,  till  you  should  beat  me,  think- 
ing you  would  suffer  much  more  from  it  than  I  should. 
Pray,  pray  forgive  me;  1  will  never  do  so  again  in  all 
my  life.'  I  pointed  out  to  him  from  w^hat  a  great  temp- 
tation he  had  been  delivered,  and  then  dismissed  him, 
with  the  assurance  that  I  had  long  since  forgiven  him. 
He  left  me,  but  still  appeared  almost  inconsolable.  In 
the  afternoon,  having  finished  my  classes,  I  was  sitting 
alone  in  my  little  study,  when  I  heard  a  knock  at  the 
door.  The  boy  came  in,  his  eyes  red  with  weeping,  and 
saying  it  was  impossible  I  could  have  forgiven  him,  for 
he  had  behaved  towards  me  like  a  devil.  He  beo;ged  1 
would  tell  him  once  more  that  I  liad  forviven  him,  re- 
peating that  he  would  never  vex  me  again.,  not  even  by 
a  look.  I  again  assured  him  of  my  full  forgiveness,  but 
told  him  he  must  ask  pardon  of  his  Savior,  against  whom 
he  had  chiefly  sinned,  and  who  would  certainly  hear  his 
prayer,  if  his  repentance  was  sincere.  The  boy  however 
left  me,  still  crying. 

"I  had  scarcely  risen  the  next  morning,  when  my  little 
penitent  came  again,  crying  so  bitterly  that  I  was  quite 
astonished.  He  said  the  remembrance  of  his  conduct  the 
day  before  had  prevo;;t-:^d  liis  sleeping,  and  entreated  me, 
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with  his  wholo  heart,  to  continue  to  love  him  as  I  had 
done  before.  He  could  not  imagine  what  had  led  him  to 
form  such  a  naughty  resolution,  and  assured  me  he  had 
determmed  not  to  allow  any  punishment  to  overcome  his 
obstinacy,  but  had  been  quite  unable  to  resist  the  kind 
and  gentle  means  I  had  used  to  convince  him  of  his  fault. 
He  begged  me  to  tell  him  how  it  had  been  possible  for 
me  to  bear  with  this  wicked  behavior  as  I  had  done.  To 
this  I  answered,  "dear  child,  I  cannot  exactly  explain 
that  to  you  ;  but  if  I  must  express  it  in  a  few  words,  it  is 
because  I  have  myself  received  much  mercy  from  the 
Lord,  that  I  have  been  enabled  to  show  mercy  towards 
you."  Thus  spoke  this  venerable  man,  and  concluded 
his  narrative  with  the  satisfactory  intelligence,  that  the 
boy  had,  from  that  day,  become  his  best  scholar,  and  was 
still  living  in  Stuttgard,  esteemed  by  all  who  knew  him 
as  an  honest  and  virtuous  citizen. 


The  IM^ldow  mid  her  Shipwrecked  Son. 

In  the  north  of  England,  in  a  small  inland  village,  a 
lieutenant  of  the  British  Navy,  after  serving  his  country 
for  many  years,  took  up  his  abode.  He  had  a  pious  wife, 
and  six  or  seven  children.  She  sent  them  to  the  village 
Sabbath  school ;  but  the  eldest,  a  boy  of  fourteen  years, 
seemed  determined  to  profit  by  neither  maternal  love,  nor 
pious  instructions  at  school.  He  played  and  mingled 
with  a  class  of  wicked  idlers  that  infested  the  village,  and 
would  have  been  as  bad  as  the  worst  of  them,  but  for  his 
father's  rigid  discipline.  That,  alone,  restrained  him 
from  ru shins:  into  excesses  of  wickedness  and  riot.  But 
that  father  died,  and  left  his  v/idow  to  combat  the  idle- 
ness of  her  boy  alone.  No,  not  alone  ;  for  she  sought  the 
help  of  her  heavenly  husband. 

The  father  being  dead,  the  son  grew  worse.  He  was 
imgovernable ;  and  the  afflicted  widow  wept,  as  with  a 
broken  heart,^over  her  recreant  child.  Unable  to  restrain 
him,  she  adopted  a  very  common  mode  in  England  of 
disposing  of  idle  lads.  She  resolved  to  send  him  to  sea. 
It  was  a  painful  alternative ;  but  he  could  not  grow- 
worse  there,  she  thought,  and  possibly,  the  severe  disci- 


376  SABBATH-DAY 

pline  of  a  ship  might  humble  his  proud  spirit  and  lead 
him  to  reflection. 

A  ship  was  obtained  for  him.  The  bustle  of  preparation 
began  and  was  over.  Unknown  to  the  youth,  the  mother 
placed  a  Bible  in  his  chest,  with  a  secret  hope  that  its 
light  might  lead  him  to  his  heavenly  Father,  when  he 
should  be  far  off  on  the  deep  blue  sea.  Many  were  the 
prayers  that  mother  offered  for  her  son;  many  the  coun- 
sels she  gave  him  from  the  fulness  of  her  heart.  The 
day  of  separation  came.  O  it  was  a  day  of  trial  to  all  but 
to  him  who  was  the  occasion  of  all  the  sadness  of  that 
family.  Warm  were  the  tears  she  shed,  as,  pressing  him 
to  her  bosom,  she  bade  him  adieu,  and  commended  his 
wayward  heart  to  God. 

Many  years  had  passed,  and  the  wanderer  had  not  re- 
turned. The  ship  had  perished  at  sea,  and  the  widow 
mourned  her  son  as  dead ;  and  what  was  worse,  she  trem- 
bled for  the  safety  of  his  undying  soul.  Could  she  have 
been  assured  of  his  safety  in  the  better  world,  her  pained 
heart  would  have  been  at  rest.  But  she  wept  over  him 
as  doubly  lost. 

It  was  a  stormy  night  in  mid-winter.  The  wind  howl- 
ed, the  rain  poured  down  in  torrents,  and  deep  darkness 
obscured  the  sky.  The  widow,  and  her  children,  sat  be- 
side the  cheerful  fire,  and  a  chastened  cheerfulness  over- 
spread the  circle,  though  now  and  then  a  cloud  of  melan- 
choly gathered  over  the  mother's  brow,  as  the  driving 
stoi  m  reminded  her  of  her  lost  son,  when  a  slight  tap  was 
heard  at  the  door.  It  was  opened.  A  sailor  stood  there, 
way-worn  and  weather-beaten.  Hf*  begged  a  shelter  from 
the  storm.  It  was  not  in  tha^  mother's  heart  to  refuse  a 
sailor  on  such  a  night,  and  she  offered  him  her  fireside 
and  her  food. 

When  he  had  refreshed  himself,  she  modestly  question- 
ed him  of  his  condition.  His  tale  was  soon  told.  He 
had  been  shipwrecked,  and  was  going  home  poor  and 
penniless  to  his  mother.  He  had  been  shipwrecked  be- 
fore. The  widow  asktd  him  to  tell  the  story  of  his  suf- 
ferings. 

He  said  that  in  a  violent  gale  the  ship  ran  a.«hore  and 
went  to  pieces.  The  crew  were  either  drowned  or  dash- 
ed to  death  upon  the  rocks.     Himself  and  another  were 
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the  only  persons  who  reached  the  shore.  They  wer^ 
thrown  higli  upon  the  beach  by  a  powerful  wave.  His 
companion  was  senseless  at  first,  but  at  last  revived — 
alas  !  but  to  die.  "  He  was  a  sweet  youth,"  the  sailor  ob- 
served :  "  once  he  had  been  the  terror  of  the  ship,  for  his 
excessive  devotion  to  vice.  But  suddenly  he  had  chano^- 
ed.  He  became  a  serious,  praying  man  ;  as  remarkable 
for  piety  now  as  for  vice  before.  When  he  revived  a  lit- 
tle on  the  beach,"  said  the  sailor,  "he  pulled  a  Bible  from 
his  bosom,  and  pressed  it  to  his  lips.  It  was  this  blessed 
book,  lie  told  me,  that  led  him  to  change  his  way  of  life. 
Rummaging  his  chest  one  day,  he  found  a  Bible  ;  his  first 
impression  was  to  throw  it  away;  but  chancing  to  see  his 
mother's  writing,  he  paused  to  examine  it.  It  was  his 
name.  It  made  him  think  of  his  mother  ;  of  her  instruc- 
tions and  the  instructions  of  his  teachers ;  and  then  he 
saw  his  sins,  and  felt  he  was  a  sinner.  Overwhelmed,  he 
sunk  upon  his  knees,  beside  his  chest,  and  wept  and  pray- 
ed, and  vowed  to  change  his  way  of  life.  And  he  did 
change  it ;  for  he  became  a  decided  christian.  After  tel- 
ling me  about  this  change,"  continued  the  sailor,  "  he  gave 
me  his  Bible,  and  bade  me  keep  it  for  his  sake ;  and  then 
falling  back  upon  the  sand,  he  expired  with  a  half-ofiered 
prayer  upon  his  lips." 

As  the  sailor  concluded,  the  widow,  who  had  listened 
with  deep  interest  and  feeling,  inquired, 

"  Have  you  got  that  Bible,  my  friend  ?" 

"Yes,  madam,"  said  he  ;  and  he  took  from  his  bosom 
what  appeared  to  be  a  bunch  of  old  canvass.  Carefully 
removing  several  envelopes,  he  at  last  produced  a  small 
pocket  Bible,  and  gave  it  into  the  hands  of  the  lady. 

Trembhngly  and  hastily  she  seized  it.  She  turned  to 
the  blank  page,  when  lo  !  her  child's  name  in  her  own 
writing.  A  death-like  paleness  overspread  her  usually 
pale  cheek,  as  she  made  the  discovery,  and  exclaimed, 
"'Tis  his  !  'tis  his  !  my  son  !  my  son  !" 

Nature  could  bear  no  more^  and  she  fainted. 

Here,  then,  we  see  the  idle  Sunday  scholar,  at  sea, 
away  from  the  means  of  grace,  suddenly  profiting  by  the 
instruction  of  years  past.  His  soul  felt  the  inspiring  lea- 
ven a  teacher  had  placed  within  it,  and  grew  ripe  lor  par- 
adise, when  the  teacher  mourned  his  labor  lost,  llow 
;^2* 
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encoiiraginof !  How  cheering  !  Labor  on,  dear  teacher, 
in  nope.''  Parents,  despise  not  Sabbath  school  instruction 
for  your  child  may  in  like  manner  be  saved. 


Pnivjer  at  the  tJflast  Mead. 

A  SAILOR  recently  returned  from  a  whaling  voyage, 
and  in  conversation  with  a  pious  friend,  spoke  of  the  en- 
joyment he  had  in  prayer  while  afar  on  the  deep.  "But," 
inquired  his  friend,  '•  in  the  midst  of  the  confusion  on 
ship  board,  where  could  you  find  a  place  to  pray  ?"  "  Oh," 
said  he,  "  I  always  went  to  the  mast-head."  1  have  heard 
of  closets  in  various  places,  but  never  in  one  more  pecu- 
liar than  this.  Peter  went  upon  the  house-top  to  pray. 
Others  have  sought  the  shades  of  the  forest.  I  remem- 
ber hearing  a  youth  who  came  home  from  the  camp  du- 
ring the  last  war,  and  his  pious  mother  asked  him., 
"  Where,  John,  could  you  find  a  place  to  pray  ?"  He  an- 
swered, where  there  is  a  heart  to  pray,  mother,  it  is  easy 
to  find  a  place." 

And  yet  the  sailor's  closet  was  a  favorite  spot.  The 
ear  of  man  could  not  hear  him  as  he  cried  mightily  unto 
God.  The  gales  that  wafted  his  ship  on  its  voyage,  would 
bear  his  pe'titions  upward  toward  the  throne.  "  The 
voice  of  many  waters  would  be  the  music  of  his  sanctua- 
ry, and  the  angels  that  had  cliarire  concerning  him,  would 
listen  to  the  sVelling  song."  As  he  lifted  up  his  heart 
and  his  voice  in  prayer,  he  was  surrounded  with  the  ma- 
jesty and  glory  of  his  Maker.  The  "deep,  deep  sea'^ 
spread  its  illimitable  expanse  around  l\im.  '^Phe  heavens 
spread  out  like  the  curtains  of  Jehovah's  chamber,  and 
the  stars,  like  the  jewels  that  adorn  His  crown,  hung  ovei 
him  as  he  climbed  the  giddy  mast,  and  bowed  down  to 
pray.  Perhnps  he  had  little  imagination,  and  entered  not 
into  the  grandeur  of  the  scene  around  him.  But  he  had 
a  soul ;  a  soul  that  felt  the  power  of  God  ;  that  loved  high 
and  holy  communion  with  the  Father  of  spirits,  and  while 
the  others  below  were  rioting  in  the  mirth  of  a  sailors  jo- 
vial life,  his  joy  was,  literally  to  rise  above  the  world  and 
find  intercourse  with  heaven. 
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What  peace  there  was  in  that  sailor's  heart.  The 
storms  miu;ht  "rudely  toss  his  fiouDclering  bark,"  but 
they  could  not  shake  his  confidence  in  God.  The  ocean 
might  yawn  beneath  him  to  swallow  him  in  its  fathom- 
less depth,  but  he  was  sheltered  in  the  bosom  of  his  Fath- 
er's love.  The  frail  bark  might  be  driven  at  the  mercy 
of  the  winds,  or  be  dashed  on  the  rocks,  or  be  stranded 
on  the  shore  ;  but  he  had  a  hope  that  was  an  anchor  to 
the  soul,  both  sure  and  steadfast,  entering  into  that  with- 
in the  vail.  Through  the  thickest  darkness  that  envel- 
oped him,  the  "  Star  of  Bethlehem"  shed  its  loveliness 
over  his  path  in  the  trackless  deep,  and  guided  him  on- 
ward and  upward  to  the  heaven  of  his  eternal  rest.  Thith- 
erward from  mast-head  he  strained  his  eye,  and  true  as 
the  needle  to  the  pole,  lie  pursued  his  way.  When  tempt- 
ed he  sought  the  mast-head  to  pray ;  when  in  desponden- 
cy, at  the  mast-head  found  joy  ;  when  the  taunts  of  his 
companions  filled  his  ear  with  pain  and  his  soul  with 
grief,  he  fled  to  the  mast-head  and  poured  out  the  desire 
of  his  heart,  into  the  ear  of  Him  who  hears  the  humblest 
supplicants  that  cry. 

I  love  to  think  of  this  sailor,  I  wish  I  knew  him,  and 
could  kneel  down  with  him  and  hear  him  converse  with 
God.  How  few  would  be  as  faithful  as  he.  How  many 
would  neglect  their  closet  and  seldom  pray  in  secret,  un- 
less they  could  have  a  more  safe  retreat ;  a  more  sacred 
chamber  than  the  mast  of  a  wave- rocked  whaler.  But  He 
"  when  here  a  sailor's  pillow  pressed,"  walks  now  on  the 
mighty  deep,  and  when  the  tempest-tossed  mariner  cries, 
he  answers,  "  It  is  I,  be  not  afraid." 


Jflrs,  Sarah  Lamniam  Smith. 

A  MEMOIR  of  this  beloved  and  devoted  woman  has 
been  published.  Tiie  Biblical  Repository  contains  a  re- 
view of  it,  from  which  we  copy  an  extract  relating  to  her 
death : 

Two  years  and  four  months  r.go,  she  had  embarked 
from  Boston  as  a  missionary.  How  much  she  left  behind  ! 
How  short  her  misMonary  life,  how  great  the  disappoint- 
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ment  at  the  early  interruption  of  her  work  by  deatn  ! 
*'  That  destroycst  the  hope  of  man  !"  And  yet 

"  Sept.  22. — In  the  afternoon,  she  said  to  me  with  much 
earnestness,  '  When  you  write  to  my  friends,  after  all  is 
over,  one  thing  I  wish  yon  would  make  prominent.  It 
is,  that  I  feel  satisfied  with  the  course  I  have  taken,  and 
that  all  has  been  ordered  by  God.'  (Meaning  in  her  be- 
coming a  missionary.)  '  I  have  no  disposition  to  boast  of 
my  labors ;  but  I  feel  that  I  have  not  le(t  my  friends  and 
my  country  in  vain.  I  never  have  regretted  bavins:  done 
so,  nor  do  I  now.      TJiis  is  my  dying  testimony.''''^ 

'"Tell  my  friends  I  would  not  for  all  the  world  lay 
my  remains  any  where  but  liere,  on  missionary  groniid.' 
After  a  ^ood  many  remarks  showing  the  brightness  of  her 
views  of  spiritual  things,  some  of  which  could  be  but  in- 
distinctly heard,  she  exclaimed.  '  What  a  goodly  compa- 
ny of  ancestors  shall  I  meet  there  !  Yes^  and  the  holy  an- 
gels, and  the  Son  of  God  !  Oh,  the  Almighty  God  !  You 
know  nothing  of  his  glorious  majesty.  1  cannot  express 
it;  but  I  wanted  to  speak  of  it,  that  you  may  think  that 
yourselves  are  nothing.  I  have  thouglit  too  much  of  my- 
self In  this  sickness  I  have  thought  it  too  important 
that  my  ease  and  wants  should  be  consulted.  We  all 
think  that  we  are  of  more  importance  than  we  are.  Be- 
ware of  pride.' " 

"We  sung  that  beautiful  hymn  of  Doddridge  on  the  eter- 
nal Sabbath,  commencing, 

'  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love.' 

'•To  my  surprise,  her  voice,  which  she  had  so  long 
been  unable  to  use  for  singing,  was  occasionally  heard 
mingling  with  ours.  Her  face  beamed  with  a  smile  ot 
ecstasy;  and  so  intense  was  the  feeling  expressed  in  hei 
whole  aspect,  that  we  stopped  after  the  first  verse,  lest  she 
should  even  expire  while  drinking  the  cup  of  joy  we  had 
presented  to  her.  But  she  said  to  us,  'Go  on ;'  and  thouirh 
all  were  bathed  in  tears,  and  hardly  able  to  articulate,  we* 
proceeded.  I  was  sitting  with  her  hand  in  mine.  While 
singing  the  second  verse,  she  pressed  it,  and  turned  to  me 
at  the  same  time  such  a  heavenly  smile  as  stopped  my 
utterance.  Before  we  reached  the  end,  she  raised  both 
ner  hands  above  her  head,  and  gave  vent  to  her  ftelings 
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in  tears  of  pleasure,  and  almost  in  shouting.  After  prayer 
shi  s-aidj  'I  have  had  a  Uttle  gUmpse  of  what  1  am  going 
to  see.  It  was  but  a  gUmpse,  and  perhaps  it  was  imagi- 
nation.    But  it  seemed  a  glorious  sight.'" 

In  the  account  of  her  last  moments  we  have  an  inter- 
esting fact. 

"  Involuntary  groans  were  occasionally  uttered  in  her 
convulsions.     These,  as  we  were  listening  to  them  with 
painful  sympathy,  once,  to  our  suiprise,  melted  away  in 
to  musical  notes  ;  and  for  a  moment  our  ears  were  charm 
with  the  full  clear  tones  of  the  sweetest  melody.     N 
words  were  articulated,  and  she  was  evidently  uncon 
scions  of  every  thing  about  her.     It  seemed  as  if  her  soul 
was  already  joining  in  the  songs  of  heaven,  while  it  was 
yet  so  connected  with  the  body,  as  to  command  its  uncon- 
scious sympathy. 

We  can  never  forget  the  effect  of  this  incident  upon 
our  minds  when  we  first  heard  it  read.  We  cannot  re- 
member any  incident  in  the  dying  scene  of  any  individ- 
ual so  peculiar  and  striking.  We  have  been  accustomed 
to  consider  the  last  moments  of  Mr.  Evarts,  taking  into 
view  his  natural  temperament,  as  more  remarkable  than 
those  of  any  other  departed  friend  whom  we  have  ever 
known.  One  of  his  excla  nations  was,  "  O  !  the  face  of 
God  !"  Perhaps  this  was  only  anticipation  ;  it  may  have 
been  a  vision.  BiU  the  incident  referred  to  in  the  last 
moments  of  Mrs.  Smith  is  very  striking.  Those  musical 
sounds  were  wonderful.  They  remind  one  of  those  which 
are  said  to  have  come  from  Memnon's  statue  at  sunrise. 
They  were  the  accidental  notes  of  the  harp,  when  one  is 
removing  the  strings.  The  swan's  last  song  is  sweetest ; 
so  was  it  with  this  "  when  fleeing  to  her  mountain."  The 
passage  last  quoted  from  the  memoir  will,  we  doubt  not, 
long  be  remembered  by  all  who  read  the  book. 

"  Not  long  after,  she  again  opened  her  eyes  in  a  state 
of  consciousness.  A  smile  of  perfect  happiness  lighted  up 
her  emaciated  features.  She  looked  deliberately  around 
upon  dilferent  objects  in  the  room,  and  then  fixed  upon 
nie  a  look  of  the  tenderest  affection.  *  *  *  Her  frequen* 
prayers  that  the  Savior  would  meet  her  in  the  dark  val- 
ley, have  already  been  mentioned.  By  her  smile  she  un- 
doubtedly intended  to  assure  us  that  she  had  found  him 
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Words  she  could  not  utter  to  express  what  she  felt.  Life 
continued  to  struggle  with  its  last  enemy,  until  twenty 
minutes  before  eight  o'clock  ;  when  her  affectionate  heart 
gradually  ceased  to  beat,  and  her  soul  took  its  final  de- 
partu.re  to  be  forever  with  the  Lord." 

She  died  September  30,  1836,  in  the  34th  year  of  hei 
age,  having  been  a  missionary  about  two  years  and  foui 
months. 


The  JLost  Ilye. 


"  It  is  a  great  blessing  to  have  the  use  of  both  eyes,' 
said  a  friend  to  me  who  had  been  deprived  of  the  use  ol 
one  of  these  most  valuable  organs.  "  Yes,"  I  replied :  "  but, 
like  every  other  blessing,  they  who  enjoy  it  know  not 
how  to  appreciate  it.  But  pray,  tell  me,  how  came  you 
to  loose  the  sight  of  your  eye  ?"  "  O,"  said  he,  "  it  was  all 
owing  to  carlessness  and  disobedience.  When  I  was  a 
boy,  I  had  a  great  fondness  for  playing  with  gunpowder. 
I  delighted  in  nothing  so  much  as  exploding  crackers, 
and  making  little  squibs  of  powder,  and  touching:  them 
off. 

"  One  day  my  uncle  was  at  my  father's,  and,  as  was 
usually  his  practice,  gave  me  a  small  piece  of  money.  1 
was  delighted  with  the  present ;  for  it  immediately  oc- 
curred to  me  that  I  could  add  it  to  some  I  had,  and  buy 
a  little  cannon,  which  a  playmate  owned,  and  which  I 
knew  could  be  obtained  for  that  sum  of  money.  I  pur- 
chased the  article,  and  also  some  powder,  and  made 
several  successful  experiments  in  loading  and  firing  my 
cannon.  My  parents  on  learning  for  what  purpose  1  had 
spent  my  money,  reproved  me,  and  admonished  me  of 
the  thousand  accidents  that  had  occurred  among  children 
by  the  use  of  gunpowder,  and  forbid  me  ever  engaging 
in  such  dangerous  sports  again  ;  and  very  unkindly,  as 
I  then  thought,  took  away  both  powder  and  cannon. 

"  It  was  not  long,  however,  before  I  devised  means  to 
obtain  another.  Supposing  my  parents  would  take  that 
away  also,  I  resolved  that  I  would  have  at  least  one  good 
time  with  it  before  they  should  learn  that  I  had  it.  Ac- 
cordingly, I  watched  for  an  opportunity  ;  and  one  after- 
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noon,  when  my  mother  was  out,  I  took  out  my  cannon 
into  the  garden,  and  began  to  load  it.  The  maid-servant 
remonstrated  with  me,  and  told  me  she  should  certainly 
tell  my  parents  ;  but  I  paid  no  regard  to  her.  There  is 
nothing  hke  having  a  good  blast,  as  the  boys  say.  So  I 
loaded  up  my  cannon  almost  to  the  muzzle,  ignorant  of 
what  I  was  doing.  I  fired  off  the  piece,  and  as  might  be 
supposed,  it  burst  and  scattered  the  fragments  in  every 
direction.  I  was  wounded  in  several  places,  but  more 
especially  in  my  eye ;  into  which  a  piece  of  the  metal 
was  hurled  ;  and  from  that  day  to  this,  I  have  never 
been  able  to  see  out  of  it. — 1  was  laid  upon  a  bed  of  sick- 
ness for  several  weeks,  and  suffered  much  pain  ;  but  it 
was  nothing  compared  with  what  I  have  suffered  since. 
The  thought  that  it  was  all  owing  to  disobedience^  has 
been  very  painful.  1  have  thought  a  thousand  times 
since,  O,  that  I  had  obeyed  the  admonitions  and  instruc 
tions  of  my  parents. — Whenever  I  see  a  child  disobedient 
to  its  parents  or  guardians.  I  always  think  of  my  lost  eye, 
and  wish  that  they  might  profit  by  my  unhappy  expe- 
rience." We  hope  that  all  ^^outhful  readers  will  derive 
much  benefit  by  reading  this  story,  and  remember  that 
the  safest  way  is  always  to  do  what  your  parents  direct ; 
and  that  God  will,  either  in  this  or  another  world,  mani- 
fest his  displeasure  against  the  disobedient. 


The  Sunday  JFart^* 


As  I  was  walking  one  Lord's  day  to  the  house  of  God, 
I  saw  a  party  of  young  people  on  before  me,  whose  vola- 
tile manners  ill  accorded  with  the  sanctity  of  the  day ;  and 
just  as  I  was  passing  them,  I  heard  one  say, 

"  Indeed  I  think  we  shall  do  wrong — my  conscience 
con[5emns  me — I  must  return." 

"  There  can  be  no  harm,"  replied  another,  '•  in  taking 
an  excursion  on  the  water,  especially  as  we  have  resolved 
to  go  to  a  place  of  worship  this  evening." 

"  I  must  return,"  rejoined  a  female  voice  ;  my  con- 
science condemns  me.  What  will  my  father  say  if  he 
hear  of  it  ?" 

By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  bridge;  and  on-;  of 
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the  party  was  busily  engaged  with  a  waterman,  while 
the  rest  stood  in  close  debate  for  a  few  minutes,  when 
they  all  moved  towards  the  water.  Two  of  the  gentle- 
men stepped  into  the  boat,  two  more  stood  at  the  water's 
edge,  and  the  females  were  handed  one  by  one  into  the 
boat.  It  was  a  fine  morning,  thougii  rather  cold,  and  the 
tide  was  running  at  its  usual  rate  ;  many  were  gazing  on 
them,  when  a  naval  officer  standing  near,  called  to  them 
through  the  balustrades,  and  said, 

"  A  pleasant  morning^  to  you." 

One  of  the  gentlemen  suddenly  arose  to  return  the 
compliment,  but  from  some  cause  which  I  could  not  per- 
ceive, he  fell  over  into  the  water.  This  disaster  threw 
the  whole  party  into  the  utmost  consternation,  and  each 
one,  instead  of  remainmg  in  his  seat,  rushed  to  the  side 
of  the  boat  over  which  their  companion  had  fallen,  which 
upset  it,  and  all  were  instantaneously  plunged  into  the 
deep.  The  shriek  which  the  multitude  of  spectators  gave, 
when  they  beheld  this  calamity,  exceeded  any  similar 
noise  I  ever  heard  ;  several  females  fainted — boats  imme- 
diately put  off;  and  in  a  few  minutes,  the  watermen 
rescued  one  and  another,  and  another  from  a  premature 
grave.  Having  picked  up  all  they  could  find,  the  differ- 
ent boats  were  rowed  to  the  shore,  where  some  medical 
gentlemen  were  in  waiting ;  but  when  the  party  met  to- 
gether, no  language  can  describe  the  horror  which  was 
depicted  on  every  countenance  when  they  found  that  two 
were  still  missing. 

''  Where  is  my  sister  ?"  said  the  voice  which  had  said, 
only  a  few  minutes  before,  "  there  can  be  no  harm  in 
taking  an  excursion  on  the  water,  especially  as  we  have 
resolved  to  <jo  to  church  in  the  evenintr?' 

"  Where's  my  Charles  ?"  said  a  female,  who  had  ap 
peared  the  most  gay  and  sprightly  when  I  first  saw  them. 

At  length  two  boats  which  liad  orone  a  considerable 
distance  were  seen  returning;  on  being  asked,  if  they  had 
picked  up  any,  they  replied,  "Yes — two."  This  reply 
electrified  the  whole  party  ;  they  wept  for  joy,  and  so  did 
others  who  stood  around  them. 

'•  Here's  a  o^entleman,"  said  the  boatman ;  '•'  but  I  be- 
lieve he's  dead." 

"  Where's  the  lady,"  said  the  brother,"  is  she  safe  7" 
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"  She  is  in  the  other  boat,  sir." 

"  Is  she  ali\^e  ? — lias  she  spoken  ?" 

"  No,  sir  ;  she  has  not  spoken,  I  believe." 

"  Is  she  dead  ?  oh,  tell  me." 

"  I  fear  she  is,  sir." 

The  bodies  were  immediately  removed  from  the  boats 
to  a  house  in  the  vicinity,  and  every  effort  was  employed 
to  restore  animation,  and  some  faint  hopes  were  enter- 
tained by  the  medical  gentlemen  that  they  should  suc- 
ceed. In  the  space  of  little  more  than  ten  minutes,  they 
announced  the  joyful  news,  tliat  the  gentleman  began 
to  breathe ;  but  they  made  no  allusions  to  the  lady.  Her 
brother  sat  motionless,  absorbed  in  the  deepest  melan- 
choly, till  the  actual  decease  of  his  sister  was  announced, 
when  he  started  up,  and  became  almost  frantic  with  grief. 
He  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  my  sister  !  my  sister  !  would  to  God 
I  had  died  for  thee  !"  They  were  all  overwhelmed  with 
trouble,  and  knew  not  what  to  do. 

•'  Who  will  bear  the  heavy  tidings  to  our  father?"  said 
the  brother,  as  he  paced  the  room  backwards  and  for- 
wards, like  a  maniac  broke  loose  from  the  cell  of  misery. 
— ^"  Oh,  who  will  bear  the  heavy  tidings  to  our  father?" 
He  paused — a  death-like  silence  pervaded  the  whole  apart- 
ment— he  again  burst  forth  in  the  agony  of  despair — "  I 
forced  her  to  go  against  the  dictates  of  her  conscience — I 
am  her  murderer — I  ought  to  have  perished,  and  not  my 
sister.     Who  will  bear  the  heavy  tidings  to  our  father  ?" 

"I  will,"  said  a  gentleman,  who  had  been  unremitting 
in  his  attentions  to  the  sufferers. 

"  Do  you  know  him,  sir  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  know  him." 

"  Oh  !  how  can  I  ever  appear  in  his  presence  ?  I  en- 
ticed one  of  the  best  of  children  to  an  act  of  disobedience, 
which  has  destroyed  her  !" 

How  the  old  man  received  the  intelligence,  or  what 
moral  effect  resulted  from  this  disaster,  we  never  heard  ; 
but  it  may  furnish  us  with  a  few  reflections,  which  we* 
wish  to  impress  upon  the  attention  of  our  readers. 

As  the  Sunday  is  instituted  for  the  purpose  of  promot- 
ing your  moral  improvement  and  felicity,  never  devote 
its  sacred  hours  to  the  recreations  of  pleasure.  He  who 
has  cjommanded  you  to  keep  it  holy,  will  not  suffer  you 
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to  profane  it  with  impunity.  He  may  not  bring  down 
upon  you  the  awful  expressions  of  his  displeasure  while 
you  are  in  the  act  of  setting  at  open  defiance  his  authority ; 
but  there  is  a  day  approaching,  when  you  must  stand  be- 
fore him  ;  and  it  may  not  be  far  off.  By  a  sudden  visi- 
tation of  Providence,  you  may  be  removed  from  the  midst 
of  your  gay  companions  to  appear  in  his  presence.  Resist 
the  first  temptation  to  evil,  or  ruin  may  be  the  inevitable 
consequence.  What  a  warning  is  contained  in  this  nar- 
rative !  And  is  this  the  only  one  which  the  history  of 
crime  has  given  you?  Alas,  no !  Have  not  many,  who 
ended  their  days  in  ignominy,  traced  up  their  ruin  to  the 
profanation  of  the  Sabbath  ?  This  is  the  day  in  which 
the  foul  spirits  are  abroad  enticing  the  young  and  the 
thoughtless  to  evil :  and  if  you  wish  to  avoid  the  degra- 
dation and  misery  in  which  others  have  been  involved, 
devote  its  sacred  hours  to  the  purpose  for  which  they 
were  appointed. 


The  Early  I^ead. 

[To  Mr. and  Mrs. on  the  loss  of  an  only  child.] 

I  HOPE  I  am  not  insensible  to  the  severity  of  the  blow 
which  has  fallen  upon  you,  and  spread  desolation  over 
your  house,  I  desire  in  the  spirit  of  Him,  who  was  a  man 
of  sorrows,  to  condole  with  you  in  this  affliction.      It 

seems  but  yesterday,  that  I  beheld  your  dear  A ,  and 

rejoiced  with  you  in  her  personal  comeliness,  and  her 
bright  promise.  Now,  the  grave  covers  her  from  our 
sight.  Alas !  how  insecure  are  our  choicest  pleasures, 
and  our  most  valued  blessings.  Like  the  dew  upon  a 
flower,  how  soon  they  vanish,  and  we  see  them  no  more  ! 
We  trust— our  confidence  is  destroyed  ;  we  hope — our 
expectation  is  cut  off. 

It  is  no  province  of  mine  to  exhort  you  not  to  mourn. 
"  Jesus  wept.''  The  bosom  will  heave:  we  have  affec- 
tions and  sympathies,  and  who  shall  say  it  is  unchristian 
to  drop  the  tributary  tear  over  the  ashes  of  the  loved  and 
lost  ?  But  I  may  exhort  you  to  seek  that  temper  of  re 
^ignation,  which  will  enable  you  to  say  with  Job — "  The 
Lord  gave,  and  the  Lord  hath  taken  away,  blessed  be  ilie 
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name  of  the  Lord."  You  may  have  occasion  hereaftei 
to  say,  It  is  good  for  us  that  we  have  been  afflicted. 

"  Amid  your  list  of  blessings  infinite, 
This  may  stand  foremost,  that  your  hearts  have  hledP 

Pray  that  God  would  not  only  send  consolation,  but  the 
sanctifying  influences  of  his  Spirit :  pray  that  "this  dart, 
like  that  which  once  pierced  an  imposthume  in  battle, 
may  bring  health  with  its  wounds  ;"  and  you  shall  be 
enabled  to  say  with  one  of  old,  "  The  Lord  hath  chasten- 
ed us  sore  ;  but  he  hath  not  given  us  over  unto  death." 

Death,  though  it  involves  many  circumstances  of  a 
painful  character,  is  often,  in  no  small  degree,  rendered 
even  attractive  and  lovely.  There  is  something  glorious 
and  sublime  in  the  exit  of  a  saint,  who  is  ripe  for  heaven, 
from  this  sorrowful,  sinful  world.  There  is  something 
even  lovely  in  the  departure  of  an  infant  to  be  with 
angels,  notwithstanding  the  awful  chasm  it  occasions  in 
the  bereaved  circle.  The  lifeless  clay  is  beautiful ;  death 
cannot  "  steal  the  signet-ring  of  heaven."  It  is  no  para- 
dox, then,  to  speak  of  the  beauty  of  death.  We  gaze 
upon  features,  pale  and  cold  indeed,  but  which  have  never 
been  furrowed  by  care  ;  which  have  never  been  distorted 
by  envy,  malice,  or  revenge — never  have  been  darkened 
by  pining  grief  And  as  we  gaze,  there  is  no  retrospect 
of  reverses  and  vicissitudes,  of  sorrow,  and  of  sin.  True, 
we  behold  the  remains  of  one  who  was  the  offspring  of 
depraved  parents,  who  inherited  a  depraved  nature,  and 
could  be  saved  only  by  the  atoning  merits  of  a  crucified 
Savior  ;  and  who,  if  life  had  lasted,  would  have  been  ex- 
posed to  temptation  and  sin.  But  how  consolatory  and 
cheering  the  reflection  that  the  soul,  which  so  lately  ani- 
mated the  lifeless  frame,  now  adorns,  like  a  starry  gem. 
the  crown  of  our  glorious  Immanuel. 

It  is  a  relief  to  the  agonized  feelings  of  parents  and 
bereaved  friends,  that  the  early  dead  are  rescued  from 
many  evils  to  come.  This  world  is  a  wilderness,  through 
which  it  is  impossible  to  pass  and  avoid  danger  ;  or  this 
life  is  a  voyage  which  exposes  us  to  many  tempests  and 
adverse  winds.  How  many,  in  their  sorrow,  have  mourn- 
ed, like  Job,  that  they  did  not  die  in  infancy,  "  for  then 
they  should  have  lain  still  and  been  quiet ;  they  should 
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have  s.ept  and  been  at  rest."  The  early  dead  escape  not 
only  temptations  and  sins,  bnt  from  the  hazards  of  this 
changeful  world,  from  vicissitudes,  pain,  weakness,  from 
days  of  anguish,  from  sleepless  nights,  from  untold  agony. 
The  merciful  Disposer  of  events  may  have  foreseen  a 
storm  of  adversity  impending,  and  therefore  removed 
your  precious  lamb  to  a  place  of  safety — the  upper  fold 
— to  the  bosom  of  the  good  Shepherd.  Is  it  not  safer, 
nay,  happier,  on  that  bosom  than  it  could  have  been  on 
your  own? 

And  how  consolatory  is  the  reflection  that  your  dear 

A is  not  lost,  but  only  removed  to  another  apai^ment 

in  our  heavenly  Father's  house  !  Gone  before  you — gone^ 
indeed,  to  return  no  more ;  but  not  lost,  and  may  still  be 
yours ; 

"  A  treasure  but  removed, 
A  bright  bird  parted  for  a  clearer  day — 
Yours  still  in  heaven  I" 

Yours  hereafter  to  meet— yours  to  love — yours  with 
whom  to  rejoice  in  eternal  hymns  of  praise  to  a  glorified 
Savior.  If  children  are  a  parent's  jewels,  let  him  not  be 
disconsolate,  when  they  are  taken  to  be  planted  in  the 
Redeemer's  diadem.  If  children  are  our  olive  plants, 
flowers  which  we  tenderly  cherish,  let  us  not  mourn 
when  they  are  taken  to  a  shelter  from  the  wintry  storm 
and  tempest. 

It  is  to  Christianity  we  are  indebted  for  the  most  effec- 
tual consolation  in  the  hour  of  bereavement.  It  disrobes 
death  of  its  terrors,  and  disarms  him  of  his  sting.  It 
teaches  us  to  view  death  as  a  separation,  and  strews  the 
amaranth  over  the  tomb.  Christianity  styles  death  a 
sleep,  anti  the  grave  a  bed  ;  an  old  writer  calls  it  "  a  per- 
fumed bed,"  for  Jesus  slept  in  it.  It  consecrates  the  sep- 
ulchre. It  places  angels  of  light  around  its  portals  to 
gruard  and  keep  the  reposing  dust,  and  writes  thereon, 
"'Hope,''  "Eternal  Life." 
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The  W^hole  Crew  Converted* 

The  following  fact,  says  the  Sailor's  Magazine  for  An 
2fiist,  was  conirimnicated  by  a  respected  brother  who  has 
been  laboring  among  seamen  in  the  port  of  New  York  : 

The  William  Hannington,  Captain  Bell,  master,  left 
Newcastle-upon-Tyne,  about  the  tirst  of  April  last,  Avith 
a  crew  of  fourteen  men,  laden  with  coal  for  the  Uni 
ted  States.  A  lady  belonging  to  the  Baptist  chapel,  in 
Newcastle,  feeling  a  deep  interest  in  seamen,  put  into  the 
hands  of  the  Captain,  a  few  days  before  leaving  port,  a 
package  of  tracts  and  magazines  for  the  crew.  "I  took 
them,"  said  the  Captain,  "and,  according  to  her  wishes, 
distributed  among  the  hands,  until  the  whole  had  gone 
the  rounds  among  them.  In  a  very  iQ\Y  days,  after  leav- 
ing sight  of  the  Highlands  of  Scotland,  the  second  mate, 
a  well  bred  and  intelligent  young  Scotchman,  came  to 
me  and  said,  '  Sir,  L hardly  know  what  is  the  matter;  but 
your  tracts  have  produced  a  feeling  among  them  that  I 
have  never  seen  before.  If  you  have  any  doubt  on  the 
subject,  go  look  into  the  forecastle  and  see  for  yourself.' 
I  stepped  down  and  sure  enough  every  man  was  reading 
with  an  engagedness  as  though  his  very  life  and  soul 
were  in  it.  On  returning  to  the  cabin  the  mate  continued, 
'  Sir,  they  wish  the  Bible  read  to  them,  and  to-morrow 
(meaning  the  sabbath,)  they  wish  to  obtain  permission  to 
hold  a  religious  service  among  themselves  in  the  fore- 
castle.' 1  can  have  no  objection  to  that  I  am  sure,  I  re- 
marked, but  who  will  lead  them,  mate,  seeing  none  of  us 
make  any  professions  that  way?  'I  shall  make  my  best 
endeavors,'  was  the  reply,  '  and  I  suppose  others  will  do 
the  same.'  Yery  well,  I  said,  there  is  a  prospect  now  ot 
fine  weather,  make  all  snug,  I  will  take  the  helm,  and 
let  every  one  that  wishes,  attend  the  service.  The  ar- 
rangements were  made — the  Sabbath  came— a  meeting 
among  themselves  was  held,  morning  and  afternoon.  A 
privilege  for  a  prayer-meeting  was- again  asked  for  in  the 
evening.  I  objected — 'But,'  said  the  mate,  'you  had  no 
objection  all  day,  why  object  now?'  My  objection  is,  I 
replied,  that  you  must  not  hold  the  meeting  in  the  fore- 
castle, but  in  the  cabin,  where  I  may  have  a  spice  of  a 
privileg<i  with  you   myself,   since  I  have  accommodated 
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you  all  day  by  standing  at  the  helm.  Accordingly,  in  the 
evening,  every  man  came  down  into  the  cabin.  I  tcx^k  the 
Bible  and  read  a  chapter,  and  called  upon  the  mate  to 
pray.  In  a  moment  all  were  upon  their  knees.  The 
mate  proceeded  a  little  way,  but  soon  choked  up  with 
tears,  and  broke  down.  The  cook  then  undertook  it,  and 
he  soon  swamped  in  the  same  way.  I  then  said  to  one 
of  the  apprentice  boys,  Billy,  can't  you  pray  for  us?  The 
little  fellow  began  and  made  an  excellent,  sweet  little 
prayer,  and  seemed  to  get  along  the  best  of  any  us.  "The 
fact  is,"  said  the  captain,  "  we  were  all  overwhelmed  with 
a  sense  of  our  sins,  and  as  there  was  not  one  of  us  that 
had  made  any  profession  of  a  religious  experience,  we 
made  rather  lame  work  of  it  at  first;  but,  I  do  hope,  that 
God,  in  his  mercy,  has  heard  our  poor  petitions,  and  con- 
verted every  man  on  board.  As  to  myself,"  said  the  cap- 
tain, "  it  is  my  intention,  if  it  please  God,  to  connect  my- 
self with  his  people,  and  with  the  church,  of  which  my 
praying  wife  is  a  member  ;  and  I  suppose  it  is  the  proba 
ble  intention  of  others  to  do  the  same." 


The  Scoffer  mid  the  Profane. 

During  the  residence  of  a  few  years  at  ,  I  occa- 
sionally met  with  a  youth  whose  melancholy  end  in  con- 
nection with  his  character,  affords  a  solemn  warning  to 
those  designated  by  the  names  which  are  placed  at  the 
head  of  this  paragraph.     His  history  was  briefly  this. 

He  was  a  youth  of  sprightly  mind — fond  of  society, 
and  among  his  companions  the  gayest  of  the  gay — a  lea- 
der in  folly  and  in  sin.  Although  called  to  move  in  a 
humble  sphere  of  life,  he  seemed  not  only  calculated,  but 
desirous  to  exert  an  influence  upon  his  own  circle  of 
friends  and  even  beyond  it,  but  the  influence  which  he 
desired,  and  which  he  did  exert,  was  of  the  most  per- 
nicious kind.  He  early  chose  the  scoffer's  seat,  and  oc- 
cupied it  with  delight.  The  word  of  God  was  the  subject 
of  his  constant  ridicule.  He  would  even  collect  the  chil- 
dren about  him  in  the  street  and  endeavor  to  instil  into 
their  minds,  his  own  feelings  of  hostility  to  holy  things. 
by  telling  them  that  the  Bible  was  a  book  of  lies — that 


MISCELLANY.  391 

there  was  no  hell — that  all  these  things  were  the  inveniioa 
of  dosigning  priests  who  desired  to  dupe  their  people 
and  advance  their  own  selfish  ends  thereby. 

As  might  be  expected  from  his  character,  he  was  great- 
ly addicted  to  profaning  the  name  of  God.  As  he  drew 
nearer  the  end  of  his  short  career,  he  seemed  more  and 
more  filled  with  a  spirit  of  scorning  and  blasphemy.  Af- 
ter his  mournfal  end,  I  learned  that  in  anticipation  of  the 
holidays,  which  were  near,  he  had  resolved  and  prepared 
to  spend  them  in  greater  thoug^htlessness  and  contempt  of 
God  than  ever  before.  One  afternoon  as  a  funeral  pro- 
cession was  passing  the  house  where  he  resided,  he  re- 
marked to  one  that  was  with  him,  that  he  should  have 
many  grey  hairs  in  his  head  before  they  could  get  him 
into  such  a  box  as  that  (alluding  to  the  coffin  or  hearse) 
speaking  at  the  same  time  in  the  most  trifling  manner  of 
death.  But,  alas,  he  knew  not  the  cup  of  his  iniquity  was 
so  nearly  filled,  and  that  he  was  so  soon  to  be  driven  away 
in  his  wickedness.  As  I  was  returning  from  the  funeral 
referred  to,  I  observed  a  crowd  gathered  in  the  street,  and 
presently  saw  a  young  man  carried  out  from  their  midst, 
apparently  lifeless,  and  taken  to  a  neighboring  house.  It 
was  this  youth.  He  had  left  home  just  after  the  proces- 
sion passed,  and  calling  upon  a  friend  in  whose  presence 
he  exhibited  the  reckless  and  wicked  spirit  which  charac- 
terized him,  he  received  a  kind  but  severe  rebuke,  and  a 
solemn  warning  to  prepare  for  a  judgment  to  come,  but  he 
turned  it  aside  with  jesting  and  ridicule.  Going  out  into 
the  street  he  met  with  some  persons  who  had  an  exceed- 
ingly wild  horse  which  no  one  ventured  to  ride.  He  im- 
mediately offered  to  mount  him.  Being  strongly  urged 
to  desist,  and  assured  of  the  danger,  he  persisted  in  his 
determination,  and  declared  "  he  would  ride  him  if  he  rode 
him  to  hell."  These  were  the  last  words  he  ever  uttered. 
Ha  had  no  sooner  mounted  the  horse  than  he  was  thrown 
violently  upon  the  ground,  falling  upon  his  head,  and 
\vas  taken  up  in  a  state  of  insensibility.  He  lingered  a 
day  or  tv/o,  but  although  he  rolled  his  head  from  side  to 
side,  and  moaned  most  piteously,  as  if  in  great  pain,  he 
gave  no  other  signs  of  consciousness,  and  at  length  entered 
the  eternal  world. 

Dear  reader,  do  you  ever  permit  your  tongue  tc  speaK 
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lightly  of  God's  holy  world?  Does  his  awful  name, 
which  angels  dare  not  use  hut  with  ascriptions  of  Holy, 
Holy,  Holy,  ever  escape  your  lips  profanely?  Do  you 
spend  your  breath  in  blasphemy,  and  mocking  God  and 
his  sacred  truth?  Do  you  dare  to  trifle  with  death  and 
judgment  and  hell  ?  O,  remember  how  soon  that  breath 
may  be  stopped — those  lips  sealed,  and  that  tongue  stilled 
in  death.  You  will  not  much  longer  be  permitted  to 
scoff  at  God  and  his  word.  Your  next  oath,  your  next 
scoff  may  be  your  last,  and  may  be  your  last  words.  To 
avoid  even  the  possibility  of  such  an  end,  (of  which  you 
have  so  many  examples  and  warnings,)  the  next  time  you 
use  the  name  or  the  word  of  God,  let  it  be  to  cry  with  a 
broken  heart,  "God  be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner." 


The  Tract  and  the  tFu^. 

While  traveling  through  an  adjoining  county  a  few 
days  since,  1  was  informed  of  a  circumstance  which  is 
proof  positive,  of  the  real  value  of  tracts.  A  brother  wlio 
had  met  with  an  accident  while  passing  through  the  town 

of ,  called  at  a  blacksmith's  shop  for  aid.     The  smith 

was  absent,  but  his  wife  allowed  the  stranger  to  use  the 
forge  and  tools,  as  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  proceed 
without  repairing  the  loss.  While  at  work  in  the  shop, 
he  accidentally  stumbled  on  a  jug  which  contained  ardent 
spirits.  The  careless  appearance  of  the  working  appara 
tus — the  leaky  and  crazy  house — the  rickety  fence — the 
garden  overrun  with  weeds—the  lean,  half-starved  cow — 
in  fact,  all  he  saw  or  heard,  plainly  said — "a  drunkard 
lives  here."  He  fortunately  had  a  tract  on  drunkenness 
which  he  thrust  between  the  handle  and  the  jug,  praying 
that  God  would  use  it  for  good.  The  miserable  husband 
— the  unkind  father — the  brutal  inebriate,  returned— he 
had  pressed  the  cup  of  liquid  fire  to  his  lips,  his  soul  was 
bathed  in  alcohol — the  fountain  of  human  kindness  has 
been  burned  within  him — all  the  tender  s^^mpathies  of 
the  heart  were  chilled— and  how  could  he  expect  to  find 
his  home  the  calm  and  peaceful  cottage  where  he  once 
centered  all  his  hopes.     Sullen  and  morose,  he  see«s  hip 
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companion  the  jug.  But  what  is  that  in  the  handle  !  He 
reads — dashes  it  upon  the  ground— tramples  upon  it — 
conscience  gave  a  sting — he  took  it  up — read — wept- --re- 
read— the  tears  rolled  down  his  bloated  face — "  Oh  my 
wife^  my  ruined  babies  !  1  am  an  ungrateful  husband,  an 
unworthy  father  !  This  cursed  jug!  ^^  He  confessed  his 
sin,  and  put  away  his  cursed  jitg^  the  source  of  all  his  ills. 
A  family  saved  the  awful  duty  of  carrying  a  drunkard 
to  his  grave — a  maniac  made  sober — a  broken,  bleeding 
heart  healed  — a  mother's  bitter,  scalding  tears,  made  to 
cease  their  flowing.  What  a  change  !  Tlie  brutal  father 
becomes  an  aflectionate  protector ;  the  cruel  husband  be- 
comes the  kind  and  attentive  companion  ;  the  leaky  roof 
keeps  off  the  pelting  storm  ;  the  half-starved,  ragged  chil- 
dren fed  and  clad  ;  now  they  meet  their  father  with  out- 
stretched arms;  they  cling  round  his  knees,  kiss  his 
furrowed  cheek  ;  and  soothe  his  aching  bosom.  What  a 
change  I  The  despised  family  is  respected  ;  the  discon- 
solate wife  is  filled  with  joy,  and  peace,  love  and  happi- 
ness reign  now,  where  pale  sorrow  made  her  home.  What 
has  done  this?  A  tract  that  cost  one  fourth  of  a  cent. 
The  stranger  who  left  that  mute  yet  eloquent  preacher, 
has  more  reason  to  rejoice,  than  he  who  rules  an  empire ; 
one  may  rule  a  nation,  the  other  has  been  instrumental  in 
saving  tin  im??iortal  sonl!  Dear  reader — do  you  drink 
ardent  spirits?  O  be  careful — one  more  glass,  and  one 
more,  until  thy  soul  is  forever  lost !  Be  persuaded  to  put 
down  that  glass — there  is  death  in  it  f  A  serpent  hides 
his  head  there,  and  will  stins:  your  soul — one  more  dram 
has  ruined  thousands.  "  The  jn'udent  manforeseeth  the 
evil,  and  hideth  himself ;  the  simple  pass  on  and  are 
punishedJ^ 


Integrity  of  JVashington. 

During  the  administration  of  Washington,  as  President 
of  the  United  States,  an  application  was  m.ade  to  him  by 
a  gentleman  for  a  lucrative  and  highly  responsible  office 
within  his  gift.  The  application  was  made  Avith  more 
contidence  of  success,  from  the  fact,  that  this  gentleman 
had  been  the  friend  and   companion   of  the   General 
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throughout  the  whole  course  of  the  Revohitionary  wrr, 
luring  which  he  had  received,  on  various  occasions,  in- 
dubitable marks  of  his  kindness  and  partiahty.  He  had 
become,  in  the  estimation,  if  not  of  himscilf,  of  his  friends, 
m  a  degree  necessary  to  tlie  happiness  of  Wasliington, 
and  had  therefore,  in  their  opinion,  only  to  apply  for  the 
office,  to  receive  it.  It  was  a  boon,  which,  while  it  would 
ensure  competency  and  ease  to  a  friend,  would  bring  that 
friend  into  frequent  intercourse  with  his  patron,  and  for- 
mer associate  iu  arms. 

For  the  same  office,  however,  there  was  a  competitor  ; 
but  as  he  was  decidedly  hostile  to  the  politics  of  Wash- 
ington, and  had  made  himself  conspicuous  among  the  op- 
posers  of  his  administration,  no  serious  apprehensions 
were  felt  from  this  quarter.  Towards  such  a  mau — a 
well  known  political  enemy — Washington  surely  could 
feel  under  no  obligations,  and  was  not  likely  to  prefer 
such  an  one  to  a  personal  friend  and  favorite.  Every 
one  acquainted  with  the  pretensions  of  the  two  applicants, 
was  at  no  loss  to  judge  as  to  the  President's  decision,  and 
the  concurrent  opinion  was  in  favor  of  the  friend,  and 
as^ainst  his  competitor. 

Judge,  then,"  the  general  surprise,  when  it  was  an- 
nounced that  the  political  opponent  of  Washington  was 
appointed  to  the  office,  and  the  former  associate  of  the 
General  in  the  toils  and  deprivations  of  the  camp,  was 
left  destitute  and  dejected. 

When  his  decision  was  known,  a  mutual  friend,  who 
interested  himself  in  the  affair,  ventured  to  remonstrate 
with  the  President  on  the  injustice  of  his  appointment. 
"My  friend,"  replied  this  illustrious  man,  "I  receive  with 
a  cordial  welcome  ;  he  is  welcome  to  my  house,  and  wel- 
come to  my  heart ;  but  with  all  his  good  qualities,  he  is 
not  a  man  of  business.  His  opponent,  with  all  his  politi- 
cal hostility  to  me,  is  a  man  of  business.  My  private  feel- 
ings have  nothing  to  do  in  the  case  !  1  am  not  George 
Washington,  but  President  of  the  United  States,  As 
George  Washington,  I  would  do  this  man  any  kmaness 
m  my  power ;  but  as  President  of  the  United  States,  1 
can  do  nothing." 

Who  can  read  this  incident  in  the  life  of  "his  distin- 
guished man,  and  not  admire  his  integrity  ?     The  temp 
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tation  to  hazard  the  public  good  for  the  benefit  and  o^rati- 
fication  of  a  friend — must  have  been  powerful.  Some 
might  have  persuaded  themselves  that  the  public  weal 
would  not  suffer  ;  at  least,  they  would  have  been  willing 
to  make  the  experiment.  But  Washington  seems  to  have 
proceeded  in  this  instance,  and  in  what  snnilar  instance 
did  he  not  proceed,  upon  just  and  conscientious  princi- 
ples? His  friend,  with  all  his  estimable  qualities,  had  no 
business  tact ;  his  enemy  was  a  gentleman  of  strong  integ- 
rity, promptitude,  and  fidelity  in  business,  and  every  quali- 
ty, which,  if  called  mto  exercise,  would  render  service  to 
the  state.  The  decision  of  Washington,  therefore,  was 
just,  honorable,  and  patriotic. 

But  whence  this  admirable,  I  may  say  almost  singular 
integrity?  Was  Washington  an  exception  to  the  infirm- 
ities of  our  nature?  Or  was  his  piety  of  a  higher  order, 
and  more  efficient  in  its  influence  ?  The  first  is  inadmis- 
sible— the  latter,  improbable.  But  the  true  explanation 
of  his  sterlino;  integrity  is  to  be  found,  I  think,  in  that 
happy  and  efficient  maternal  influence^  which  it  is  well 
known,  was  exercised  upon  him  in  his  early  days.  On 
the  death  of  his  fiather,  which  occurred  when  he  was 
only  ten  years  old,  the  charge  of  his  education  devolved 
upon  his  mother.  All  accounts  concur  in  the  admission 
that  she  was  an  extraordinary  woman — possessing  not 
only  rare  intellectual  endowments,  but  those  moral  quali- 
ties which  give  elevation,  worth,  and  dignity  to  the  soul. 
These  lessons  she  was  particularly  anxious  to  engraft 
upon  the  heart  of  a  beloved  son,  and  with  what  success, 
the  history  of  his  life  displays. 

The  particular  process  by  which  she  accomplished  so 
happy  a  design,  it  is  not  in  my  power  at  this  time  to  de- 
scribe; but  a  story  occurs  to  my  recollection,  which  may 
serve  to  show  the  adroit  and  admirable  manner  in  which 
she  proceeded  on  a  certain  occasion. 

In  the  ample  pasture  belono:ing  to  her  plantation,  was 
a  colt,  which,  on  account  of  his  beauty  and  high  promise, 
she  valued  very  much.  Although  of  suflicient  age  to  be 
used,  it  had  never  been  mounted  ;  no  one  seemed  disposed 
to  attempt  to  break  its  wild  and  vicious  spirit.  One  day, 
George  proposed  t^  some  of  his  companions  to  assist  him 
at  a  future  time  to  secure  the  colt,  until  he  could  mount, 
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and  he  would  curb  his  proud  spirit.  Accordino^ly,  soon 
after  sunrise,  one  morning,  the  youthful  band  assembled^ 
and  having  drove  the  animal  into  an  enclosure,  succeed- 
ed, with  no  small  difficulty  however,  in  bridling  him. 
In  a  moment,  George  sprung  upon  his  back,  and  the  next 
moment  the  surprised,  wild,  maddened  creature  bounded 
forth  into  the  open  field— rearing,  running,  plunging; 
but  George  grinding  his  teeth  and  clinchitig  fast  the  bridle 
and  the  mane,  held  his  seat  firmly,  as  much  determined 
to  subdne,  as  the  colt  was  determined  not  to  be  subdued. 
The  struggle  was  mutually  desperate  ;  and  as  the  com- 
panions of  George  looked  on,  their  terror  and  amazement 
increased  with  eve-ry  passing  moment.  At  length,  the 
colt  obtained  the  advantage,  and  bounding  forward  with 
the  speed  of  an  arrow,  made  a  mis-step,  and  in  his  fall 
broke  a  blood-vessel,  and  died  on  the  spot. 

George  came  down  unhurt,  but  when  he  beheld  the 
gasping  of  the  noble  annual,  and  thought  of  his  mother's 
regard  for  it,  he  was  troubled.  His  companions  hurried 
tothe  spot,  and  joimng  in  the  regrets  of  George,  anxious- 
ly inquired,  "  what  will  your  mother  say — who  can  tell 
her?" 

At  this  moment  they  were  summoned  to  breakfast. 
When  seated  at  the  table,  Mrs.  Washington  said,  "  well 
young  gentleman,  have  you  seen  my  fine  sorrel  colt  in 
your  ramble  this  morning?"  The  question  was  natural 
— but  what  a  question  it  was?  No  answer  was  returned 
— and  it  was  repeated.  Upon  this,  George,  with  perfect 
frankness,  replied,  "  Mother,  your  sorrel  colt  is  dead." 
This  was  followed  by  an  exact  account  of  the  whole  aflxiir. 
As  the  youthful  and  agitated  narrator  passed  along  in  his 
stor}^,  a  flush  of  displeasure  was  seen  rising  upon  her 
cheek;  but  it  soon  passed  away,  and  she  kindly  and 
calmly  said,  "  while  I  regret  the  loss  of  my  favorite,  1 
rejoice  in  my  soji,  who  always  speaks  the  tmth.'^ 

I  scarcely  know  in  what  terms  to  express  my  admira- 
tion of  the  woman,  or  of  the  manner  ui  which  she  treated 
this  delicate  and  difficult  case.  George  was  greatly  ni 
fault,  and  her  rebuke  was  appropriate  aud  commensurate; 
— he  frankly  confessed  the  Y%diole  wrong,  and  she  express- 
ed her  high  sense  of  his  regard  to  truth.  That  speech, 
short  as  it  was,  I  dare  say,  told  upon  his  heart— drew  his 
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mother  neaf  er  to  his  bosom,  and  taught  him  more  eifectu- 
ally  and  more  lastingly  the  importance  and  vahie  of  truth, 
and  integrity,  than  avolume  of  lecturing  would  have  done. 

It  was  by  such  means  that  this  part  of  the  character  of 
Washington  was  formed.  Under  the  tutelage  of  such  a 
mother,  the  foundation  of  a  character  was  laid,  which  was 
the  admiration  of  the  generation  that  was  contemporary 
with  him  ;  which  has  lost  nothing  of  its  gloi^y  to  the  pres- 
ent time — and  will  lose  nothing,  as  long  as  his  memory 
shall  last. 

Integrity  of  character  !  this  is  what  we  want  in  the 
magistracy  of  the  land — in  the  senate  chamber — in  the 
pulpit— in  the  neighborhood  — in  the  family— every 
where.  What  a  world  this  would  be,  were  every  one 
upright— a  lover  of  truth,  justice,  and  equity!  What  a 
world  it  is,  because  these  are  so  seldom  found  ! 

Here  then  is  ample  scope  for  parental  toil  and  watch- 
fulness, for  parental  energy  and  wisdom.  "  Train  up  a 
child  in  the  way  he  should  go,  and  when  he  is  old  he 
will  not  depart  from  it,"  was  verified  in  Washington  :  it 
may  be  verified  in  respect  to  others — in  respect,  mothers, 
to  those  little  immortals  whom  you  now  press  to  your 
bosoms,  and  whom  you  love  better  than  your  own 
souls.  So  train  them,  that  you  may  send  them  fortli 
having  on  the  breast-plate  of  truth  ;  and  in  so  doing  you 
may  accomplish  more  good  for  your  country,  than  if  you 
could  convert  her  rocks  and  her  mountains  into  gold. 
The  man  of  integrity  is  like  the  pure  and  refreshing  air 
of  morn  on  the  mountain's  top — the  dishonest  mind,  likti 
the  exhalations  of  the  low  and  pestiferous  pool :  the  one, 
invigorating  ns  the  pure  and  balmy  breeze  of  the  North 
—  the  other,  withering  as  the  Nubian  blast. 


The  ^ahbath  and  the  House  of  Prayer • 

IIow  areat  is  the  mercy  of  God  in  providing  these 
houses  of  prayer,  where  two  or  three  may  meet  together 
in  his  name,  and  find  their  gracious  Lord  in  the  midst  of 
thenij  saluting  ihem,  as  in  the  days  of  his  llesh,  with  his 
accustomed  benediction,  Peace  be  unto  you.  What  a 
relief  is  it  to  come  into  these  hallowed  walls,  out  of  the 
34 


.j98  sabbath-daV 

strife  and  turmoil  of  the  world,  and  commit  cm  cause, 
and  our  hopes,  and  our  fears,  to  the  care  of  God  !  What 
a  comfort  to  leave  behind  us,  for  a  brief  interval,  all  the 
conflicting  interests  and  the  entangled  devices  of  this 
perishable  life,  and  to  raise  our  thoughts  to  that  happier 
time,  when  brother  shall  no  longer  strive  with  brother  ; 
when  men  shall  be  all  of  one  mind  in  one  house  ;  when 
none  shall  hunger  or  thirst,  neither  shall  the  heat  nor 
sun  smite  them  by  day,  nor  the  cold  by  night !  What  a 
miserable  scene  of  incessant  struggle  and  worldliness 
would  this  land  be  without  its  Sabbath,  and  its  house  of 
prayer  !  Abused  as  are  the  blessings  by  so  many,  de- 
spised and  trodden  under  foot,  and  desecrated,  as  are  too 
often  the  holy  things  of  this  house,  and  of  the  Lord's  own 
day,  they  yet  shed  a  light  and  a  religious  cheerfulness  over 
this  world's  scene,  even  in  our  imperfect  observance  of  their 
duties,  which  those  who  value  Christian  privileges,  value 
as  the  bread  of  life,  and  the  best  sustenance  of  the  soul. 
They  are  the  salt  of  our  land  ;  they  keep  alive  the  fire 
of  religious  feeling  in  the  altar  of  the  heart ;  tliey  give 
a  respite  from  earthly  cares,  and  open  a  glimpse  of  hea- 
ven to  our  sight ;  they  speak,  as  it  were,  a  perpetual 
protest  against  vice  and  infidelity  ;  they  set  up  a  standard 
for  the  gospel  ;  they  oppose  a  temporary  check  to  the 
foes  of  the  soul  ;  they  remind  man  that  there  is  no  peace 
or  spiritual  prosperity,  but  through  reconciliation  with 
God,  and  in  communion  with  him. 


lleiminiscences  of  Ifr,  Pay  son. 

The  following  illustration  was  used  in  familiar  con- 
versation with  a  friend  : — "  God  deals  somewhat  with  us 
as  we  do  with  our  children.  W^hen  I  am  in  my  study, 
engaged  in  writing  or  meditation,  if  I  hear  one  of  my 
children  cry,  I  do  not  go  to  it  immediately.  The  occa- 
sion of  its  tears  may  be  a  mere  momentary  trouble,  capable 
of  being  removed  by  others,  or  from  which  it  may  be 
diverted  by  some  toy.  But  if  its  cries  continue,  and  I 
find  that  nothing  but  my  presence  will  pacify  it,  I  leave 
.-^very  thing  and  go  to  it.  So  when  the  children  of  God 
begm  to  cry  for  his  presence,  he  does  not  answer  then. 
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immodiately,  but  waits  to  see  whether  the  cry  is  repeat- 
ed  ;  and  if  he  finds  that  his  child  will  be  satisfied  with 
nothing  but  his  father's  presence,  this  blessing  will  not 
long  be  withheld." 

During  his  last  illness,  a  friend  coming  into  his  room, 
remarked,  familiarly,  "  Well,  I  am  sorry  to  see  you  lying 
here  on  your  back." 

"  Do  you  not  know  what  God  puts  us  on  our  backs 
for  ?"  said  Dr.  P.,  smihng. 

"  No,"  was  the  answer. 

"In  order  that  we  may  look  upward." 

His  friend  said  to  him,  "  I  am  not  come  to  condole,  but 
to  rejoice  with  you  ;  for  it  seems  to  me  that  this  is  no  time 
for  mourning. 

•'Well,  I  am  glad  to  hear  that,"  was  the  reply;  "for 
it  is  not  often  that  I  am  addressed  in  such  a  way.  The 
fact  is,  1  never  had  less  need  of  condolence,  and  yet  every 
body  persists  in  offering  it ;  whereas,  when  I  was  pros- 
perous and  well,  and  a  successful  preacher,  and  really 
needed  condolence,  they  flattered  and  congratulated  me." 


Gone.)  hilt  not  J,ost, 


Just  above  the  Highlands,  the  Hudson  is  widened  into 
what  is  called  Newburgh  Bay  ;  it  is  a  beautiful  expanse 
of  water  resting  against  the  hills,  as  if  it  had  gathered  it- 
self up  for  strength,  before  it  burst  away  through  the 
mountain  barriers  into  the  sea.  On  the  eastern  shore,  as 
it  slopes  towards  the  bay,  is  a  church  and  church-yard, 
as  delightfully  planted  for  prospect,  as  any  on  the  banks 
of  this  river.  It  was  in  this  grave-yard  that  I  first  met, 
on  a  tomb-stone,  the  inscription  that  stands  at  the  head 
of  these  lines,  and  the  scene  and  the  associations  rendei 
the  mention  of  the  circumstance  suitable. 

"Gone,  but  not  lost."  It  was  tiie  tribute  of  affection 
and  faith.  It  expressed  in  simple,  but  graphic  words,  the 
sad  truth  that  one  was  gone  ;  and  also  the  sublime  assur- 
ance that  the  departed  was  not  lost. 

Was  it  a  fact  ?  I  confess  it  startled  me  at  first.  A  few- 
months  since,  and  the  one  whose  grave  I  was  standing 
by,  had  lived  and  moved,  and  filled,  perhaps,  no  little 
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space  in  a  wide  circle  of  friends.  But  the  place  was  now  va- 
cant;  the  outer  man  had  been  seen  to  fail  day  by  day,  death 
finished  the  work,  the  grave  covered  it  up,  the  worms 
had  their  prey.  And  not  lost !  not  lost  !  I  reasoned  a 
moment  before  I  could  be  satisfied  that  the  epitaph  was 
not,  like  most  epitaphs,  mere  rhetoric. 

A  l)road  and  beautiful  stream  was  before  me.  Its  waters 
were  rolling  silently  but  steadily  on  towards  the  mighty 
sea.  They  are  here — they  are  gone — never,  never  to 
return.  Are  they  lost?  Every  drop  is  there  as  pure  and 
perennial,  as  when  gliding  at  my  feet. 

A  white-sailed  vessel  was  just  entering  the  gap  of  the 
Highlands  :  the  summer  breeze  freshened,  and  bore  it  out 
of  view.     It  was  gone,  but  it  was  not  lost. 

The  star  that  '•  melts  away  into  the  light  of  heaven," 
when  the  brighter  sun  rises  on  the  world,  or  the  star  that 
goes  down  behind  the  western  hills,  or  the  sun  itself  that 
sets  in  glory,  is  gone  ;  but  to  shine  again  with  equal  or 
brighter  lustre.  It  is  not  lost.  Not  a  ray  of  its  living 
hgiit  has  perished. 

A  holy  man,  in  the  early  ages  of  the  world,  walked 
with  God,  and  "was  not,"  for  God  took  him — he  was 
gone.  The  places  that  knew  him  once,  knew  him  no 
more.     But  he  was  not  lost.     He  lived— he  yet  lives. 

A  certain  prophet  of  the  Lord  was  walking  with  another 
whom  he  tenderly  loved  :  and  suddenly  there  "  appeared 
a  chariot  of  fire,  and  horses  of  fire,  and  parted  them  both 
asunder ;  and  Elijah  went  up  by  a  whirlwind  into  hea- 
ven. And  Elisha  saw  it,  and  he  cried.  My  father,  my 
father,  the  chariot  of  Israel  and  the  horses  thereof  And 
he  saw  Iujji  no  moreP     He  was  gone,  but  not  lost. 

A  disconsolate  female  came  to  the  grave  of  her  best 
beloved  friend,  and  as  she  saw  that  his  precious  remains 
were  gone^  she  cried,  "  They  have  taken  away  my  Lord, 
and  I  know  not  where  they  have  laid  him."  She  thought 
in  her  sorrow,  as  most  of  the  bereaved  are  wont  to  think, 
that  she  had  lost  her  all  ;  when  one  stood  before  her  and 
said,  "  Mary,"  and  the  joy  of  life  from  the  dead  burst  .n 
rapture  on  her  soul.  It  was  the  voice  of  her  beloved. 
She  had  found  her  Lord.     He  was  jione,  but  not  lost. 

This  was  a  natural,  if  not  profitable  triin  of  thought 
A  believer  writes  this  inscription  over  the  ashes  of  a  do- 
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parted  saint.  Day  by  day  disease  wears  away  the  taber- 
nacle of  clay;  by  and  by  death  dashes  in  pieces  the 
"  ijolden  bowl,"  and  the  wheel  at  the  cistern  stands  still. 
But  the  freed  spirit  starts  into  new  existence  before  the 
eternal  throne,  p.nd,  like  an  angel  of  light,  leaps  in  glad- 
ness and  glory  anutterable  and  inconceivable.  And  is 
that  saint  lost.  In  a  diamond  mine  is  found  a  clod  of 
earth  that  contains  a  gem  of  great  price.  It  is  taken  from 
him  that  found  it,  and  polished  for  him  who  owns  the 
mine  and  all  its  gems  :  and  now  it  sparkles  on  the  bosom 
of  the  queen,  or  shines  radiantly  in  the  royal  coronet.  Is 
that  jewel  lost  ?  And  if  the  Monarch  of  the  universe 
could  find,  in  the  darkness  of  this  lower  world,  gems  that 
infinite  skill  can  polish  for  his  use,  shall  we  count  them 
lost  when  he  makes  up  his  jewels  and  takes  them  to  him- 
self? If  he  should  send  for  these  little  ones  that  are  this 
moment  laughing  in  the  innocence  of  their  young  hearts 
at  my  feet,  and  set  them  as  stars  in  his  crown,  shall  I 
break  my  heart  with  grief  as  if  miy  children  were  lost. 
So  Payson  reasoned.  I  asked  a  friend  whom  I  met  after 
a  long  separation,  "How  many  children  have  you?" 
"  Two  here,"  said  he,  "  and  one  in  heaven."  He  would 
not  reckon  lost  the  one  first  found  and  saved.  He  was 
right.     Of  such  is  the  kingdom. 

They  are  not  lost  who  die  in  Christ.  They  live,  and 
reign,  and  rejoice  in  the  midst  of  the  throne  and  the 
Lamb.  Then  "weep  ye  not  for  the  dead,"  as  though 
they  were  lost.  They  are  safe,  where  danger,  disease, 
or  death,  will  never  reach  them.  In  the  hope  of  a  joy- 
ful resurrection,  commit  their  ashes  to  their  kindred  dust, 
and  write  over  them,  "  Gone,  but  not  lost." 


The  Ijast  Grayer. 

One  afternoon  in  18 — ,  several  carriages  were  seen 

gathering  round  an  elegant  mansion  in  the  town  of  P . 

A  clergyman  and  several  physicians  were  assembled  in  a 
darkened  chamber  around  the  accomplished  Mrs.  L.  The 
anxious  countenances,  the  light  tread,  the  half-suppressed 
breathing  of  the  attendants,  the  solemn  stillness  that  per- 
vaded the  whole  group,  told  too  plainly  their  fearful  ap- 
84* 
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prehensions  thatnhe  disease  of  Mrs.  L.  would  baffle  al' 
human  skill,  and  prove  fatal  to  the  sufl'erer.  She  hac 
been  suddenly  arrested  in  the  full  flow  of  health  by  a  dis- 
ease that  had  locked  up  all  her  senses  in  a  lethargic  stu- 
por, from  which  the  skill  of  faithful  physicians  and  the 
assiduous  efforts  of  sympathizing  friends  could  not  arouse 
her.  The  loss  of  such  a  friend  under  any  circumstances 
could  not  but  be  severely  felt ;  but  the  affliction  would 
seem  greatly  increased,  were  she  to  pass  into  the  world  of 
spirits  without  any  communication  with  those  who  might 
still  linger  behind.  For  several  years  she  had  been  an 
ornament  to  the  church,  and  lier  friends  earnestly  desired 
to  know,  whether  her  religion  proved  an  unfailing  sup- 
port, when  passing  through  the  valley  of  the  sliadow  of 
death ;  and  when  in  the  course  of  his  prayer  the  clergy- 
man entreated  the  Lord  that  her  consciousness  and  power 
of  speech,  might,  if  consistent  with  the  divine  will,  be  res- 
tored, most  earnestly  did  every  heart  join  in  the  request 

When  all  the  means,  which  affection  and  professional 
sagacity  could  suggest,  had  been  tried  in  vain,  her  little 
son,  who  had  just  learned  to  articulate  a  few  words,  was 
brought  into  the  room.  With  mingled  fear  and  wonder 
he  gazed  on  his  mother,  and  upon  the  attendants,  watching 
in  silence  the  issue  of  the  disease.  '•  Ma-ma,  ma-ma,"  ex- 
claimed the  little  prattler,  after  a  few  moment's  silence. 
These  words  effected,  as  if  by  some  mysterious  power, 
what  other  appliances  failed  to  accomplish ;  the  mother 
opened  her  eyes,  and  slowly  stretching  out  her  hand, 
beckoned  for  her  son.  He  was  placed  in  her  arms  :  in  a 
low  voice,  she  commended  her  offspring  to  God.  and  pray- 
ed that  he  might  meet  her  in  heaven.  That  was  her  last 
prayer  :  in  a  few  hours  that  son  was  motherless. 

The  scene  now  changes.  We  pass  the  interval  of 
twenty  years,  and  find  that  son  in  college.  The  noble 
and  commaniing  form  of  William  L.,  his  urbanity  of 
manners,  and  diligence  in  study,  soon  won  him  the  esteem 
of  faculty  and  students.  During  the  first  year,  he  held  a 
high  rank  in  his  class,  and  gave  promise  of  eminent  use- 
fulnesss.  But  college  life  puts  a  young  man's  principles 
to  a  severe  test.  It  is  a  state  of  exposure  and  trial,  during 
which  no  youth  is  safe,  without  devoted  piety,  a  security 
which  William  L.  did  not  possess.     He  formed  unforiu- 
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iiate  connections  with  several  idle  students,  the  effects  of 
which  were  soon  apparent  in  his  recitations.  He  was  ad- 
monished of  his  danger,  but  seemed  as  if  spell-bound  by 
some  fascination,  from  which  he  could  not  escape.  It  had 
been  justly  said  that  idleness  is  the  parent  of  many  vices; 
so  it  proved  in  the  present  instance.  Idleness  led  on  to 
dissipation ;  and  after  repeated  admonitions  and  fruitless 
efforts  to  reclaim  him,  William  L.  was  expelled  from  col- 
lege, a  drunkard!  Small  indeed  did  the  probability  seem 
that  his  mother's  last  prayer  would  be  answered. 

William  returned  to  his  home.  The  report  of  his  ex- 
pulsion from  college,  and  the  cause  of  it,  blasted  the  high 
raised  expectations  of  his  friends,  and  sounded  in  their 
ears  like  the  knell  of  all  his  prospects  and  hopes.  Still 
they  endeavored  to  throw  around  him  such  influences 
and  associations  as  would  restore  his  self-respect ;  and 
with  all  the  eloquence  of  pure  affection  they  besought 
him  to  abandon  at  once  and  forever  the  intoxicating  bowl. 
Their  earnest  entreaties  led  him  to  moderate,  in  some  de- 
gree, his  excesses,  but  produced  no  radical  reformation ; 
and  his  friends,  wearied  with  unavailing  efforts,  were 
beginning  to  conclude  that  they  must  give  up  his  case  as 
hopeless. 

One  dark  cloudy  evening,  William  was  sitting  alone  in 
his  chamber,  musing  upon  the  great  change,  that  had 
within  a  few  years  come  over  his  prospects,  when  his  un- 
cle entered  his  room,  and  proposed  a.  walk.  William  put 
on  his  hat  and  accompanied  him.  Whether  by  accident 
or  design,  they  walked  in  the  direction  of  the  grave  yard, 
and  soon  found  themselves  by  the  grave  of  Mrs.  L.  The 
white  tomb-stones  around,  scarcely  less  visible  in  the 
darkness,  read  a  silent  but  impressive  lesson  on  the  frailty 
of  man.  As  they  were  leaning  on  the  grave-stone  of  Mrs. 
L.jtheunclegaveWilliamadescription  of  her  character,  and 
of  the  circumstances  attending  her  death,  particularly  her 
dying  prayer  that  he  might  meet  her  in  heaven ;  "and  now,'' 
said  he,  taking  William  by  the  hand,  "  will  you  meet  her 
in  heaven,  or  will  you  die  a  drunkard  ?"  William  burst 
into  tears,  and  sank  down  upon  his  mother's  grave  over  ■ 
whelmed  with  emotion.  The  darkness  without  was  but 
a  faint  emblem  of  the  darkness  and  horror  within.  Guilt; 
remorse,  shame,  stung  him  to  an  intensity  of  anguish, 
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411  ch  as  he  had  never  known  before.  His  life  passed  in 
rapid  review;  his  talents  wasted— his  timemispent — rep- 
atatioQ  blasted — hopes  crushed — the  hearts  of  friends 
bleeding  over  his  degradation — a  mother's  last  fond  desire 
unheeded — her  last  prayer  unanswered — these  and  kin- 
dred reflections  came  crowding  npon  his  thoughts,  and 
death  itself  seemed  preferable  to  his  present  degradation 
and  wretchedness.  He  retired  to  his  chamber,  and  to  a 
sleepless  pillow.  The  next  morning,  when  the  family 
had  gathered  around  the  breakfast  table,  they  found  upon 
it  a  temperance  pledge,  drawn  up  in  strictest  form,  and 
signed  by  William  L.  Prom  that  time  may  be  dated,  not 
only  reformation  of  external  character,  but  also,  as  is  be- 
lieved, an  internal  and  spiritual  renovation  of  the  heart. 
He  now  resolved  to  resume  his  studies  and  prepare  for 
some  useful  station ;  but  before  he  could  put  his  purpose 
into  operation,  he  was  seized  with  a  fever,  which  lelt  no 
hope  of  his  recovery.  He  bore  his  protracted  illness  with- 
out a  murmur,  and  seemed  desirous  of  recovery  only  that 
he  might  counteract,  in  some  degree,  the  evil  he  had  alrea- 
dy done.  On  one  occasion,  when  his  father  told  him  the 
physician  had  recommended  a  little  wine,  he  said,  "  father, 
if  you  insist  upon  it,  I  will  take  wine,  though  I  should 
greatly  prefer  not  to  do  it.  I  must  die,  and  let  me  die 
without  being  polkited  by  what  has  well  nigh  wrought 
my  ruin."  This  request  was  granted.  A  i'ew  days  after, 
a  long  and  silent  procession  was  seen  moving  to  the 
church  yard,  preceded  by  the  mortal  remains  of  William 
L.  His  body  slumbers  by  the  side  of  his  mother ;  but 
where  is  the  spirit?  We  believe  that  the  mother's  last 
prayer  was  answered,  and  that  her  son  has  gone  to  meet 
her  in  heaven. 


The  Profane  OMcer. 

Shortly  after  the  ternaination  of  the  revolutionary  war. 
Dr.  John  Rogers  was  on  his  way  from  Philadelphia  to 
New- York,  in  one  of  the  largest  stage-wagons  at  that  time 
in  use.  It  was  filled  with  passengers  of  various  appear- 
ances and  characters ;  among  the  number  was  a  middle 


MISCELLANY.  405 

aged  man,  of  portly  person,  who  rendered  himself  conspic- 
uous by  his  jocular  conversation,  interlarded  with  frequent 
and  horrid  oaths.  The  loquacious  gentleman  occupied 
one  of  the  front  seats,  while  the  good  old  doctor  sat  in  the 
rear  ;  but  still  so  near  that  his  ears  were  constantly  filled, 
and  his  heart  pained  by  the  horrid  sound  of  oaths,  such 
as  he  had  seldom,  if  ever,  been  obliged  to  hear  before. 

Turning  to  General  C.  who  sat  next  to  him,  the  doctor 
enquired  with  earnestness,  "  Who  is  that  voluble  and  pro 
fane  gentleman  ?" 

"That  is  Captain  T ,  late  of  the  U.  S.  Army,"  wa. 

the  reply. 

"  Indeed  !"  said  the  doctor,  "  I  must  take  an  opportunity 
of  speaking  to  him,  on  the  subject  of  his  profanity." 
"  You  had  better  not,"  said  the  General,  "he  is  a  rough 
man— quite  a  hard  character — and  he  may  turn  again 
and  rend  you." 

"I  must  venture  that,"  rejoined  the  doctor,  "and  pray 
for  wisdom  to  direct  me ;  but  I  cannot  think  of  sitting 
still,  and  silently  hearing  such  atorrentof  profanity,  with- 
out an  attempt  to  suppress  it." 

Shortly  afterwards  they  arrived  at  a  stage  house,  where 
they  were  to  dine,  and  the  doctor  improved  the  first  favor- 
able opportunity  of  addressing  the  captain,  under  circum- 
stances, and  in  a  manner  that  would  not  v/ound  liis  pride. 
As  soon  as  they  were  alone,  the  following  conversation 
ensued.  "If  I  am  rightly  informed,"  said  the  doctor, 
"  this  is  Captain  T.  ?"  "  Yes,  sir,  at  your  service,"  was 
the  reply,  with  a  military  air.  "Any  relation  to  Colonel 
T.,  formerly  of  E ?"  "  I  am  his  son,"  replied  the  cap- 
tain. "  Indeed  !"  said  the  doctor,  "  I  have  been  often  hos- 
pitably entertained  in  your  father's  house  in  my  journiesj 
during  the  revolutionary  war.  Pray,  sir,  how  is  your 
good  mother?"  "She  has  been  dead  more  than  a  year." 
"  xA-h  !"  said  the  doctor,  "  she  has  at  last  reached  her  heav- 
enly home  !  And  your  father,  is  he  yet  alive?"  "Yes, 
sir,  and  in  health."  "  I  am  happy  to  hear  it ;  please  pre- 
sent my  kind  regards  to  him,  and  tell  him,  if  it  should  be 
the  will  of  Providence  that  we  are  never  more  to  meet  in 
this  dying  world,  I  trust  v/e  shall  meet  in  a  better  world, 
never  more  to  part." 

After  a  short  and  solemn  pause,  the  doctor  resumed, 
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-'  Capt.  T  ,  I  trust  you  are  a  gentleman  ?"  ''  Certainly, 
sir,"  said  the  captain  (somewhat  startled  at  the  interro- 
gatory) "  every  Ameri-can  officer  is  a  gentleman."  "  That 
is  as  it  should  be,"  said  the  doctor.  "Well,  then,  Capt. 
T.,  every  gentleman  will  be  careful  not  to  wound  the 
feelings  of  "an  unoffending  person,  especially  those  who 
have  neither  the  power  or  disposition  to  retaliate.  Now, 
sir,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  though  you  did  not  mean  to  do  so, 
you  have,  by  your  profane  language,  inflicted  a  great 
deal  of  pain  on  myself,  and  probably  on  some  other  of 
your  fellow  passengers  ;  may  I  not  hope,  then,  that  you 
will  do  me  the  favor  to  refrain  from  profane  language, 
while  we  are  necessarily  associated  in  a  public  convey- 
ance? Such  oaths  cannot  possibly  do  3'ou  any  good, 
and  they  will  be  very  annoying  to  me  and  others  "  The 
doctor  ceased,  and  the  captain  very  promptly  replied, 
"  Sir,  I  pledge  my  honor  I  will  not  indulge  myself  in 
another  oath,  while  we  are  together.  "  I  thank  yon, 
captain,  for  3^our  condescension,"  said  the  doctor,  taking 
him  cordially  by  the  hand.  They  then  separated,  and 
the  captain,  with  evident  satisfaction,  related  the  conver- 
sation to  Gen.  C.  ;  and,  in  the  conclusion  remarked,  that 
the  doctor  was  not  only  a  Christian,  but  a  real  gentle- 
man ;  and  if  all  Christians  were  like  him,  he  verily  be 
lieved  he  would  become  one  himself.  After  they  had 
dined,  they  proceeded  on  their  journey,  and  the  captain 
was  faithful  to  his  promise.  Not  another  oath  proceeded 
from  his  lips,  and  they  parted  with  reciprocal  civilities 
and  kind  feelings. 


JMnccdote  of  Ilev*  I$r*  Strong, 

In  a  bioo^raphical  sketch  of  the  late  Rev.  Nathan  Strong, 
1).  D.,  of  Hartford,  published  in  the  American  Quarterly 
Register,  it  is  related,  that  about  ten  years  before  his  death, 
it  pleased  God  to  send  upon  him  a  severe  and  sudden 
stroke  of  domestic  affliction.  His  youngest  son  and  only 
child  by  his  second  marriage,  had  been  graduated  at  Yale 
College,  with  high  reputation  as  a  scholar,  and  had  just 
entered  upon  the  study  of  law  with  his  uncle,  Lieutenant 
Governor  Goodrich,  when,  in  crossing  the  ferry  on  his 
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return  to  the  tity  from  a  short  absence,  he  was  thrown 
into  the  river  by  the  restiveness  of  his  horse,  and  drown- 
ed. This  event  occurred  during  twiliglit.  The  body 
was  soon  found,  but  Ufe  was  extinct,  and  the  means  used 
for  restoration  proved  unavaiUng.  Between  the  houra 
of  ten  and  eleven,  the  body  was  borne  to  the  house  of 
the  bereaved  parent,  accompanied  by  a  great  collection 
of  sympathising  citizens.  Instead  of  being  overwhelmed 
by  his  private  grief,  he  came  to  the  door  and  address- 
ed the  assembled  multitude  in  a  speech  of  such  power 
and  pathos,  that  it  produced  a  salutary  and  lasting  im- 
pression. 

What  an  eminent  instance  is  this  of  the  power  of  divine 
grace !  It  would  have  been  manly  to  be  heart-broken 
under  such  a  blow,  but  it  was  the  power  of  God  that  sus- 
tained a  parent's  heart  in  the  midst  of  the  bitterest  2;rief. 
Few  men  would  be  able  thus  to  meet  their  neighbors  and 
friends,  and  improve  such  a  scene,  by  offering  them  the 
gospel,  as  the  ground  and  only  consolation  in  the  sorrows 
of  a  sinful  world.  They  came  to  comfort  him,  and  to 
mingle  their  tears  with  his.  But  he  cries  to  them,  as 
Jesus  did  to  those  that  followed  him  on  the  way  to  Cal- 
vary, "  Weep  not  for  me,  but  weep  for  yourselves,  and  for 
your  children." 


Old  Himiphrey  on  Fits. 

Though  no  doctor,  I  have  by  me  some  excellent  pre- 
scriptions ;  and  as  I  shall  charge  you  nothing  for  them, 
you  cannot  grumble  at  the  price.  We  are  most  of  us 
subject  to  fits ;  I  am  visited  with  them  myself;  and  I 
dare  say  that  you  are  also,  so  now  for  my  prescriptions. 

For  a  fit  of  passion,  walk  out  in  the  open  air,  you  may 
speak  your  mind  to  the  winds,  without  hurting  any  one, 
or  proclaiming  yourself  a  simpleton. 

For  a  fit  of  idleness,  count  the  tickings  of  a  clock.  Do 
this  for  one  hour,  and  you  will  be  glad  to  pull  off  your 
coat  the  next,  and  work  like  a  man. 

For  a  fit  of  extravagance  and  folly,  go  to  the  work 
house,  or  speak  with  the  ragged  and  wretched  inmates  oi 
the  jail,  and  you  will  be  convinced 
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Whc  makes  his  bed  of  brier  and  thorn 
Must  be  content  to  lie  forlorn. 


For  a  fit  of  ambition,  go  into  the  cliurch-yard  and  read 
tiie  grave-stones.  They  will  tell  you  the  end  of  ambi- 
tion. The  grave  will  soon  be  your  bed-chamber,  the 
earth  your  pillow,  corruption  your  father,  and  the  worm 
your  mother  and  sister. 

For  a  fit  of  repining,  look  about  for  the  halt  and  the 
blind,  and  visit  the  bed-ridden  and  alfiicted,  and  deranged, 
and  they  will  make  you  ashamed  of  complaining  of  youi 
light  afflictions. 

For  a  fit  of  despondency,  look  on  the  good  things, 
which  God  has  given  you  in  this  world,  and  at  those 
which  he  has  promised  to  his  followers  in  the  next.  He 
wlio  goes  into  his  garden  to  look  for  cobwebs  and  spiders, 
no  dor.bt  will  find  them;  while  he  who  looks  for  a 
flower  may  return  into  his  house  with  one  blooming  in 
his  bosom. 

For  all  fits  of  doubt,  perplexity,  and  fear,  whether  they 
are  a  load  to  the  shoulders,  the  head  or  the  heart,  the 
following;  is  a  radical  cure  which  may  be  relied  on,  for  1 
had  it  from  the  great  Physician :  "  Cast  thy  burthen  on 
the  Lord,  and  he  will  sustain  thee." 


God  may  be  Trusted. 

A  MILITARY  officer  being  at  sea  in  a  dreadful  storm, 
his  lady,  who  was  sitting  near  him,  and  filled  with  alarm 
for  the  safety  of  the  vessel,  was  so  surprised  at  his  com- 
posure and  serenity,  that  she  cried  out,  ''  My  dear,  are 
you  not  afraid?  How  is  it  possible  you  can  be  so  calm 
in  such  a  storm  ?"  He  arose  from  a  chair  lashed  to  the 
deck,  and  supporting  himself  by  a  pillar  of  a  bed-place, 
he  drew  his  sword,  and  pointing  it  to  the  breast  of  his 
wife,  he  exclaimed,  "Are  you  not  afraid?"  She  instant- 
ly replied,  "No,  certainly  not."  <'  Why?"  said  the  offi- 
cer. "Because,"  rejoined  the  lady,  "I  know  the  sword 
is  in  the  hands  of  my  husband,  and  he  loves  me  too  well 
to  luirt  me."  '•  Then,"  said  he,  "  remember  1  k^iuw  in 
wkom  I  have  believed,  ind  that  he  holds  the  winds  in 
his  fist,  and  the  waters  iu  the  hollow  of  his  hand." 
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The  lieward  of  Memevolence. 

Being  ensfaged  in  a  public  afrency  during  the  winter 
of  1824-25,  I  happened  to  arrive  at  the  town  of  Athens, 
N.  Y.,  a  few  hours  before  the  stage  was  ready  that  waa 
to  take  me  to  Catskill.  1  determined  to  spend  the  inter- 
mediate time  in  visiting  Elder  M ,  of  the  city  of  Hud- 
son, on  the  opposite  side  of  the  river.  It  being  early  in 
the  spring,  and  the  navigation  of  the  river  much  impeded 
by  floating  ice,  I  crossed  in  a  barge  with  some  fil'teen  oi 
twenty  passengers.  Among  them,  I  noticed  in  particular, 
a  young  man  of  about  twenty-one  or  two  years  of  age,  of 
a  very  prepossessing  countenance,  though  pale  and  ema- 
ciated, like  one  just  recovering  from  a  long  and  painful 
illness.  He  also  appeared  abstracted  and  thoughtful,  in- 
somuch that  1  could  hardly  refrain  from  inquiring  the 
cause  of  his  dejection.  Fearful,  however,  of  being  thought 
inquisitive.  1  forbore  to  question  him,  though  my  eyes 
were  fixed  with  intent  upon  his  movements.  On  reach- 
ing the  opposite  side  of  the  river,  as  I  was  taking  some 
change  from  my  pocket  to  pay  the  ferryman,  I  acciden- 
tally dropped  a  twenty-five  cent  piece  upon  the  pier, 
which  falling  into  the  aperture  between  two  planks  dis- 
appeared, and  I  supposed  it  to  be  lost.  A  thought,  how* 
ever,  immediately  crossed  my  mind,  that  if  I  found  it 
again,  I  would  bestow  it  upon  the  first  object  of  charity, 
that  came  in  my  way.  1  accordingly  applied  a  stick  to 
the  aperture  and  raised  it,  and  while  still  holding  it  be- 
tween my  fingers,  I  saw  the  young  man  before  mentioned 
shake  from  his  purse  a  sixpenny-bit,  which  he  offered  the 
ferryman,  to  pa}'-  his  passage. 

"  This  is  not  enough,"  said  the  ferryman  :  "We  charge 
a  shilling  for  foot  passengers  at  this  season."  "It  is  all  1 
have,"  said  the  young  man,  in  a  suppressed  tone  of  voice, 
"and  I  have  brought  this  forty  miles,  expressly  for  the 
purfiose  of  paying  my  passage." 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  ferryman,  and  the  young  man 
turned  away.  Still  holding  the  piece  in  my  hand,  1 
thought  to  myself,  this  now,  is  the  object  of  charity:  and 
followmg  him  a  little  out  of  the  crowd,  I  inquired  of  him, 
whether  he  was  destitute  of  money? 

"  I  am,"  he  answered,  "  though  I  wish  not  to  trouble 
others  with  my  wants,  if  I  can  help  it.  I  w(?nt  into  th« 
35 
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western  country  for  the  purpose  of  purchasing  land,  last 
autumn,  and  after  paynis:  out  my  money,  was  taken  ill 
with  a  fever,  of  which  1  have  been  confined  for  several 
months.  Three  days  ago,"  he  contmued,  "I  sat  out  to  re- 
turn, and  am  now  within  a  day's  journey  of  home,  which 
I  hop^3  to  reach  to-day,  though  to  own  the  truth,  I  have 
eaten  nothing  since  yesterday  morning."  I  put  the  piece 
of  money  in  his  hand,  when  turning  to  thank  me,  he  burst 
into  tears,  and  we  parted. 

I  then  went  to  the  house  of  Mr.  M ,  where  I  had 

been  but  a  few  moments,  when  one  of  the  members  of  his 
church  came  in  to  inform  him  that  a  female  of  his  con- 
gregation, who  had  recently  lost  her  husband,  was  in  a 
suffering  condition,  and  requesting  his  influence  in  rais- 
ing a  little  sum  to  alleviate  her  necessities. 

Mr.  M.  v/ent  to  his  desk,  and  taking  out  a  five  dollar 
note,  handed  it  to  the  person,  saying,  "  Take  this  and  car- 
ry it  to  her,  and  tell  her  that  I  am  engaged  to-day,  but 
to-morrow  1  will  do  something  more  efiectual." 

"  And  you  would  have  me  give  you  credit  for  this,"  said 
he,  "  on  'the  treasurer's  book^.^"  ''  No,"  said  Mr.  M.,  "  I 
will  charo^e  it  to  the  Lord,  who  has  ever  been  to  me  a  orood 
paymaster."  From  this  remark  our  conversation  turned 
on  deeds  of  charity,  and  Mr.  M.  maintained  that  he  had 
never  in  his  life  performed  a  deed  of  charity,  for  which  he 
had  not  received  at  least  four-fold  from  some  unexpected 
source. 

'•  That  may  be,"  said  I,  "  still  the  promised  reward  ought 
not  to  be  the  ruling  motive  "  "  True,"  said  Mr.  M.,  "  still, 
as  our  Heavenly  Father  has  held  up  the  promise  of  a  re- 
ward to  stimulate  us  to  deeds  of  charity,  it  is  only  an  act 
of  faith  in  us  to  look  to  him  for  the  performance  of  his 
promise." 

1  then  related  to  him  the  circumstance  already  mention- 
ed, of  dropping  the  piece  of  money,  and  of  meeting  so 
soon  a  deserving  object  of  charity.  "It  was,"  said  Mr, 
M.  "a  providential  occurrence:  There  was  a  fellow  crea- 
ture in  distress,  and  you  were  the  means  by  which  Jeho- 
vah chose  to  bring  about  his  promise.  There  was  a  prov- 
idence in  your  dropping  the  piece  of  money,  as  much  as 
1  J  those  thoughts  coming  into  your  mind.  It  was  provi- 
aence  also,  who  put  it  into  your  heart  to  bestow  this  little 
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sum  iip'on  him.  Now,  carefully  observe  the  dealings  of 
Providence  for  a  few  days  to  come,  and  see  whether  yoa 
do  not  receive  at  least  four  times  the  amount  from  some 
unexpected  source." 

This  was  on  Thursday  morning,  and  during  the  day, 
I  set  out  for  New- York.  On  Saturday  following,  1  went 
on  board  of  a  sloop,  bound,  as  I  supposed  for  Albany;  but 
after  getting  under  way,  1  found  I  had  made  a  mistake, 
and  had  gone  aboard  of  a  sloop  belonging  to  Mount  Pleas- 
ant ;  I  was  not  aware  when  I  went  on  shore  that  there 
were  any  people  in  the  place  of  the  religious  denomination 
to  which  1  belonged.  At  any  rate,  I  determined  to  spend 
ths  coming  Sabbath  at  this  place,  and  after  making  myself 

known,  was  introduced  to  one  of  the  deacons  of  B 

ctnrch,  by  whom  I  was  very  hospitably  entertained.  I 
was  invited  to  preach  a  part  of  the  day,  though  their  pas- 
tor was  at  home  ;  and  considered  myself  well  paid  for  my 
poor  services  with  the  kind  and  hospitable  treatment  that 
I  received.  But  on  taking  my  leave  of  the  interesting 
family  with  whom  I  had  stopped,  deacon  M.,  on  shaking 
hands  with  me  as  we  parted,  dropped  something  into  my 
hand.  I  thanked  him',  and  when  a  few  rods  from  the 
house  looked  at  my  present  and  found  it  to  be  a  five  dol- 
lar note..  This,  thought  I,  is  the  promised  reward  men- 
tioned by  Mr.  M. ;  and  on  my  way  up  the  river  1  called 
on  him  again,  and  related  to  him  the  circumstance.  He 
smiled  as  he  replied,  "  You  will  now,  I  trust,  believe  me, 
when  I  tell  you  that  God  is  a  good  paymaster,  when  he 
promises ;"  and  then  taking  from  his  pocket  book  a  hun- 
dred dollar  bill,  said  "This  I  received  yesterday,  inclosed 
from  a  lady  in  Philadelphia,  as  a  parting  present,  being 
about  to  salt  for  England  ;  so  you  see  I  have  been  as  rich- 
ly paid  for  my  five  dollars,  as  you  were  for  your  twenty- 
five  cents." 


The  Mrewer'^s  Sign. 


A  GENTLEMAN  iu  Philadelphia  told  his  son  Philip  to 
go  to  the  corner  of  a  street  near  their  house,  and  tell  him 
what  name  was  on  the  sign  of  a  brewery  that  was  situated 
vm  that  street.     Philip  went,  and  soon  came  back  and  told 
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his  father  twat  tho  name  was  Skckel.  lie  then  directed 
(iis  son  Ricliard  to  go  to  another  spot,  and  look  at  the 
same  sign,  and  bring  him  word.  He  ran  olf,  and  on  his 
return,  said  that  Phihp  was  very  much  mistaken,  for  the 
name  was  Pepper.  Both  the  hoys  insisted  that  they  had 
looked  at  the  same  building;  both  said  it  was  a  new  sign, 
with  large  letters,  and  neither  could  be  mistaken.  '-Well, 
Heury,"'said  Mr.  Baldwin  to  a  third  son,  "do  you  go 
rioht  opposite  to  the  brewery,  and  see  which  of  your  bro- 
thers are  right."  Henry  came  back  out  of  breath,  and  in 
the  greatest  astonishment  declared  that  the  name  was  nei- 
ther Pepper  nor  Seckel,  but  Smith.  The  boys  were  sur> 
prised.  There  was  but  one  brewery  in  the  street,  and  but 
one  sign  ou  it,  and  each  said  it  was  impossible  he  coul  1 
be  mistaken.  Their  father,  at  hast,  said,  that  the  only 
way  to  decide  the  question  was,  for  tiiem  all  to  go  together 
and  discover  the  truth. 

Accordingly,  the  three  boys  accompanied  their  father, 
each  very  eager  to  show  him  that  his  brothers  were  wrono;, 
and  he  right.  Upon  getting  to  the  corner,  the  brewery 
was  in  sight,  and  upon  looking  up  they  all  beheld,  as 
plainly  as  could  be,  the  name  'Seckel.  "  There,"  said 
Philip,  "did  not  I  say  so?'  Richard  and  Henry  were  too 
much  astonished  to  speak.  Their  tiither  however,  walk- 
ed on  with  them  towards  the  brewery,  and  when  they 
came  opposite  to  it,  he  told  them  to  look  up  at  the  sign. 
They  all  did  so,  and  exclamed  as  they  now  read  it.  "  Its 
Smith  !"  Henry  was  now  greatly  pleased  to  find  he  had 
not  been  entirely  wrong,  though  he  was  very  much  puz- 
zled. However  they  went  on  a  few^  yards  further,  and 
then  stopping  once  more,  they  all  turned  back  to  see 
the  wonderful  sign,  and  behold  the  name  was  plainly 
Pepper ! 

The  boys  were  now  more  perplexed  than  ever,  until 
tlieir  father  showed  them  the  whole  history.  Instead  of 
the  sio^n  being  composed  of  one  board,  as  is  usual,  it  had 
upon  it  slats  so  arranged  and  painted,  that  three  different 
names  were  read,  according  to  the  position  in  which  the 
reader  stood.  One  name  was  on  the  board,  and  this  only 
was  seen  when  looked  upon  from  the  opposite  side  of  the 
street.  Another  name  was  painted  on  one  side  of  the 
slots,  and  a  third  on  the  other,  sc  that  the  name  was  dif- 
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ferent,  according  to  the  direction  from  which  the  sign 
was  looked  at. 

Curious  as  it  was,  the  thing  was  now  very  plain,  and 
upon  their  reaching  home,  Mr.  Baldwin  said,  "  now,  my 
sons,  let  me  tell  you  why  I  sent  you  out  to  different 
points  to  look  at  this  singular  sign.  It  was  to  giv^e  you  a 
caution  against  being  too  confident  in  what  we  suppose 
ourselves  to  know.  Persons  who  speak  very  positively, 
and  are  ready  to  contradict  without  ceremony,  are  often 
ashamed  by  finding  they  have  been  entirely  niistaken  for 
want  of  more  learning  the  truth.  We  are  very  apt  to 
look  at  a  subject  hastily,  and  tners  conclude  we  know  all 
about  it.  And  so,  in  forming  cur  opinions,  we  are  in 
great  danger  of  looking  at  one  side  only,  and  of  adopting 
the  opinion  that  we  fiirst  hear,  without  taking  the  pains 
of  careful  examination.  Had  each  of  you  examined  the 
sign  from  all  sides,  you  could  not  have  been  so  certain 
that  you  were  right." 

"You  may  remember  too,"  continued  Mr.  Baldwin, 
'•'  that  many  tilings  which  appear  very  mysterious  can  be 
easily  explained.  You  often  hear  accounts  that  would 
encourage  foolish  and  superstitious  notions,  but  which 
would  not  be  wonderful  if  their  real  cause  were  known. 
The  brewer's  sign  may  be  said  to  have  deceived  your 
very  eyes  ;  yet  now  it  is  perfectly  plain  to  you.  Exam- 
ine a  matte?'  carefnlly  and  thoronghly  before  you  give 
it  up  as  beyond  your  comprehension. 


ChiMren''s  Prai/ers  ^Muswered* 

As  related  by  their  Grandfather. 

I  HAD  a  son  who  was  once  the  pride  of  my  heart,  and 
j^honi  I  fondly  thought  would  be  the  solace  of  my  de- 
clining: years.  But  he  has  for  some  time  been  addicted 
to  the  habit  of  intemperance,  with  its  train  of  evils,  which 
had  well  in'o^h  brouofht  my  grey  hairs  v/ith  sorrow  to  the 
grave.  About  two  months  ago,  liis  children,  (of  whom 
he  has  five,)  were  readmo-  in  the  Herald,  an  account  of  a 
revival  of  relio-jon  written  by  Rev.  Lewis  Batos,  in  which 
he  ol  served  that  lisping  infants,  as  well  as  gray  headed 
35* 
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sinners,  were  converted.  He  told  them  also  that  Jeeus 
was  once  himself  a  child,  and  that  when  he  became  a 
man  he  took  little  children  in  his  arms  and  blessed  them; 
and  that  he  is  now  in  heaven,  and  hears  little  children 
when  they  pray,  and  answers  and  blesses.  "  Then,"  said 
one  of  the  children,  "  we  will  pray  to  Jesus  to  convert 
father,  so  that  he  may  pray  with  us,  and  work  and  get 
bread  and  clothes  for  us,  as  grandpapa  does."  Early 
next  morning  they  began  to  pray ;  when,  in  the  midst  oi 
their  exercises,  their  wretched  father  awoke  from  his  fit  ot 
intoxication,  and  heard  his  children  praying  most  earnest- 
ly to  Jesus,  that  he  would  convert  his  soul,  and  make 
him  a  good  father ;  so  that  he  might  not  come  home,  as 
he  did  last  night. 

Their  words  went  like  daggers  to  his  heart,  and  he 
cried  out  in  the  bitterness  of  his  soul,  "  Jesus  have  mercy 
upon  me— God  be  merciful  to  me,  the  vilest  of  sinners." 
He  immediately  forsook  his  evil  practices,  set  about  the 
work  of  reformation  in  earnest,  and  is  now  an  humble, 
penitent,  praying  soul.  And  I  can  say,  as  did  one  of  old; 
"  now,  O  Lord,  lettest  thou  thy  servant  depart  in  peace ; 
for  mine  eyes  have  seen  thy  salvation." 


•In  Indian  Covmnentary. 

Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters ;  for  thou  shall  find  it  after  many  days. 

Some  years  ago  one  of  the  preachers  of  the  Mohegan 
tribe  of  Indians,  (a  tribe  situated  on  the  Thames  between 
Norwich  and  New  London,  in  Connecticut.,)  was  preach- 
ing on  the  above  text.  To  illustrate  his  subject  and  en- 
force the  doctrine  of  charity,  he  brought  forward  a  cir- 
cumstance that  transpired  in  his  early  days.  To  use  his 
own  language,  he  observed — "  A  certain  man  was  going 
from  Norwich  to  New  London  with  a  loaded  team ;  on 
attempting  to  ascend  the  hill  where  Indian  lives,  he  found 
his  team  could  not  draw  his  load,  he  came  to  Indian  and 
got  him  to  help  him  up  with  his  oxen,  after  he  had  got 
up,  he  asked  Indian  what  was  to  pay.  Indian  told  him 
to  do  as  much  for  somebody  else.  Some  time  afterward 
kidian  wanted  a  canoe— he  went  up  Shetuck  river,  found 
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a  tree  and  made  him  one.  When  he  got  it  done,  he  could 
not  get  it  to  the  river.  Accordingly  he  went  to  a  man. 
and  offered  him  all  the  money  heliad,  if  he  would  draw 
it  to  the  river  for  him.  The  man  observed  he  would  go. 
After  getting  it  to  the  river,  Indian  offered  to  pay  him. 
"  No,"  said  the  man  ;  "don't  you  recollect  so  Ions'  ao:o 
helping  a  man  up  the  hill  by  your  house?"  "Yes." 
"  Well,  I  am  the  man— there,  take  your  canoe  and  go 
home."     "  So  I  find  it  after  many  days." 


JDr.  Jldawi  Cliirlc  In  his  'Wouth. 

An  interesting  fact  led,  with  other  circumstances,  to 
his  leaving  his  friend  and  patron,  Mr.  Ben  net.  It  seems 
that  one  day.  Mr.  Bennet  and  young  Adam  (as  he  was 
then  called)  were  busily  employed  in  measuring  out  some 
linen  for  the  Dublin  market.  One  of  the  pieces  wanted 
about  two  inches  of  the  requisite  length.  "Take  hold  of 
the  piece,"  said  Mr.  Bennet,"  and  pull  against  me;  and 
we  shall  soon  make  it  come  up  to  the  yard."  But  Mr. 
Bennet  knew  not  with  whom  he  had  to  deal.  Adam 
dropped  the  linen,  and  stood  and  looked  at  his  master,  as 
though  petrified  with  astonishment.  At  last  he  said,  "sir 
I  cannot  do  it."  "Why  not?"  Inquired  his  master,  "it 
is  what  is  done  everyday  ;  the  process  the  linen  has  pass- 
ed through  has  caused  it  to  shrink  a  little."  But  Adam 
was  firm,  and  Mr.  Bennet  gave  it  up  for  a  lost  case. 
This,  Mr.  Moore  observed,  might  be  thought  a  little  thing; 
but  it  was  a  proof  of  the  tenderness  of  his  conscience, 
and  was  highly  illustrative  of  his  character.  After  a 
time,  other  things  occurred,  in  which  Mr.  Bennet  and 
Adam  could  not  exactly  agree,  and  Mr.  Bennet  at  leno-th 
said  to  him,  "  I  honestly  tell  you  that  I  don't  think  that 
you  are  fit  for  business :  look  out  for  something  that  is 
more  to  your  mind,  and  I  will  do  all  I  can  to  assist  you  ? 
Adam  then  left  business,  and  went  on  learning  and  teach- 
ing, till  he  ultimately  became  Dr.  Clark,  living  and  dying 
an  honor  to  the  denomination  to  which  he  early  united 
himself. 
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Tlie  Mlind  Sailor. 

At  a  meeting  convened  in  Liverpool,  (Eng-.)  in  March 
last  for  the  purpose  of  establishing  a  Maruie  Bible  Socie- 
ty, for  the  purpose  of  supplying  the  numerous  sailors  re- 
sorting to  that  seaport  with  the  Holy  Scriptures.     After 
the  gentleman  who  opened  the  business,  had  taken  a  lu- 
minous view  of  the  subject,  and  pointed  out  the  duty  ot 
adoptins:  measures  for  the  attainment  of  this  great  object, 
he  said  he  should  not  call  on  any  individual   to  second 
the  resolution';  saisfied,  as  he  was,  that  some  sailor  in  the 
room  would  feel  it  to  be  his  duty  to  support  it.     He  had 
scarcely  resumed  his  seat  when  a  blind  sailor  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  meeting,  rose,  and  in  a  manner  peculiarly  im- 
pressive, addressed  the  chair  as  nearly  as  I  can  recollect, 
in  the  following  words.     "  Mr.  Chairman,  there  is  not  in 
the  present  assembly,  nor  in   the  world,  a  more  proper 
person  to  second  this  motion,  than  myself     I  was  a  sai- 
lor and,  like  too  many  of  my  messmates,  I  led  a  wicked 
and  profligate  life.    Totally  careless  of  the  future,  I  thought 
only  of  present  time.     I  plunged  into  every  species  of 
sin  ;  I  lived  without  God  in  the  world.     This  I  continued 
for  several  years,  until  it  pleased  God  to  strike  me  blind. 
Being  no  longer  qualified  to  perform  the  duties  of  a  sea- 
man, I  was  discharged  and  returned  home.     But  though 
I  could  no  longer  indulge  in  some  of  my  daring  vices,  I 
pursued  with  increased  avidity  those  which  I  could  prac- 
tice.    One  of  my  pleasures  was  to  hear  novels  and  ro- 
mances read  by  my  friends  and  relatives.     One  of  them, 
whose  heart  God  had  touched,  called  on  me  one  day,  and 
told  me  he  had  brought  a  book  to  read  to  me.     I  asked 
him  if  it  was  a  new  book.     He  said  that  it  was  the  oldest 
in  the  world,  but  always  new ;  and  began  to  read  the  Bi- 
ble to  me.     It  was  then  I  found,  that  though  God  had 
seen  meet  to  draw  a  vail  of  darkness  over  my  natnral 
sight,  he  could  pour  a  flood  of  light  upon  my  heart.     My 
friend  often  came  to  read  to  me  ;  he  took  me  to  hear  the 
Bible  explained,  and  the  God  of  the  Bible  was  graciously 
pleased  to  open  this  heart.     I  saw  my  lost  condition,  and 
was  mercifully  enabled  to  see  that  my  only  hope  of  resto- 
ration and  salvation  was  in  Jesus  Christ.     And  now,  Mr 
Chairman,  let  me  ask  whether  there  be  in  this  room,  oi 
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m  the  world,  a  more  proper  person  to  second  a  motion 
for  establishing  a  society  for  giving  Bibles  to  seamen  V 


MSappy  illusion. 

At  a  meeting  of  a  Missionary  Society  in  Plymouth, 
Eng.,  a  speaker  thus  alkided  to  the  Life  boat. 

"  The  world  (he  exclaimed)  is  a  wreck  !  We  have  ali 
been  overboard,  contending  with  mighty  billows  :  but  glo 
ry  be  to  God,  He  sent  us  the  Life  Boat  !  We  were  taken 
into  it — some  half  dead,  and  others  gasping  for  life — and. 
were  safely  brought  to  land.  And  now,  vviiat  shall  we 
do  with  the  Lite  Boat?  Shall  we  not  send  it  olf  to  the 
wreck,  and  try  to  save  the  rest  of  the  crew  ?  Or  shall  we 
be  so  hard-hearted  as  to  say,  'Let  them  save  themselves 
as  they  can  :  some  on  a  hawser,  others  on  a  plank ;  or  let 
them  go  to  the  bottom  V  Far  be  this  trom  us !  No, 
Sir.  We  are  come  hither  on  purpose  to  man  ttie  boat, 
to  victual  and  provision  her  afresh,  and  to  send  her  oft 
aofain,  to  endeavor  to  pick  up  and  save  aP  the  rest  of  the 
crew. 


Conflict  and  l^ictory* 


At  a  late  aniversary  of  a  Bible  Society  in  South  Caro- 
lina, a  man  was  present  who  had  been  in  the  habit  of  in- 
temperance for  many  years.  He  had  wasted  a  fortune, 
and  his  amiable  family  were  now  sharing  with  him  the 
poverty,  the  disgrace,  the  domestic  disquietude,  which  the 
slave  to  this  chief  of  all  vices,  if  he  be  the  ma?;ter  of  a 
family,  can  never  suffer  alone,  but  into  which  he  drags 
also  the  excellent  partner  of  his  better  days,  and  their  oft- 
sprino-.  In  the  evening  a  director  of  the  society  saw  this 
man  In  a  state  of  intoxication,  and  presented  him  a  Bible. 
The  drunken  man  returned  him  thanks,  confessed  that 
he  had  no  such  book  at  home,  and  promised  to  keep  \\ 
for  himself  and  family  to  read.  Unable  to  reach  his  house, 
he  slept  by  the  road-side,  and  in  the  night  awoke,  finding 
his  Bible  in  one  pocket,  and  a  bottle  of  brandy  in  the  oth 
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er.  He  said  to  himself,  "  It  will  not  do  to  carry  6oth 
home  together,  and  I  do  not  know  which  to  throw  away. 
I  have  now  come  to  the  crisis,  and  this  is  the  turning 
point  of  my  Hfe.  The  one  I  keep  decides  my  character. 
I  believe,  as  I  am  alive,  that  the  good  and  the  bad  smrit 
have  met  this  night  to  draw  lots  for  me  ;  but  I  have  the 
casting  lot  still.  If  I  throw  away  the  Bible  I  shall  die  a 
drunkard,  and  the  Devil  has  me ;  if  I  throw  away  the  bot- 
tle I  give  the  lot  to  God  Almighty,  and  I  shall  die  a  good 
man."  He  paused  for  reflection,  and  allowed  the  convic- 
tions of  duty  to  contend  against  habit  and  inclination. 
The  conflict  was  a  terrible  one.  Often  he  resolved  to 
throw  away  his  bottle  and  reform  his  life,  and  the  tears 
flowed  plentifully  when  he  contrasted  what  he  had  been, 
with  what  he  then  was.  Often  did  he  even  raise  his  hand 
to  throw  away  from  him  the  Bible,  drink  his  life  out  and 
let  the  Devil  take  him.  At  last,  conscience  prevailed,  and 
taking  the  bottle  he  dashed  it  against  a  tree. 

He  reached  home  at  the  dawn  of  the  day,  called  his 
family  together,  told  them  what  he  had  done,  and  what 
he  was  re?olved  to  do.  The  morning  was  spent  in  read- 
ing his  new  book  with  the  family,  and  late  on  this  very 
same  morning,  they  all  kneeled  around  the  domestic  altar 
to  ofler  to  Heaven  their  first  united  petition.  The  trem- 
bling voice  and  broken  expressions  of  the  father,  unac- 
customed to  pray  ;  the  half  suppressed  emotions  of  his 
lovely  children,  too  deeply  felt  to  be  silently  held  in  their 
bosoms,  and  the  loud  weeping  of  his  heart-broken  com- 
panion, overcome  with  jo\  and  gratitude  at  the  unexpect- 
ed scene,  made  an  impression  upon  that  family,  which 
will  not  be  forgotten  in  eternity. 

This  man  now  possesses  the  confidence  of  the  neigh- 
Dorhood,  is  exemplary  in  his  morals,  is  an  humble  and  ac- 
tive Christian,  the  Lord  is  crowninsr  his  temporal  affairs 
with  prosperity,  and  a  family,  lately  wretched,  are  now 
truly  happy. 
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The  Jf^ord  in  Season. 

Over  twenty-two  years  ago,  the  writer  took  passage 
from  Portland  to  Bath  in  a  small  packet.  The  weather 
was  fine,  and  a  gentle  breeze  wafted  us  along  favorably, 
to  arrive  before  the  Sabbath.  Sitting  in  the  cabin  with 
other  passengers,  near  the  companion-way  leading  out  aft, 
his  ears  were  perpetually  stunned  with  the  horrid  oaths 
of  a  fellow  passenger,  talking  with  the  Captain  at  the 
helm.  After  enduring  it  for  a  while,  and  pondering  what 
to  do,  he  stepped  up  and  said  to  the  sailor,  "  Friend,  I 
wish  you  would  not  swear  any  more  during  the  rest  of 
the  passage."  Here  a  profound  silence  ensued,  when  he 
stepped  back  again  to  his  seat.  The  amazed  sailor  start- 
ed off  to  the  bows  of  the  packet,  as  though  vengeance  filled 
his  heart  and  murder  nerved  his  arm.  But  his  sturdy 
arm  was  soon  unstrung,  and  his  direful  heart  was  stung 
with  thoughts  of  home  and  a  mother's  prayers.  He  re- 
turned, but  slowly,  to  the  cabin  door,  descended  the  steps, 
and  took  a  seat  by  my  side.  "  Friend,^'  said  he,  "  why  do 
you  address  7716  rather  than  the  Captain?"  "  Only  be- 
cause you  took  the  lead  in  swearing,"  said  I.  ''  I  do  not 
know  that  I  swore  much  !"  "  No  !  I  suppose  you  were 
not  sensible  of  it,  for  when  the  habit  is  fixed,  men  do  not 
know  how  much  they  do  swear.  If  I  had  kept  account, 
I  suppose  your  oaths  would  have  numdered  a  thousand 
already  !"  "  I  have  been  out  in  the  frigate  Constitution," 
he  said,  "  and  just  arrived  at  Portsmouth  from  the  Medi- 
terranean, and  it  is  a  common  thing  for  men  to  swear,  and 
I  suppose  I  am  in  the  habit  of  it.  I  have  a  good  mother 
in  Bath,  who  would  be  greatly  hurt  to  know  that  I  swore 
so  much." 

Here  I  saw  the  quick  sensibility  of  one  so  rough,  so 
wicked  in  the  sight  of  God.  He  then  wished  to  know 
where  I  should  preach  the  next  day,  (it  being  the  Sab- 
bath) for  he  intended  to  go  and  hear  me.  I  was  not  then 
a  preacher,  this  I  assured  him,  but  could  scarcely  con- 
vince him  of  the  fact.  1  regret  that  I  did  not  ascertain 
nis  name,  or  his  future  history ;  but  not  another  oath  es- 
caped his  lips  during  the  passage,  and  he  clung  to  my 
side,  both  on  deck  and  below,  till  we  landed  at  Bath. 

If  the  admoniUon  and  conversation  were  of  no  saving 
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!:;enefit  to  the  sailor,  yet,  about  six  months  after,  two 
of  our  fellow  passengers  joined  Dr.  Payson's  church, 
datino;-  their  conviction  of  sin  from  these  very  circum- 
stances, and  hearing-  of  me  in  Portland,  sent  for  me  to 
their  house  to  relatethe  fact.  But  the  sailor  — the  sailor 
and  his  pious  mother's  grief  at  the  ])rofanity  of  her  son, 
and  he,  aware  of  the  pangs  of  that  pious  heart,  created, 
too,  by  his  wickedness  !  Is  this  tlie  only  sailor  who  has 
a  pious  mother  !  Is  he  thb  only  one  that  ever  grieved 
such  a  mother  7  Is  he  the  only  one  that  ever  felt  sensible 
of  the  wound  made  in  hei  heart?  No,  there  are  many, 
I  fear,  and  strewed  along  the  coast,  throughout  its  length 
and  breadth,  and  scattered  over  the  ocean  almost  as  the 
stars  of  the  sky  for  multitude.  Look  them  up,  ye  mari- 
ners chaplains— ye  benevolent  men,  too,  who  constitute 
the  mariner's  society — ye  landlords  and  merchants -ye 
landsmen,  who  sail  in  the  packets — look  them  up  from 
among  the  profane  and  the  profligate,  from  merchant 
ships  and  the  navy.  Yes,  ye  men  of  wealth,  look  them 
up,  by  proxy  ;  "  make  to  yourselves  friends  of  (or  with) 
the  mammon  of  unrighteousness,  that  when  ye  fail,  they 
may  receive  you  into  everlasting  habitations." 


•In  honest  l^ai€8/er'>s  Fee. 

It  is  now  five  years  since  the  widow  Stiles  called  on 
me,  one  morning^  before  breakfast  and  asked  me  to  recom- 
mend her  to  some  lawyer,  as  she  thought  her  friend 
Stubbs  Avas  less  correct  than  he  might  be.  I  asked  her 
to  step  into  the  parlor,  and  went  myself  to  my  breakfast. 
and  to  my  wife,  whose  advice  I  always  asked  on  such 
points.  We  had  known  Mrs.  Jared  Stiles  many  years. 
Her  husband  was  a  great  land  owner  iu  a  goodly  town  of 
the  western  country,  and  with  a  disinterested  love  that 
deserved  some  better  aim,  ever  pressed  it  on  his  helpmate, 
as  the  first  rule  of  life,  to  get  all  she  could,  and  keep  all 
she  got.  He  died,  and  Mrs.  Stiles  became  more  religious 
and  almsgiving,  but  also  more  and  more  fond  of  wealth, 
and  sensible  of  the  admirable  advice  which  her  husband 
had  given  her. 

I  stated  the  fact  to  my  wife,  and  awaited  her  opinion. 
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"  Well,  William,"  said  she,  after  drinking  a  cup  of  cof- 
fee upon  my  story,  "  I  fear  the  old  lady  has  some  money- 
2:ettinof  claim  in  view  ;  you  know  she  has  of  late  given  all 
her  affections  to  getting  more  wealth.  I  would  therefore 
recommend  her  to  the  m.ost  honest  and  conscientious  law- 
yer in  town,  and  not  to  the  most  acute  and  thorough  one, 
She  relies  on  your  judgment ;  use  it :  not  for  her  seeming 
but  her  real  good." 

I  counted  my  legal  acquaintance  over — twice  over — 
before  I  hit  on  one  answering  to  the  terms,  "  honest  and 
conscientious,"  in  the  sense  in  which  1  knew  Ellen  used 
them.  At  lensrth  1  found  him,  and  taking  my  hat,  walked 
with  the  widow  to  his  office. 

We  found  Mr.  Sawyer  at  his  desk ;  he  arose  and  gave 
us  chairs,  and  awaited  Mrs.  Stiles'  statement.  But  before 
I  2^0  on  in  this  point,  let  me  say  a  few  words  of  this  phe- 
nomenon— this  man  with  his  head  under  his  left  arm, 
close  to  his  heart — this  honest  lawyer,  in  the  broadest, 
highest  sense  of  the  term.  He  was  a  man  of  thirty-five  ; 
he  had  studied  law  because  he  liked  the  study,  and  began 
the  practice  because  he  had  to  get  a  living  ;  and  now  he 
continued  in  the  profession,  in  spite  of  bad  opponents,  and 
bad  courts,  because  he  thought  he  had  done,  and  might 
yet  do  much  good  by  his  labors;  not  alone  by  saving  the 
innocent  and  needy  from  the  strong  and  cruel ;  but  pre- 
venting strife,  putting  a  stop  to  half  knavish  practices, 
and  dissuading  men  and  women  from  unjust  suits,  and 
passion  rousing  quarrels.  Mr.  Sawyer  thought  it  not  on- 
ly proper  for  him  to  refuse  acting  for  those  whose  claims 
he  thought  dishonest,  but  he  counted  it  also  a  duty  and 
privilege,  nay,  a  mere  Christian  charity,  to  striA^e  to  per- 
suade them  to  forget  such  claims.  He  sought  fame  and 
extensive  practice  as  means  whereby  to  exert  amoral  in- 
fluence over  the  community.  He  thought  a  lawyer  bound 
to  serve,  not  his  client  only,  but  God  and  country;  and 
looked  on  him,  who  for  gain  would  prosecute  a  suit  which 
he  thought  unfair,  as  a  traitor  to  his  country  and  his  re- 
ligion, in  act,  whatever  he  might  be  in  intention.  In 
short  as  Bill  Blunt  once  said,  "  Sawyer  was  such  a  fool 
as  to  think  it  an  attorney's  business  to  help  the  parson 
make  men  good  Christians." 

And  now  we  shall  let  Mrs.  Stiles  state  her  business. 
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It  seems  that  her  husband  had  sold  and  conveyed  several 
lots,  which  her  father  had  left  m  trust  for  her,  and  in  such 
a  form  that  she,  meaning  to  release  lier  fee  in  the  lots,  had 
in  term,  merely  released  right  of  dower.  These  lots  sHe 
understood  she  could  get  back — 

"  Did  you  receive  the  money  for  them  ?"  said  Mr.  Saw- 
yer. 

«  Certainly,  Sir." 

"Was  it  a  fair,  full  price  for  the  land?" 

"  It  was  all  we  asked,  sir." 

"Did  you  sign  the  deed  willingly?" 

"  Of  course ;  do  you  think  Jared  would  have  driven  me 
to  do  it?" 

"Did  you  mean  to  convey  a  full  title  in  fee,  Mrs. 
Stiles  ?" 

"Beyond  doubt ;  but  as  we  didn't,  they  tell  me  the  land 
never  passed." 

"  Suppose,  Mrs.  Stiles,  the  money  had  been  paid  be- 
fore you  had  drawn  the  deed,  should  you  have  thought 
it  honest,  after  getting  the  money  to  refuse  to  give  the 
deed  ?" 

"  Why,  lawyer,  that  would  have  been  theiving  right 
down." 

"  Well,  Mrs.  Stiles,  you  have  not  yet  given  the  deed, 
shall  I  draw  one  for  you  to  sign  ?" 

"  Why,  bless  your  soul,  Sawyer,  that  is  the  deed  you 
have  got  in  your  hand." 

"  Mrs.  Stiles,  if  you  had  given  the  man,  when  he  paid 
you  money  for  the  lots,  a  sheet  of  blank  paper,  and  he 
had  not  looked  at  it,  would  that  have  been  a  deed  ?" 

"  Of  course  not." 

"But  you  meant  to  give  a  full  title  in  fee?" 

"Yes." 

"  Well,  this  is  not  such  a  title  any  more  than  a  sheet  of 
blank  paper;  you  have  not  yet  given  the  deed.  Shall  I 
draw  a  quit  claim  deed  for  you  to  sign  ?" 

Mrs.  Stiles  looked  at  me,  and  looked  at  the  window ; 
looked  very  much  puzzled,  and  somewhat  abashed.  At 
last  she  said-  "But  don't  the  law  say  the  land's  mine 
'squire  ?" 

"  We  can't  tell  that,"  said  Mr.  Sawyer,  "  till  the  case  is 
tried.     First  let  us  get  things  straight,  and  have  the  bar 
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gain  complete;  ana  then,  if  yon  please,  we  will  go  to  law 
abont  it." 

The  widow  was  fairly  caught  in  a  comer.  At  length, 
with  a  gasp,  she  asked  how  much  he  would  ask  for  a 
quit  claim  deed ;  this  charge,  the  attorney  told  her,  the 
other  party  would  willingly  pay,  he  had  no  doubt,  and 
taking  down  a  blank  proceeded  to  fill  it.  Before  we  left, 
the  bargain  was  complete  ;  the  deed  was  signed,  witness- 
ed, and  acknowledged. 

"And  pray,"  said  the  widow,  as  we  walked  home,  "what 
sort  of  a  lawyer  do  yon  call  this  man  ?  I  verily  believe  he 
has  cheated  me  out  of  all  them  lots !  I  have  a  great 
mind  to  go  back  and  tear  that  deed  all  to  flinders." 

1  assured  her  that  not  only  was  it  too  late,  but  that 
she  had  done  the  proper  thing  under  the  circumstances, 
and  advised  her  in  future  to  employ  no  one  but  Mr.  Saw- 
yer, Much  to  my  surprise,  she  took  my  advice,  and 
thenceforth  that  gentleman  was  her  solicitor  and  counselor. 
.  Last  week  the  widow  Stiles  died,  leaving  me  her  ex- 
ecutor. After  the  funeral  we  opened  her  will,  and  found 
it,  to  our  astonishment,  in  her  own  hand  writing : 

"Know  ye  all,"  it  began,  "that  whereas  I'm  going  to 
give  something  to  my  attorney.  I  write  this  myself;  that 
is,  I,  Jane,  relict  of  Jared  Stiles,  being  of  sound  mind  and 
body,— Know  all  men,  that  whereas  said  attorney,  to  wil, 
videlicet :  James  Sawyer,  of  this  said  town  that  I'm  of, 
namely,  the  town  of  Jackson,  whereas  I  say,  first  led  me 
to  see  the  folly  of  giving  my  old  age  to  the  heaping  up 
of  filthy  lucre,  and  caused  me  to  turn  aside  from  a  course 
that  was,  as  I  have  seen,  wholly  wrong,  for  which  be  he 
blessed  in  this  life  and  forever.  Therefore,  know  ye, 
that  as  a  small  token  of  respect  and  love,  for  said  attor- 
ney, to  wit,  namely,  James  Sawyer,  who  has  of  late,  been 
unfortunate,  and  much  distressed  in  worldly  matters,  I  do 
hereby,  by  these  presents,  give,  bequeath,  will,  transfer, 
make  over,  and  pass  unto  the  aforesaid  Sawyer,  every 
cent  I've  got  in  the  world;  goods,  chattels,  land,  money, 
books,  dress  and  jewels,  for  his  and  his  heirs'  good ; 
leaving  it  to  him  to  give  to  my  several  friends  such  arti- 
cles as  are  marked  with  their  names. 

Witness  my  hand  and  seal,  November  20th.,  1836. 

^g  JANE  STILES 
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Knowini^,  as  I  did,  Mr.  Sa\yyer's  troubles  in  these  harrf 
times,  I  shook  his  hand  most  joyfully. 

"It  is  a  fee,  my  friend,"  said  he,  "that  I  must  thank 
you  for." 

"She  must  leave  $50,000,"  I  replied. 

"  I  was  thinking,"  answered  he,  "  not  of  the  money,  but 
the  change  of  Hfe  and  heart ;  that  is  the  fee  I  prize." 


If  anger  of  Meeping  Mad  Company. 

The  danger  of  keeping  bad  company  arises  principal- 
ly from  our  aptness  to  imitate  and  catch  the  manners  and 
sentiments  of  others.  In  our  earliest  youth,  the  conta- 
o^ion  of  manner  is  observable;  in  the  boy,  yet  incapable 
of  having  any  learning  instilled  into  him,  we  easily  dis- 
cover from  his  first  actions,  and  rude  attempt  at  kingnage, 
the  kind  of  persons  with  whom  he  has  associated  ;  we 
see  the  early  spring  of  edacntion  or  the  first  wild  shots  ot 
rusticity.  As  he  enters  farther  into  life,  his  behavior  and 
conversation  take  their  caste  from  the  company  he  keeps. 

Manners  and  behavior  are  not  more  easily  caught 
than  opinions  and  principles.  In  childhood  and  in  youth, 
we  naturally  adopt  the  sentiments  of  those  about  us.  As 
we  advance  in  life,  how  few  think  for  ourselves;  how 
many  of  us  are  satisfied  with  taking  our  opinions  at 
second  hand  ! 

The  great  power  of  custom  forms  another  argument 
against  keeping  bad  company.  However  shocked  we 
may  be  at  the  approach  of  vice,  the  shocking  appearance 
vanishes  upon  an  intimacy  therewith;  custom  renders 
the  most  disgusting  objects  familiar  to  our  view.  Indeed, 
this  is  a  kind  of  provision  of  nature,  to  render  labor  and 
danger,  which  are  the  lot  of  man,  more  easy  to  him. 
Tlie  raw  soldier,  who  trembles  at  the  first  encounter, 
becomes  fearless  in  a  few  campaigns.  Habit  renders 
danger  familiar. 

But  habit,  which  is  intended  for  our  good,  may,  like 
other  kinds  of  appointments  of  nature,  be  converted  into 
mischief.  The  well-disposed  youth,  entering  first  into 
bad  company,  is  shocked  at  what  he  sees,  and  what  he 
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hears.  The  principles  which  he  had  imbibed,  ring  in 
his  ears  an  alarming  lesson  against  the  wxkedness  of 
his  companions ;  but,  alas  !  this  sensibility  is  of  sliort 
continuance ;  the  next  jovial  meeting  makes  the  horrid 
picture  of  yesterday  more  easily  endured ;  virtue  is  soon 
thought  a  severe  rule,  and  restraint  inconvenient.  A  few 
pangs  of  conscience  now,  and  soon  it  is  seared,  and  in  a 
short  time  he  is  ruined.  Let  tlie  young  beware  of  bad 
company. 


The  Fishermmi, 


I  WAS  sometime  since  walkinof  upon  a  Avharf,  where  a 
fishing  boat  lay,  and  as  I  wa's  passing,  and  repassing,  the 
master  of  the  boat  was  uttering  the  most  tremendous 
oaths.  At  length  I  turned  to  him,  and  standing  beside 
his  boat,  said,  "Sir,  I  am  unacquainted  with  your  business, 
what  kind  offish  are  these?"  He  repUed,  •' 'J'hey  are  cod- 
fish." "  How  long  are  you  usually  out  in  order  to  obtain 
your  load  ?"  "  Two  or  three  weeks,"  was  the  answer. 
"At  what  price  do  you  sell  them?"  He  informed  me. 
"Well,  have  you  not  hard  woric  to  obtain  a  living  in  this 
way?"  "  Yes — hard  work,"  said  he.  I  enquired,  "  with 
what  do  you  bait  these  fish?"  "With  clams."  "Did 
you  ever  catch  mackerel  ?"  "  Yes."  "  And  I  suppose 
you  bait  them  with  clams,  too  ?"  "  O  no,"  said  he,  "  they 
will  not  bite  at  clams."  "  Then  you  must  have  different 
kinds  of  bait  for  different  sorts  of  fish  ?"  "Yes."  "  Well, 
now,  did  you  ever  catch  a  fish  without  any  bait."  "  Yes," 
said  he,  "  I  was  out  last  year,  and  one  day,  when  I  was 
fixing  my  line,  my  hook-  fell  into  the  water,  and  the  fool 
took  hold  of  it,  and  I  drew  him  in."  "  Now,  sir,"  said  I, 
"  I  have  often  thought  that  Satan  was  very  much  like  a 
fisherman.  He  always  baits  his  hook,  with  that  kind  of 
bait  which  different  sorts  of  sinners  like  best ;  but  when 
he  would  catch  a  profane  swearer,  he  does  not  take  the 
trouble  to  put  on  any  bait  at  all ;  for  the  fool  will  always 
bite  at  the  bare  hook." 

He  was  silent,  his  countenance  solemn ;  and  after  a 
moment's  pause,  as  I  turned  to  go  away,  I  heard  him  say 
to  one  standing  by  him,  "I  guess  that's  a  minister." 
30* 
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ef  Meaiiiifml  Jlrgument. 

To  a  young  infidel,  who  was  scoffing  at  Christianity 
Ijecause  of  the  misconduct  of  its  professors,  the  late  Dr 
Mason  said  : — "Did  you  ever  know  an  uproar  to  be  made 
because  an  infidel  went  astray  from  the  paths  of  mo- 
rality ?"  The  infidel  admitted  that  he  had  not.  "  Then 
don't  you  see,"  said  Dr.  M.  "that  by  expecting  the  profes- 
sors of  Christianity  to  be  Jioly^  you  admit  it  to  be  a  holy 
religion,  and  thus  pay  it  the  highest  compliment  in  your 
power'/"     The  young  man  was  silent. 


JJr.  Owen* 


Dr.  Owen  was  for  a  time  exercised,  at  an  early  period 
of  his  Christian  course,  with  many  perplexing  doubts 
about  his  spiritual  state,  which  joined  with  outward  dis- 
couragements, brought  him  into  deep  despondence,  and 
he  remained,  for  a  length  of  time,  in  a  comfortless  state 
of  mind.  Being  in  London,  he  went  one  Lord's  day 
with  a  friend  of  his,  to  hear  Dr.  Calamy,  one  of  the  most 
eminent  preachers.  He  waited  for  his  coming  up  into 
the  pulpit,  but  at  length  it  was  known  that  Dr.  C.  was 
prevented  by  some  extraordinary  occasion.  Upon  this 
many  went  out  of  the  Church,  but  Mr.  Owen  resolved  to 
abide  there,  although  his  friend  would  have  persuaded 
him  to  go,  and  hear  another  eminent  minister  of  that 
city,  as  it  was  not  certain  there  would  be  any  person  to 
supply  Dr.  Calamy's  place.  At  length,  there  came  up  a 
country  minister  to  the  pulpit,  a  stranger  not  only  to  Mr. 
Owen,  but  to  the  congregation.  Having  prayed  fervently, 
he  took  for  his  text  these  words,  "  Why  are  ye  fearful. 
O  ye  of  little  faithP — Matthew  viii.  26.  The  very 
reading  of  the  words  surprised  Mr.  Owen,  upon  which 
he  secretly  offered  a  prayer  that  God  would  please  by 
him  to  speak  to  his  condition.  His  prayer  was  heard 
for  in  that  sermon  the  minister  was  directed  to  answer 
the  very  objections,  which  he  had  commonly  formed 
against  himself  And  thoucrh  he  had  formerly  given  the 
same  answer  himself,  without  any   effect;  yet  now   tlie 
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time  was  come,  when  God  designed  to  speak  peace  to  his 
sonl.  And  this  sermon,  thongh  otherwise  a  plain  famil 
iar  discourse,  was  blest  for  the  removing  of  all  his  doubts 
and  laid  the  foundation  of  that  solid  peace  and  com- 
fort, which  he  afterwards  enjoyed  as  long  as  he  lived. 
It  is  very  remarkable  that  Dr.  Owen  could  never  come 
to  the  knowledge  of  this  minister,  though  he  made  the 
most  diligent  inquiry. 

A  Mr.  Davies,  being  under  religious  impressions,  open- 
ed his  mind  to  Dr.  Owen.  In  the  course  of  the  conver- 
sation, Dr.  Owen  said,  "young  man,  pray  in  what  man- 
ner do  you  think  to  go  to  God."  Mr.  Davies  answered, 
"through  the  Mediator."  To  which  the  Dr.  replied, 
'•'  that  is  easily  said  ;  but  I  assure  you,  it  is  another  thing 
to  go  to  God  through  the  Mediator,  than  many,  who 
make  use  of  the  expression,  are  aware  of  I,  myself 
preached  some  years,  while  I  had  but  very  little,  if  any 
acquaintance  with  access  to  God  through  Christ,  until 
the  Lord  was  pleased  to  visit  me  with  sore  affliction,  by 
which  I  was  broao:ht  to  the  brink  of  the  grave,  and  un- 
der which  my  mind  was  filled  with  horror,  and  I  was 
for  some  time  in  the  depths. — But  it  pleased  God  to  re- 
lieve my  soul,  by  a  powerful  application  of  Psalm  cxxx. 
4.  'But  there  is  forgiveness  with  thee,  that  thou  may- 
est  be  feared.'  From  this  text  I  received  special  light, 
peace,  and  comfort  in  drawing  nigh  to  God,  through 
the  Mediator,  and  on  this  text  I  preached  after  my  re- 
covery." Perhaps  to  this  exercise  of  mind,  we  owe  his 
excellent  exposition  of  that  Psalm. 

The  last  work  which  Dr.  Owen  wrote  and  committed 
to  the  press,  was  that  "  On  the  Glory  of  Christ."  He 
died  August  24t,h.  1683.  Mr.  Payne,  who  was  instructed 
by  Dr.  Owen  to  put  his  last  performance  to  the  press, 
came  in  to  see  him  on  the  morning  of  the  day  on  which 
he  died,  and  told  him,  "  Doctor,  the  last  of  your  book 
on  the  glory  of  Christ  is  now  put  in  the  press."  To  this 
the  Dr.  answered,  '•  I  am  glad  of  it,"  and  then  lifting 
up  both  his  hands  and  eyes  as  in  a  kind  of  rapture, 
he  said,  "  but,  O,  brother  Payne,  the  long  looked  for  day 
is  come  at  last,  in  which  I  shall  see  that  glory  in  another 
manner  than  I  have  ever  yet,  or  was  capable  of  doing 
in  this  world. 
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^re  you  a  another  I 

One  other  virtue  it  is  due  to  the  present  state  of  pubhc 
feeling  to  present:  it  is  that  of  training  your  children  to 
temperance.     The  records  of  the  greac  day  will  probably 
reveal  that  woman  has  had  more  to  do  with  the  business 
of  intemperance  than  has  been  set  down  to  her  account. 
The  love  of  strong  drink,  physicians  tell  us,  is  sometimes 
hereditary.     It  is  imbibed  with  the  very  commencement 
of  existence.     It  is  often  thoughtlessly  and  unhesitatingly 
given  in  early  infancy.     It  is  administered  as  a  medicine 
and  with  medicine.     Habits  of  love  for  it  are  formed,  per- 
haps in  the  very  dawn  of  being,  and  the  child  grows  up 
pleased  with  the  unnatural  tasfe,  not  having  learned  to 
call  it  poison.     It  has  been  the  case,  that  the  child  at  the 
house  of  a  mother  has  partaken  of  it  at  her  parties  of  plea- 
sure ;  from  the  sideboard,  or  the  closet,  or  amid  the  com- 
pany of  those  more  advanced,  who  deemed  it  no  dishonor. 
Woman  may  do  much  to  check  this  evil.     She  may 
and  could  keep  it  from  her  children,  in  all  stages  of  child- 
hood, as  a  medicine,  unless  administered  by  a  physician 
who  will  not  suffer  her  to  do  otherwise.     She  may  teach 
them  early  lessons  on  the  subject,  and  depict  the  way  by 
which  men   have   become  drunkards.      She   may  direct 
them  to  books  and  facts  which  strongly  exhibit  the  evil. 
She  may  keep  her  children  from  the  places  of  temptation 
and  the  society  of  the  dissolute.     And  there  is  one  power 
which  she  holds,  and  which  she  is  bound  to  exercise  to 
the  lull  limit  of  her  authority:  it  is  the  power  of  keeping 
her  children,  of  either  sex,  and  especially  of  her  own,  ab- 
solutely from  the  society  of  the  intemperate.     It  is  not,  I 
believe,  unfit  to  the  dignity  of  the  place  to  say,  that  the 
mother  who  encourages  addresses  to  her  danghters  from 
young  men,  whose  characters  are  not  beyond  suspicion  on 
this  subject,  may  be  planting  thorns  in  her  own  dying  pil- 
low, and  probably  preparing  unmingled  wretchedness  and 
woe  for  her  child.     It  is  timely  and  proper  to  speak  out 
plainly  on  this  point.     It  should  have  been  done  long  ago. 
It  is  treason  of  the  highest  and  foulest  order,  and  guilt  of 
the  darkest  and  deepest  die,  to  commit  a  child  to  the  charge 
of  one  who  totters  on  the  verge  of  intemperance. 

Perhaps  more  may  be  done  by  firm  and  independent 
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femalc?3  in  staying;  the  progress  of  this  sin  than  has  yet 
been  accomphshed.  Woman,  in  the  march  of  this  pesti- 
lence, has  bled  at  every  pore.  Whoever  is  the  drunk- 
ard, she  is  the  sufferer.  '^I'honsands  have  sighed  and 
groaned  in  vain  ;  thousands  bound  to  profligate  husbands, 
still  weep  and  wail:  bound  to  putrid  deatli,  and  expecting 
deliverance  only  when  God  commits  the  offensive  burden 
to  the  grave.  Here  lier  power  may  yet  be  seen.  And  by 
frowning  on  it  in  the  bud,  and  opposing  it  in  its  first  ad- 
vances, she  may  drive  intemperance  from  social  inter- 
course, from  poisoning  the  pride  of  her  family,  and  ulti- 
mately from  the  world.  She  has  frowned  profaneness 
from  her  society,  and  she  is  equally  in  her  sphere,  when 
she  frowns  indignantly  on  the  drunkard,  and  shuts  every 
avenue  that  leads  to  her  abode  from  his  approach. 

The  possibility  that  in  a  congregation  so  large  as  this, 
there  may  be,  unknown  to  myself,  one  single  such  mother 
as  I  am  about  to  describe,  justifies  the  remark,  which  I 
feel  it  my  duty  to  make.  The  very  thought  that  these 
walls  embrace,  and  that  yonder  grave-yard  is  soon  to  en- 
tomb, one  single  intemperate  mother,  is  sickening  to  the 
very  soul.  No  combination  presents  so  much  that  is  '.m- 
natural  and  loathsome  as  an  intemperate  mother.  The 
soul  turns  from  it  with  abhorrence.  In  describing  an  in- 
temperate man,  we  are  on  lawful  ground.  We  see  him 
and  know  him.  He  is  public.  He  publicly  drinks,  and 
is  a  fair  object  of  public  reproof.  We  must  warn  him, 
and  tell  him  of  his  sins  and  dangers.  But  we  shrink 
from  speaking  thus  of  woman.  We  would  draw  a  veil 
on  the  disgusting  fact,  and  hide  from  the  world  the  melan- 
choly truth,  that  one  such  mother  treads  the  earth.  Beit 
buried,  forever  buried.  Let  it  not  be  told  in  Gath  that  a 
single  such  mother  pollutes  the  air  and  beholds  the  hea- 
vens. Be  it  among  those  truths,  painful  truths,  of  which 
the  world  would  not  speak ;  the  loathsome  and  melan- 
choly facts,  which  for  the  credit  of  man,  we  wish  to  hide 
from  every  mortal  gaze,  and  bury  deep,  and  forever,  iu  the 
unbroken  sleep  of  death.  Tread  lightly  on  her  memory 
when  she  dies,  and  let  it  be  speedily  blotted  from  the  rec 
ollection  of  mankind,  that  a  drunken  mother  lived.  Let 
no  marble  tell  the  cause  of  her  dying,  and  speak  not  to  the 
stranger  at  her  grave  of  the  manner  of  her  living. 
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Golden  Rule. 

"Whatsoever  ye  would  that  men  should  do  unto  you,  do  ye,  even  so  to  them." 

A  Poor  widow,  with  a  family  of  children  to  support, 
earned  a  scanty  living  by  selling,  near  one  of  our  market 
houses,  on  a  table,  various  little  fancy  articles.  Some 
friends  advised  her  to  rent  a  small  store  that  was  vacant 
close  by,  and  open  in  that  with  a  larofer  assortment.  After 
hesitating  long,  with  much  fear  and  trembling,  she  at  last 
rented  the  store,  and  by  the  aid  of  a  few  friends,  got  a 
neat  little  stock  of  goods.  Every  market  day  she  set  out 
her  table  as  before,  and  with  what  she  sold,  both  in  this 
way  and  in  her  shop,  she  soon  began  to  do  very  well,  and 
to  be  tolerably  easy  in  her  mind.  Just  at  this  period  in 
her  affairs,  another  poor  widow  woman,  struggling  for  a 
support  for  her  children,  set  out  a  table  on  the  opposite 
corner,  to  get  the  custom  of  the  market  people.  As  soon 
as  the  vqdow  who  had  the  store  as  well  as  the  table,  saw 
this,  she  immediately  took  in  her  table,  and  to  a  friend 
who  asked  her  the  reason  said,  "I  am  doing  very  well 
with  my  store,  and  she  has  but  a  table ;  I  will  divide  the 
custom,  for  I  know  how  hard  it  is  to  support  a  family  of 
children  with  only  the  sales  of  a  single  table." 


m^n  American  IjUdy'^s  Kindness  to  a  Soldier. 

On  my  first  arrival  here  I  inquired  for  private  F.,  hav- 
ing known  him  at  Sackett's  Harbor.  I  knew  him  to  be 
a  well  informed,  well  educated  man.  Desiring  he  should 
become  what  he  might  if  he  chose,  (but  I  learned  to  my 
regret  that  he  was  still  a  drunkard,)  I  sent  for  him,  con- 
versed plainly  with  him,  and  told  him  I  only  wondered, 
that  with  his  habits,  he  was  still  in  the  land  of  the  living, 
and  it  was  a  mercy  God  had  spared  him  so  long.  I  asked 
him  if  he  really  loved  that  poison  he  took  so  freely?  He 
answered,  no.  I  asked  him  why  he  drank  it?  He  said 
he  could  not  live  without  it.  1  told  him  he  was  mistaken ; 
that  he  could  not  live  long,  if  he  pursued  the  course  he 
then  did,  and  that  I  believed  he  was  rapidly  going  to  the 
j-rave,  and  to  the  world  of  despair.  He  listened  with 
e.^^pectful  attention,  and  w;:i5  silent.     I  then  asked  him  li 
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ardent  bpirit  was  necessary  either  to  his  existence,  oi  hap- 
piness.  He  said,  it  was  not.  I  then  asked  him,  if  he 
would  make  me  one  promise?  He  asked  what  it  was? 
1  answered,  promise  me,  F.,  that  you  will  not  drink  anoth- 

ei  drop  for  six  months.     "Miss ,"'  said  he,  "1  cannot 

make  that  promise.  I  will  promise  not  to  drink  so  much." 
'•No,"  said  I,  "that  will  not  do  ;■'  you  must  give  it  up 
entirely^  or  you  are  a  ruined  man  for  this  world,  and  the 
world  to  come." 

A  k\v  days  after  this,  1  saw  him  again,  and  asked  him 
if  he  was  still  determined  to  drink?  He  answered  that  it 
made  but  little  difference,  whether  he  lived  a  longer  or  a 
shorter  period,  <fec.,  but  looked  very  solemn.  I  then  told 
him  that  I  had  sent  for  him  once  more,  and  it  would  be 
for  the  last  time ;  that  I  not  only  felt  anxious  that  he 
should  become  a  sober  man,  but  anxious  also  that  he 
should  become  a  Christian.     At  this  he  seemed  to  start ; 

he  looked  at  me  with  astonishment.     "Miss "  said  he, 

"I  did  not  know  there  was  a  being  in  the  world,  who 
cared  whether  I  was  drunk  or  sober,  whether  1  was 
respected  or  despised,  whether  saved  or  lost.  I  knew  not 
there  was  one,  who  could  take  a  sufficient  interest  in  my 
welfare,  as  even  to  spend  so  much  time  in  conversing 
with  me;  or  who  would  condescend  to  advise  me  for  my 
best  good."  He  said  no  one  cared  for,  or  respected  him. 
Of  course  he  thought  it  was  of  little  consequence  how  he 
appeared,  how  he  lived,  (fee.  I  then  conversed  with  him 
more  faithfully,  feeling  at  liberty  to  do  so,  as  he  belonged 
to  my  brother's  company.  I  laid  before  him  the  awful 
consequences  of  leading  such  a  life;  the  influence  he  was 
exerting  over  others;  the  tremendous  fate  that  awaited 
him,  and  all  those  who  lived  and  died  as  he  would,  un- 
less a  speedy  reformation  took  place.  I  left  him  after 
repeating,  that  I  never  wished  again  to  see  or  speak  with 
him,  while  he  continued  a  practice  so  destructive  to  soul 

and  body  both.     Now,  Mr. ,  think  of  the  goodness  and 

mercy  of  God,  in  interposing.  In  less  than  one  week  after 
the  last  conversation,  F.  did  make  resolutions,  and  such  reso- 
lutions as  he  has  never  since  broken.  It  is  now  more  than 
three  months, since  he  has  tasted  ardent  spirit;  he  has  never 
for  once  been  tempted  to  take  it,  and  it  has  become  hateful  to 
bim.     And  1  am  sure  you  will  think  it  a  wonder  of  won 
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ders,  when  I  tell  you  further,  that  he  is  a  Christian.  1 
could  fill  pages  to  you  concerning  his  first  awakening,  his 
strono^  convictions,  his  deep  sense  of  sin.  the  enormity  of 
nis  crimes,  his  views  of  the  justice  of  God  in  casting  him 
off  forever,  his  apparently  sincere  repentance,  his  deep 
Lontrition  of  soul  for  sin,  his  perfect  hatred  of  it,  and  of 
die  course  he  had  his  whole  life  pursued;  and  his  atone- 
ment at  the  long  suffering  and  forbearance  of  God,  to- 
wards him,  when  he  had  sinned  with  so  high  a  hand. 

The  Bible,  which  he  says  had  hitherto  been  a  sealed 
book  to  him,  now  opens  to  his  mind  new  truths,  and  he 
discovers  new  beauties,  which  until  lately  were  entirely 
hid.  Though,  probably,  he  never  read  the  Bible  much, 
he  says  it  was  a  task;  now  it  is  his  delight,  and  in  prayer 
and  communion  with  God,  he  finds  the  highest  enjoy- 
ment. Indeed,  he  seems  already  to  have  made  great 
advances  in  the  knowledge  of  his  own  heart.  He  says 
nothing  ean  exceed  the  depth  of  the  wickedness  and  en- 
tire depravity,  the  sink  of  iniquity  and  corruption,  which 
he  has  discovered.  He  wonders  that  God  has  spared 
such  a  sinner  so  long;  it  seems  to  him  that  the  justice 
of  God  required  his  eternal  destruction.  He  has  alto- 
gether new  views  of  the  Savior,  and  the  way  of  life  and 
salvation  through  him.  "Oh?"  he  says,  "what  a  glorious 
and  perfect  way !"  The  old  man  is  emphatically  and 
radically  changed.  Never,  perhaps,  was  anything  more 
visible.  His  looks,  his  conversation,  his  whole  appear- 
ance, are  changed. 

How  admirable  the  labors,  and  complete  the  success  oi 
this  pious  young  lady.  O,  that  Christian  females  would 
exert  themselves  to  do  good  among  sailors  and  soldiers. 
What  a  melancholy  and  affecting  acknowledirement  did 
private  F.  make,  that  he  thought  no  one  cared  for  him. 
Christians,  awake  to  the  deathless  interest  of  perishing 
soldiers  and  sailors. 


•^  British  Soldier* 


At  the  battle  of  Toulouse  a  multitude  ot  brave  men 
were  slain  ;  and  many  who  survived  that  dreadful  con- 
flict, narrowly  escaped  with  their  lives.     Among  the  !at- 
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ter  was  a  soldier  belonging  to  the  seventy-first  regiment 
which  had  so  nobly  distinguished  itself  during  the  war 
in  the  Peninsula.  The  following  account  of  his  preser- 
vation has  been  published  by  himself. 

After  having  given  a  vivid  description  of  the  commence- 
ment of  the  battle,  and  many  exploits  of  valor  performed 
by  the  British  army  on  that  da^^,  he  says  :  "  1  shall  ever 
remember  an  adventure  that  happened  to  me  towards  the 
afternoon.  We  were  in  extended  order,  firing  and  retir- 
ing. I  had  just  risen  to  run  behind  my  file,  when  a 
spent  shot  struck  me  on  the  groin,  and  nearly  took  my 
breath  from  me.  Lord,  receive  my  soul !"  I  said,  and  sat 
down  resigned.  The  French  were  advancing  fast.  I 
laid  musket  down,  and  gasped  for  breath.  Being  very 
sick,  I  put  my  canteen  to  my  lips,  but  could  not  taste  the 
water ;  however,  I  washed  my  mouth  and  grew  less  faint. 
At  this  momentof  helplessness,  the  French  came  up.  One 
of  them  made  a  charge  at  me,  as  I  sat  on  the  ground,  pale 
as  death.  In  another  moment  I  must  have  been  transfix- 
ed, had  not  his  next  man  pushed  the  point  of  the  bayonet 
past  me.  "Do  not  touch  the  good  Scott,"  said  the  brave 
soldier,  and  then  addressing  himself  to  me,  added,  "  Do 
you  remember  me  ?"  I  feebly  answered  "  No."  "  I  saw 
you  at  Sobral,"  he  rejoined.  Immediately  I  recognized 
him  to  be  a  soldier  whose  life  I  had  saved  from  a  Portu- 
guese, who  was  going  to  kill  him  as  he  lay  wounded. 
"  Yes,  I  know  you,"  I  replied.  "  God  bless  you,"  said  the 
brave  warrior,  and  giving  me  a  pancake  out  of  his  hand, 
moved  on  with  his  companions  in  arms." 

Thus  the  merciful  man  obtained  mercy  ;  and  as  we 
deal  with  others  God  will  deal  with  us.  From  this  short 
narrative,  we  may  see  how  necessary  it  is  to  embrace  ev- 
ery opportunity  of  performing  acts  of  kindness.  Such  a 
conduct,  while  it  is  pleasing  and  acceptable  to  God,  will 
prove  highly  beneficial  to  ourselves.  By  doing  good  to 
others,  we  shall  dispose  and  engage  them  to  return  our 
kindness.  In  many  respects,  men  are  dependent  on  each 
other.  We  cannot  tell  what  may  befal  us  in  future  life; 
we  may  be  placed  in  such  situations  as  to  be  glad  of  the 
assistance  of  those  whose  talents  we  may  be  tempted  to 
despise.  No  merciful  man  will  object,  in  a  qualified 
37 
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sense,  to  that  part  of  Pope's  Universal  prayer,  where  be 
says, — 

"  Teach  me  to  feel  another's  woe, 
To  hide  the  fault  I  see  ; 
What  mercy  I  to  others  show, 
That  mercy  show  to  me." 


•Mn  Example  for  Teachers. 

A  TEACHER  in  a  Sabbath  school  having  labored  some 
time  without  seeing  any  of  his  class  converted,  began  to 
feel  that  there  was  something  wrong  in  his  manner  of  teach- 
ing. He  could  not  believe  that,  when  a  teacher  makes 
proper  efforts  for  the  conversion  of  his  pupils,  he  will  re- 
main long  without  success.  He  was  led  to  be  more  con- 
stant in  prayer.  During  the  week,  he  daily  and  fervent- 
ly presented  the  case  of  each  scholar  before  the  throne  oi 
grace.  When  the  Sabbath  came,  he  found  himself  pos- 
sessed of  an  unusual  desire  for  the  conversion  of  the  chil- 
dren. He  was  more  faithful  to  them  than  he  had  been 
before.  He  applied  the  truths  contained  in  the  lesson  to 
the  heart  and  conscience  ot  each  one.  He  told  them  what 
his  feelings  had  been  respecting  them,  and  requested  them 
to  pray  for  him  every  day  during  the  week,  that  he  might 
be  aided  in  his  efforts  to  make  them  wise  unto  salvation. 
As  the  scholars  were  on  their  way  home,  two  of  them 
walked  along  by  themselves,  for  some  time  without  say- 
ing a  word. 

At  length  one  said  :  "  Our  teacher  felt  a  good  deal  oi 
interest  in  us  to-day." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  other,  "  and  what  do  you  think  of  his 
asking  us  to  pray  for  him  1  I  told  him  I  would,  and  I 
mean  to  be  as  good  as  my  word." 

"  Well,  so  do  1,"  said  his  companion  ;  "  and  why  can't 
we  pray  together  7" 

They  immediately  turned  aside  from  the  road  and  in  a 
retired  spot  fulfilled  the  promise  they  had  made  to  their 
teacher.  One  of  the  boys  went  home  and  asked  the  lady 
Avith  whom  he  lived,  to  forgive  him.  He  knew  he  had 
beer  a  bad  boy,  and  he  desired  her  to  pray  for  him.  The 
serious  impressions  that  were  made  on  the  minds  of  these 
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Doys,  became  more  deepj  and  in  a  few  days  they  were  re- 
joicing in  the  liberty  of  the  gospel.  In  a  few  weeks  after, 
they  were  baptized  and  joined  the  church.  And,  says 
the  gentleman  who  first  gave  this  account,  a  deacon  of 
the  church  to  which  they  belong,  "  two  excellent  breth- 
ren they  are."  All  the  other  boys  in  the  class  have 
since  become  pious,  and  adorn  the  Christian  profes- 
sion. 

How  loudly  does  such  a  fact  call  upon  teachers  to  be 
faithful  to  their  trust.  What  is  their  trust?  Nothing 
less  than  immortal  souls,  whose  future  weal  or  woe  de- 
pends upon  the  characters  they  form  in  this  life.  Teach- 
ers, contemplate  the  example  that  is  here  set  before  you. 
Have  you  labored  long  and  had  none  of  your  class  con- 
verted ?  Be  not  satisfied.  Inquire  diligently  into  the 
cause ;  and  possibly  you  will  find  you  have  yourself  been 
to  blame.  Remember,  it  should  not  be  the  main  object  of 
your  labors  to  render  your  pupils  intelligent  or  moral. 
It  is  more.  You  should  never  stop  short  of  their  conver- 
sion. Let  this  be  your  constant  aim.  Seek  to  have  it 
effected  immediately,  and  you  shall  be  successful. 


The  £jittle  Girl  and  the  I^ark  Grave. 

In  the  speech  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Plumer,  before  the  meet- 
ing of  the  American  Board  of  Foreign  Missions,  as  report- 
ed by  the  New  York  Observer,  is  the  following  affecting 
incident : 

There  were  in  the  southern  country,  a  father  and  moth- 
er who  had  a  lively  little  daughter  of  three  or  four  years 
of  age,  their  only  child.  She  began  insensibly  to  pine 
away,  and  all  efforts  employed  by  her  physician  seemed 
to  be  unavailing,  until  at  length  he  was  compelled  to 
communicate  to  her  distressed  parents,  his  conviction  that 
the  child  could  not  long  survive.  The  little  one  herself 
began  to  suspect  the  same  thing,  and  one  day  as  her  fath- 
er sat  by  her  bedside,  she  fixed  her  eyes  on  his  face,  and 
said :  "  Papa,  does  not  the  doctor  think  I  shall  die?"  The 
father  did  not  conceal  from  her  the  truth  ;  and  on  learn- 
mg  it  her  little  countenance  immediately  fell.  After  an 
interval  of  silence,  she  said : 
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"  Papa,  the  grave  looks  very  dark.  O,  it  is  very  darh 
indeed !     Papa,  won't  you  go  down  with  me  into  it?" 

The  father  was  much  moved,  but  endeavored,  as  wel' 
as  he  could,  to  make  her  comprehend  the  impossibility 
She  then  said, 

"  Papa,  won't  you  let  mama  go  with  me  ?" 

To  this  question  he  had  to  give  a  similar  reply,  on 
which  the  little  sufferer  turned  her  face  to  the  wall  and 
wept.  But  while  she  wept  like  Hezekiah,  she  had  also 
learned  to  pray  like  him;  and,  after  having  in  her  own 
simple  way,  poured  out  her  heart  to  God,  she  turned  to 
her  father  with  a  cheerful  countenance,  and  said : 

"  Papa,  the  grave  is  not  dark  now.  I  know  that  you 
and  mama  can't  go  with  me,  but  Jesus  will  go  with  me 
into  the  grave." 


•fl  JVanie  above  every  J%^ame. 

When  the  pious  Bishop  Beveridge  was  on  his  death- 
bed, he  did  not  know  any  of  his  friends,  or  connexions. 
A  minister  with  whom  he  had  been  well  acquainted,  vis- 
ited him  ;  and  when  conducted  into  his  room,  he  said  : 
"  Bishop  Beveridge,  do  you  know  me  ?"  "  Who  are  you  ?" 
said  the  Bishop.  Being  told  who  the  minister  was,  he 
said  that  he  did  not  know  Iiim.  Another  friend  came 
who  had  been  equally  well  known,  and  accosted  him  in 
a  similar  manner.  "  Do  you  know  me,  Bishop  Beve- 
ridge." "  Who  are  you  ?"  said  he.  Being  told  it  was 
one  of  his  intimate  friends,  he  said  he  did  not  know  him. 
His  ivife  then  came  to  his  bedside  and  asked  him  if  he 
knew  her.  "  Who  are  you  ?"  said  he.  Being  told  she 
was  his  wife,  he  said  he  did  not  know  Aer.  "  Well,"  said 
one,  "  Bishop  Beveridge,  do  you  know  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ?"  "Jesus  Ceirist  "  said  he,  reviving,  as  if  the 
name  had  upon  him  the  influence  of  a  charm.  "  O  !  yes,  1 
have  known  him  these  forty  years  Precious  Savior 
He  is  my  only  hope.' 
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The  JBlacksmith. 

A  CONSCIENTIOUS  blacksmith,  soon  after  becoming  sa- 
vingly acquainted  with  Jesus  Christ,  was  tried  by  the  cus- 
tomary applications  to  do  little  necessary  jobs,  as  they 
called,  on  Sunday;  and  at  length  came  to  a  determina- 
tion to  do  no  work  on  that  holy  day,  except  such  as,  from 
inquiry  into  the  case,  should  appear  ir  lis  own  opinion  to 
be  necessary.  He  was  soon  after  called  upon  by  a  trav- 
eler on  Sunday  morning,  to  replace  a  shoe  for  his  horse. 
"Friend,"  said  the  blacksmith,  "this  you  know  is  the 
Lord's  day ;  and  I  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  do  any  work 
on  this  day,  except  of  necessity  and  mercy.  You  will 
excuse  me  therefore,  for  inquiring  whether  your  journey- 
ing on  this  day  is  necessary?"  "Why  as  to  that,"  an- 
swered the  traveler,  "I  don't  know  that  it  h  absolutely 
necessary  ;  but  if  1  keep  on,  I  shall  get  home  to-night,  and 

put  an  end  to  those  tavern  bills  and  expens\)s." 

"  So,  my  friend,  you  think  to  save  a  few  shillings  is  a  suf- 
ficient excuse  for  you  to  break  the  Lord's  day ;  and  of 
course  to  earn  a  few  shillings,  would  be  a  sufficient  rea- 
son for  my  doing  the  same!  Such  an  excuse,  I  assure 
you,  will  not  quiet  conscience  in  the  sight  of  God,  and 
therefore  I  cannot  shoe  your  horsed 

Immediately  after  this,  a  carriage  stopped  at  his  door, 
and  a  gentleman  accosted  him  with  a  request  to  repair 
a  bolt,  which  had  just  broken.  "  Sir,"  said  the  blacksmith, 
"I  am  just  preparing  with  my  family,  to  go  to  the  house 
of  God  ;  and  1  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  break  off  from  the 
proper  employments  of  this  holy  day,  for  the  accommoda- 
tion of  travelers,  without  urgent  and  real  necessity." 
"Such,"  replied  the  gentleman,  "is  my  case.  I  am  as  re- 
luctant as  you  very  justly  are,  to  violate  this  day  of  sacred 
rest.  But  I  am  conveying  a  dying  friend  from  the  coun- 
try, where  she  has  in  vain  sought  the  recovery  of  her 
healtli,  to  her  own  home,  where  she  wishes  to  die.  We 
cannot  proceed  unless  the  carriage  be  repaired;  and  if 
detained  on  the  road  to-day,  there  is  a  probability  of  her 
expiring  before  she  reaches  home,"  "  In  this  case,"  an- 
swered the  blacksmith,  "I  cannot  hesitate."  He  accor- 
dingly exchanged  his  dress,  went  to  his  shop,  kindled  his 
fire,  and  performed  the  necessary  repair.  The  gentleman, 
87* 
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with  thanks,  gave  him  a  compensation  ;  whicii,  it  is  net^- 
leys  to  addjhe  put  upon  the  contribution  plate,  as  belong 
ing  to  Him,  whose  time  he  had  consumed  in  earning  it. 


Importance  of  Prayer. 

The  following  anecdote  is  recorded  in  the  diary  kept 
at  Frerdensburg,  a  settlement  of  the  Moravians,  in  Saint 
Croix,  a  Danish  West  India  Island. 

In  March,  1819,  Mr.  Bell,  a  captain  of  a  ship  from  Phil- 
adelphia, who  is  a  religious  man,  living  some  time  in  this 
island,  paid  us  several  visits.  One  day  he  brought  with 
him  another  captain,  from  Baltimore,  of  the  name  ot 
Boyle.  Having  for  some  time  conversed  on  religious  sub- 
jects, the  latter  inquired  whether  any  of  our  family  were 
on  board  an  English  vessel,  with  only  six  guns,  and 
twenty  two  men,  which  in  the  year  1814  was  attacked 
by  a  North  American  privateer  of  fourteen  guns,  and  one 
hundred  and  twenty  men,  on  her  voyage  to  St.  Thomas ; 
and  which  after  a  most  desperate  conflict  beat  off  the  en- 
emy. He  added,  that  he  supposed  very  fervent  prayer 
had  been  offered  up  on  board  that  vessel.  Sister  Ramuch 
answered,  that  she  was  on  board  the  English  vessel,  and 
could  assure  him  that  there  was.  "  That  I  believe,"  re- 
plied the  captain,  "for  I  felt  the  effect  of  your  prayers.". 
He  then  informed  us  that  he  was  the  captain  who  com 
manded  the  privateer.  "According  to  my  way  of  think- 
ing at  that  time,"  said  he,  "  1  was  determined  to  strain 
every  nerve  to  get  possession  of  the  British  vessel,  or  sink 
her ;  but  she  was  protected  by  a  higher  power,  against 
which  all  my  exertions  proved  vain."  This  disappoint- 
ment and  defeat  astonished  him  ;  but  when  he  afterwards 
heard  that  missionaries  were  on  board  the  English  vessel, 
it  struck  him  that  their  fervent  prayers  to  God  had  brought 
them  protection  and  safety.  This  led  him  to  a  farther 
thouo^ht  about  these  things ;  and  at  length  by  God's  mer- 
cy, to  a  total  change  of  mind.  On  his  making  this  state- 
ment, we  joined  him  in  thanking  the  Lord  for  his  good- 
ness. From  this  authentic  fact,  we  learn  that  under  all 
circumstances,  however  bad  and  hopeless,  it  is  the  chris- 
tian's duty  to  pray  and  not  to  faint;  to  exercise  faith  and 
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hope  in  that  Almighty  Jehovah, '  whose  ear  is  never  heavy 
that  he  cannot  hear  ;  nor  his  hand  shortened  that  he  can- 
not save ;  for  there  is  no  restraint  to  the  Lord  to  save  by 
many  or  by  few,'  1  Sam.  xiv  :  6.  While  then  the  chris- 
tian can  joyfully  say,  "  Is  there  any  thing-  too  hard  for  the 
Lord  ?"  let  him  hold  fast  his  confidence  in  his  God.  When 
the  pious  Moravian  missionaries  saw  a  ship,  so  superior 
in  force,  coming  against  their  poor  little  vessel,  they  did 
not  cast  away  their  anchor  of  hope  in  the  promises  of  God ; 
they  did  not  sit  down  in  despair,  when  it  was  the  very 
time  for  their  "  God,  who  doeth  wonders,"  to  make  his 
power  to  be  known  ;  but  they  called  to  mind  his  wonders 
of  old  time,  and  exercised  that  faith  which  has  given  them 
such  wonderful  success  in  the  preaching  of  the  gospel 
of  his  Son.  That  faith  in  God  which  had  called  forth  his 
power  to  the  subduing  of  kingdoms,  stirred  up  these 
righteous  men  to  effectual,  fervent  prayer  ;  and  their  spir- 
itual weapons  were  too  mighty  for  the  carnal  weapons  of 
their  powerful  and  determined  enemies.  They  had  but 
one  refuge  to  flee  unto  ;  but  that  refuge  was  the  mighty 
God  of  Jacob ;  the  God  to  whom  salvation  belongeth ; 
and  because  they  trusted  in  his  power,  he  caused  them  to 
rejoice  in  his  mercy.  Well  might  they  exclaim  one  to 
the  other,  as  they  saw  their  enemies  retreating  with  shame 
and  confusion  from  contending  any  longer  with  their  lit- 
tle vessel,  "O  sing  unto  the  Lord  a  new  song,  for  he  hath 
done  marvelous  things ;  his  right  hand  and  his  holy 
arm  hath  gotten  the  victory." 


Fi^aise'Worthy  Mespect  for  the  Sabbath. 

When  the  King  of  England  was  about  to  visit  Scotland, 
a  special  messenger  was  sent  to  order  arrangements  at  the 
place  in  Edinburg  for  his  reception.  The  messenger  ar- 
rived the  second  time  to  inspect  the  works,  late  on  Satur- 
day evening.  Early  on  Sabbath  morning,  he  found  some 
parts  of  the  works  very  wrong,  and  must  be  taken  down 
and  rebuilt ;  and  the  King  was  expected  on  Monday,  or 
Tuesday.  He  sent  for  the  workmen  and  directed  them  to 
go  to  work,  urging  the  necessity  of  the  case.  They  all 
refused,  as  it  would  be  a  violation  of  the  Sabbath      Dou- 
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ble  and  treble  wages  were  offered  in  vain.  He  appealed 
to  their  loyalty.  They  3re  ever  ready  to  obey  the  law- 
ful commands  of  their  s.Moreicrn;  but  here  they  had  the 
commands  of  one,  to  whose  power,  even  the  King  must 
bow.  They  proposed  to  commence  labor  immediately 
after  midnight,  and  Avork  night  and  day  till  the  alterations 
were  completed.  This  proposal  was  accepted,  and  they 
were  permitted  to  hallow  the  Sabbath  day. 


Father^  tvhy  doiVt  you  Fray  f 

A  MIDDLE-AGED  man,  who  had  been  for  many  years 
successfully  engaged  in  a  business,  which  has  taken  him 
for  months  together  to  a  distance  from  home,  from  Chris- 
tian society,  and  from  all  the  means  of  grace,  and  whose 
habits  and  feelings  were  such,  and  so  fixed,  that  to  all 
human  appearance,  he  was  far,  very  far,  indeed,  from  the 
kingdom  of  God,  has  been  deeply  awakened,  and  hope- 
fully converted  to  holiness  by  the  instrumentality  of  his 
own  daughter,  a  little  girl  about  seven  years  old.     One 
evening,  toward  the  close  of  the  last  year,  she  came  in 
from  school,  and  seated  herself  beside  her  father.    As  she 
was  later  than  usual,  he  inquired  where  she  had  been. 
Her  reply  was,  "1  have  been  in  at  one  of  our  neighbor's, 
where  I  have  heard  the  father  of  the  family  pra?/."  With 
the  artless  simplicity  and  affection  of  a  little  child,  she 
then  looked  up  into  her  father's  face,  and  imprinting  a 
kiss  upon  his  lips,  said,  "  Father,  why  don't  you  pray  7 
I  love  to  hear  prayers,  I  pray  every  night  for  you  and 
mother  that  we  maybe  happy,  and  love  one  another."    It 
was  too  much ;  the  father  was  overcome,  burst  into  tears, 
and  hastened  out  of  the  room.     These  remarks  from  this 
child,  says  the  writer  of  the  letter,  have  effected  what  I 
thought  never  would  have  been  accomplished,  a  complete 
change  in  the  father.     He  determined  to  commence  tlie 
New  Year  with  flnnily  prayer,  and  to  continue  it  while 
he  lived.    On  the  morning  of  the  new  year,  he  addressed 
his  Vvnfe  with  tenderness,  told  her  of  his  resolution,  kneel- 
ed down   in  his  chamber,  and  fervently  poured  out  his 
supplications  at  the  throne  of  grace.     He  has  since  con 
tinned  firm  in   his  resolves,  and  bids  fair  to  become  an 
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ornament  to  society,  and  a  worthy  member  of  the  church. 
The  pastor  of  one  of  the  Presbyterian  churches  has  since 
called  on  him,  at  his  own  request,  for  serious  conversa 
tion,  and  he  will  soon  make  a  public  profession  of  religion 
Such  is  the  narrative,  and  thus  has  God,  in  this  instance, 
ordained  strength  out  of  the  mouth  of  a  babe. 


The  wise  Coachiman, 


An  old  gentleman  in  the  county  of  Herts,  having  los 
his  coachman  by  death,  who  had  served  him  many  years 
advertised  for  a  successor.  The  first  who  applied,  giving 
a  satisfactory  account  of  his  character  and  capacity  for 
such  a  place,  was  asked  how  near  he  could  drive  to  the 
edge  of  a  wood,  where  a  sloping  bank  presented  danger. 
He  replied,  "to  an  inch."  The  old  gentleman  ordered 
him  to  be  supplied  with  suitable  refreshment, and  to  ledve 
his  address,  adding,  that  if  he  wished  for  his  services,  he 
should  hear  from  him  in  a  day  or  two.  Shortly  afterward, 
a  second  applied,  who  underwent  the  same  examination 
as  the  former,  and  replied  to  the  last  question,  that  he 
could  drive  "to  half  an  inch,"  and  had  often  done  it ;  he 
also  received  the  same  dismission  with  the  same  civilities 
as  the  former  man.  Soon  afterward  a  third  applied,  and 
on  beinof  asked  the  same  question,  namely,  how  near  he 
could  drive  to  the  edge  of  a  sharp  declivity,  in  case  of 
necessity,  coolly  replied,  "  Really,  I  do  not  know,  sir, 
having  never  tried:  for  it  has  always  been  my  maxim  to 
get  as  far  as  possible  from  such  dangfer,  and  I  have  had 
my  reward  in  my  safety,  and  that  of  my  employers." 

With  this  reply  the  old  gentleman  expressed  his  entire 
satisfaction,  and  informed  the  man  if  he  could  procure  a 
proper  recommendation,  wages  should  not  part  them, 
adding,  "I  am  grown  old  and  timid,  and  want  a  coach- 
man on  whose  nrudence  and  care  I  can  rely,  as  well  as 
his  skill." 

Would  it  nox  be  well  if  those  who  are  engaged  in  com- 
mercial pursuits,  would  avoid  as  carefully  as  tliis  p-  udent 
coachman  did,  the  edge  of  the  precipice  7  In  th.is  case, 
balmy  sleep  would  oftener  light  on  the  eyelids  of  persons 
so  employed,  and  the  shipwreck  of  fortune  would  not  so 
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often  occur.  But  let  the  professor  of  godliness  especially 
remember  this  true  and  useful  story.  A  faithful  pastor 
bein;or  asked  how  far  a  person  might  i^o  m  sin^  and  yet  be 
saved,  replied,  "  It  is  a  dangerous  experiment  to  try."  Ah! 
do  not  too  many  study  to  find  out  how  little  grace  they 
may  have,  and  yet  go  to  heaven  ?  Instead  of  this,  let  us 
all  treasure  up  in  our  hearts  the  words  of  Christ :  "  Bles 
sed  are  they  which  do  hunger  and  thirst  after  righteous- 
ness, for  they  shall  be  filled.''  O,  let  us  keep  as  far  as 
possible  from  sin  and  hell,  and  "cleave  to  the  Lord  with 
ull  purpose  of  heart." 


.Inecdote  of  Creorge  IJ'\ 

A  FEW  years  ago,  when  George  lY.  visited  Ireland,  ho 
remained  some  time  in  Dublin,  its  capital.  As  it  was  ex- 
pected that  he  would  attend  divine  service,  an  eminent 
clergyman  was  appointed  to  preach  before  him.  When 
the  time  approached,  the  clergyman  fell  sick,  and  it  be- 
came necessary  to  appoint  another  to  perform  tliat  duty. 
Dr.  Magee,  author  of  a  work  on  the  Atonement,  being  in 
Dublin,  he  was  solicited  to  preach  before  his  Majesty. 
He  accepted  the  invitation.  The  Doctor  was  a  warm, 
zealous  churchmian,  of  enlightened  views,  and  liberal, 
evangelical  sentiments.  When  tlie  Sabbath  came,  he  read 
the  prayers,  ascended  the  pulpit,  and  gave  out  the  follow- 
ing text,  Acts  xvi.  31 :  "  Believe  on  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
and  thou  shalt  be  saved,  and  thy  house."  In  this  dis- 
course he  expatiated  on  the  necessity  of  repentance,  faith, 
and  holiness.  The  command  to  believe  -  the  object  of 
faith,  (the  Lord  Jesus  Christ)— the  character  of  him,  on 
whom  we  are  called  to  believe— the  importance  of  doing 
so  for  our  own  safety,  and  as  an  example  to  others,  but 
particularly  our  own  house;  with  the  individual,  local, 
and  national  advantages  of  religion,  were  all  eloquently 
and  honestly  presented  to  his  Majesty,  and  his  court, 
present  on  the  occasion.  After  he  had  held  forth  the  doc- 
»rine  of  justification  by  faith,  he  powerfully  insisted  on  a 
change  of  heart,  without  which  it  was  impossible  for  any 
individual  to  arrive  at  heaven.  His  boldness  and  earnest 
ness  surprised  and  alarmed  the  courtiers  of  his  Majesty, 
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wno  had  not  been  accustomed  to  such  plain  dealing.  All 
were  looking  lor  reproof  from  the  sovereign  for  the  bold- 
ness of  the  preacher  :  but  though  his  sermon  was  a  sub- 
ject of  s^eneral  conversation,  his  Majesty  alone  retainea  a 
total  silence  respecting  it.  never  alluding  to  the  circum- 
stance for  several  months. 

During  this  time,  the  archbishop  of  Armagh,  primate 
of  Ireland,  died,  and  Right  Rev.  Lord  John  Beresford, 
archbishop  of  i)ublin,  was  appointed  to  succeed  him. 
The  see  of  Dublin  being  in  the  gift  of  the  crown,  a  list 
of  candidates  were  nominated  to  his  Majesty  for  each,  ot 
whom  powerful  interest  was  made.  Dr.  Magee  not  being 
a  favorite  on  account  of  his  evangelical  sentiments,  was 
neglected.  When  his  Majesty  proceeded  to  make  the  ap- 
pointment, he  inquired  the  name  of  the  faithful,  able,  and 
eloquent  preacher  who  had  delivered  a  discourse  before 
him  in  Dublin.  He  was  told  it  was  Dr.  Magee.  "Then," 
said  he,  "  the  man  that  fears  not  to  preach  the  whole  truth 
before  his  king,  shall  be  honored,  and  Dr.  Magee  shall  be 
archbishop  of  Dublin."  After  saying  this,  he  took  his 
pen,  and  filled  the  blank  in  the  deed  of  gift  with  Dr. 
Magee. 


•Feremiiah  JEvarts  and  the  Lay  Professor. 

I  WAS  sitting  at  the  fire  side  of  a  very  respectable 
gentleman  in  one  of  the  largest  cities  of  the  west,  says  a 
traveler,  and  enjoying  the  hospitalities  of  his  excellent 
family,  when  the  conversation  turned  on  the  subject  of 
the  Sabbath  mails,  which  was  then  before  congress,  and 
agitating  not  only  that  city  but  the  whole  country.  My 
friend  was  then  a  member  of  a  presbyterian  church  in 
the  city,  and  a  iQw  years  before  had  belonged  to  one  of 
the  most  orthodox  churches  in  New  England. 

He  reasoned  very  much  like  the  author  of  the  notori- 
ous report  on  Sabbath  mails,  and  repeated  a  good  deal 
of  his  sophistry  and  slang.  He  insisted  on  the  necessity 
of  running  the  mail  on  the  Sabbath,  and  talked  just  as  if 
that  holy  day  were  a  thing  that  might  properly  be  set 
aside  whenever  personal  convenience,  or  pecuniary  in- 
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terest  should  require.     He  ridiculed  the  idea  of  a  man^s 
beinji  so  scrupulous  as  to   leave  a  stage  or  steam-boat, 
throu2:h   fear  of  violating  the   Sabbath.      He   did  not 
thuik'«/i^  Christian  would  do  so,  and  deemed   it  alto 
Dfether  mconsistant  with  his  diLty  to  sacrifice  so  much 
time  and  money  as  would  be  lost  by  such  a  superstitious 
regard  to  the  Sabbath.     "I  will  tell  you,''  said  he,  "  what 
I  once  did  myself,  and  see  wbat  you  think  of  it.     I  wish- 
ed to  transact  some  business  on  monday  morning,  fifteen 
or  twenty  miles  from  the  city ;  and  as  I  could  not  reach 
the  place  in  season,  without  traveling  on  the  Sabbath,  I 
attended  church  in  the  morning,  and  started  in  the  after- 
noon.    Now  what  do  you  think  of  thisT'     "Whywas  it 
necessary  for  you  to  go  at  all  ?"     "  I  wished  to  purchase 
some  goods,  which  were  to  be  sold  at  a  particular  hour  of 
the  day."     "Could  you  not  have  started  early  enough 
on  monday  to  reach  the  place  in  season?"     "Not  with- 
out a  good  deal  of  inconvenience  to  myself  and  my  fami- 
ly!"    "Well,  what  would  you  have  lost  by  not  getting 
there  as  soon  as  you  wished  ?"     "  Probably  a  good  bar- 
gain."    "  It  seems  then  that  you  consider  a  good  bargain, 
or  the  inconvenience  of  yourself  and  your  family  a  sufii- 
cient  reason  for  violating  the  Sabbath!"     "But  is  it  not 
my  duty  to  take  care  of  my  family,  and  attend  to  my  busi- 
ness.    Was  not  the  Sabbath  made  for  man  ?"     "  True  ; 
but  does  God  leave  us  at  liberty  to  regard  or  neglect  the 
Sabbath,  just  as  suits  our  convenience?"     "Why,  sir, 
you  are  very  strange  in  your  notions.     Some  of  the  best 
Christians  in   this   city  do   not  scruple  to  start   off  in 
steamboats  on  the  Sabbath ;  and  I  have  heard  of  some 

elders  in  the  church  at  P'T-yi"g  their  workmen, 

and  making  bargains  in  their  counting-rooms  on  Sunday. 
Now  would  y3a  reproach  a  man  for  continuing  to  ride  in 
the  stage  or  steamboat  on  the  Sabbath  ?"  "I  will  tell  you 
an  anecdote,  sir,  that  will  illustrate  my  views.  Mr. 
Evarts  Secretary  of  the  American  Board,  was  once,  on 
his  return  from  a  visit  to  the  Missionary  Stations  among 
the  Indians,  passing  up  the  Mississippi  in  a  steamboat. 
Just  before  Saturday  night,  he  told  the  Captain  that  it 
was  not  his  custom  to  travel  on  the  Sabbath,  and  request- 
ed to  be  left  at  some  convenient  village,  on  the  banks  of 
.^e  river.     The  Captain  was  surprised  at  a  request  so  un- 
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usual,  and  began  to  reason  with  Mr.  Evarts,  and  tell 
him  that  it  was  altogether  uncertain,  when  another  boat 
would  come  along.  But  Mr.  Evarts  told  him,  he  could 
not  travel  on  the  Sabbath.  It  was  soon  rumored  among 
the  passengers,  who  were  more  surprised  than  the  Captain 
had  been.  They  looked  upon  Mr.  Evarts  as  almost  be- 
side himself,  and  tried  to  dissuade  him  from  his  purpose 
by  telling  him  that  he  might  stay  there  a  whole  fortnight 
before  another  boat  come  along.  "  No  matte*  for  that,'' 
was  Mr.  Evarts'  laconic  reply;  " Providence  will  take 
care.  Duty  is  mine ;  consequences  I  must  leave  with 
God."  Finding  his  passenger  fixed  in  purpose,  the  Capt- 
ain landed  him.  On  the  Sabbath  Mr.  Evarts  conducted 
a  religious  meeting  in  tlie  destitute  villiage,  at  which  he 
stopped ;  and  early  Monday  morning,  another  steamboat 
came  along,  and  brought  him  to  the  place  of  his  destina- 
tion almost  as  soon,  as  if  he  had  continued  in  the  first 
boat.  "  There,"  said  I,  "  was  a  proper  observance  of  the 
Sabbath;  and  I  think  every  enlightened  Christian  in  the 
land  would  approve  the  conduct  of  Mr.  Evarts."  "Well," 
said  he,  if  1  had  done  so,  and  run  the  risk  of  being  kept 
away  from  my  business  and  family  a  whole  fortnight,  I 
should  have  thought  myself  fit  for  a  mad-house." 


Brothers  and  Sisters. 

If  your  Father  in  heaven  has  blessed  you  with  such 
relations,  you  must  be  very  grateful  for  his  Kindness. 
Treat  them  with  the  most  affectionate  regard.  If  they 
are  older  and  wiser  than  you  are,  take  their  advice,  and 
follow  their  example.  If  they  are  yonger,  do  all  in  your 
power  to  teach  them  good.  Never  speak  unkindly,  or 
indulge  anger  toward  them.  Remember  if  they  should 
be  taken  from  you  by  death,  how  unhappy  such  remem- 
brances would  make  you.  There  was  once  a  little  boy, 
who  v/as  often  seen  at  the  grave  of  a  brother  younger 
than  himself,  who  suddenly  died.  He  used  to  sit  down 
upo.1  the  grave  and  weep  bitterly.  A  friend  led  him 
away,  and  asked  him  why  he  mourned  so  long  for  his 
brother.     He  answered,  sobbing,  "because  1  did  not  love 
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him  more  when  he  was  ahve."  If  you  are  out  of  patieuce 
with  a  brother  or  sister,  remember  how  you  would  wish 
to  have  treated  them,  should  death  take  them  from  you, 
or  you  from  them.  It  is  a  great  misfortune  to  have  no 
brother  or  sister.  Some  children  have  no  such  compan- 
ions, and  grow  up  in  loneliness.  When  they  study  their 
lessons,  there  is  no  older  brother  or  sister  to  explain  or 
encourage  them.  When  they  come  home  from  school, 
there  are  no  little  feet  to  run  and  meet  them ;  no  glad 
voice  to  say,  "  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you,  dear  brother,  or 
sister,"  and  no  sweet  babe  for  them  to  take  in  their  arms 
and  kiss.  And  when  they  grow  up,  and  are  sick  and 
sorrowful,  there  will  be  none  to  whom  they  can  say,  "  My 
sister,"  or  "my  brother,"  when  they  pour  out  the  burdens 
of  their  hearts. 

Kindness  and  affection  between  children  of  the  same 
family,  is  delightful  to  an  observer.  I  never  knew  it 
more  sweetly  displayed  than  by  two  little  deaf  and  dumb 
sisters.  Their  names  were  Phoebe  and  Frances  Ham- 
mond. When  the  youngest  began  to  walk,  the  other 
was  always  by  her  side  to  assist  her  tottering  steps. 
When  they  were  permitted  to  play  out  of  doors,  Phoebe 
took  care  of  Frances,  who  was  two  and  a  half  years 
younger  than  herself.  If  she  saw  any  thing  coming, 
which  she  feared  would  hurt  her,  she  clasped  her  in  her 
arms  with  the  utmost  tenderness.  She  was  never  out  of 
patience  with  the  little  one,  or  tired  of  performing  any 
labor  for  her.  They  were  not  able  to  speak,  because 
they  were  deaf  and  dumb,  but  they  looked  at  each  other 
with  the  sweetest  smiles,  and  by  the  signs  which  they 
invented,  and  the  tender  language  of  the  eyes,  understood 
each  other's  wants,  and  sorrows  and  pleasures.  If  one 
received  a  gift,  she  divided  it  with  the  other:  or  if  it 
could  not  be  divided,  it  was  considered  as  the  property  of 
both.  So  entire  was  their  love,  that  it  seemed,  as  if  one 
heart  animated  two  bodies.  When  the  youngest  was 
but  seven  years  old,  they  were  both  sent  many  miles 
from  their  parents,  to  the  Asylum  for  the  deaf  and  dumb, 
in  Hartford,  Conn.  Here  they  were  left  among  strangers. 
But  they  took  their  seats  pleasantly  with  the  one  hun- 
dred and  forty  pupils.  When  the  lessons  of  the  day  were 
ovnr,  they  comforted  each  other  with  their  sisterly  love 
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Phoebe  tried  to  be  a  mother  to  Frances.  She  taught  her 
to  keep  her  clothes  without  spot  or  stain,  and  to  put  every 
article  she  used  in  its  right  place.  She  led  her  by  the 
hand  wherever  she  went,  and  if  there  were  any  tears  on 
her  cheeks,  she  kissed  thein  away.  Ijittle  Frances  look- 
ed up  to  her  with  the  most  endearing  confidence.  When 
they  went  home  to  spend  their  vacations,  the  affection  oi 
these  sweet  silent  sisters  was  admired  by  every  one.  In 
1829,  Phoebe  Vv^as  taken  sick  of  a  consumption.  She  was 
obliged  to  leave  the  asylum,  and  go  to  her  parents.  She 
wished  every  day  to  be  carried  into  a  room  and  left  alone, 
that  she  might  pray  to  her  Father  in  heaven.  "  I  am  so 
weak,"  she  said,  "that  I  shall  die.  I  pray  to  go  to  heaven. 
I  wish  Frances  to  love  God.  She  is  my  good  sister." 
When  asked  if  she  wished  to  be  restored  to  health,  she 
replied,  "  No,  I  would  see  Jesus."  And  in  quietness  and 
peace  she  departed  to  be  with  the  Lord.  Now  the  con- 
stant affection  which  gave  so  much  happiness  to  these 
little  silent  sisters  is  a  good  example  to  those  who  are 
Dlessed  with  the  power  of  hearing  and  speech.  Let  all, 
therefore,  who  have  brothers  or  sisters,  perform  their  duty 
to  them,  and  the  God  of  love  will  bless  them. 


•Jm  Effecting'  J^^arraiwe. 

Two  little  boys,  decently  clothed,  the  eldest  appearing 
about  thirteen,  and  the  youngest  eleven,  called  at  the 
Lodging  House  for  vagrants  in  Warrington,  Eng.  for  a 
night's  lodging;  the  keeper  of  the  house  very  properly 
took  them  to  the  Vagrant  Office  to  be  examined ;  and,  if 
proper  objects,  to  be  relieved.  The  account  they  gave  of 
themselves  was  extremely  affecting;  and  no  doubt  was 
entertained  of  its  truth.  It  appeared,  that  but  a  lew  weeks 
had  elapsed  since  these  poor  little  wanderers  had  resided 
with  their  parents  in  London.  Tlie  typhus  fever,  howev- 
er, in  one  day,  carried  off  both  father  and  mother,  leaving 
them  orphans  in  a  wide  world,  without  a  home  and  with- 
out friends.  Immediately  after  the  last  mournful  tribute 
had  been  paid  to  their  parents'  memory,  having  an  uncle 
in  Liverpool — poor  and  destitute  as  they  were,  they 
resolved  to  go  and  throw  themse  ves  upon  his  protection. 
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Tired  therefore  and  faint,  they  arrived  in  this  town  on 
their  way.  Two  bundles  contained  their  little  all.  In 
the  yonno^est  boy's  was  found  neatly  covered  and  care 
fully  preserved,  a  Bible.  The  keeper  of  the  lodging  honse 
addressing  the  little  boy,  said,  "You  have  neither  money 
nor  meat,  will  you  sell  me  this  Bible?  I  will  give  five 
shillings  for  it."  "No,"  exclaimed  he,  (the  tears  rolling 
down  his  youthful  cheek,)  "I'll  starve  first."  He  then 
said,  "There  are  plenty  of  books  to  bo  bought  besides  this; 
why  do  you  love  the  Bible  so  much  ?"  He  replied,  "No 
book  has  stood  my  friend  so  much  as  my  Bible."  "Why, 
what  has  yonr  Bible  done  for  you?"  said  he.  He  an- 
swered, "when  I  was  a  little  boy  about  seven  years  of  age, 
I  became  a  Sunday  Scholar  in  London ;  throui^h  the  kind 
attention  of  my  master,  I  soon  learned  to  read  my  Bible  ; 
this  Bible,  young  as  I  was,  soon  showed  me  that  I  was  a 
sinner,  and  a  great  one  too  ;  it  also  pointed  me  to  a  Savior  ; 
and  1  thank  God  that  I  have  fonnd  mercy  at  the  hand  of 
Christ,  and  am  not  ashamed  to  confess  him  before  the 
world."  To  try  him  still  further,  six  shillings  was  then 
offered  him  for  his  Bible.  "No,"  said  he,  "for  it  has  been 
my  support  all  the  way  from  London :  hungry  and  weary, 
often  have  I  sat  down  by  the  way  side  to  read  my  Bible, 
and  have  found  refreshment  from  it."  Thus  did  he 
experience  the  consolations  of  the  Psalmist,  when  he  said, 
"In  the  multitude  of  sorrows  that  I  had  in  my  heart,  thy 
comforts  have  refreshed  my  soul."  He  was  then  asked— 
"What  will  you  do,  when  you  get  to  Liverpool,  should 
your  uncle  refuse  to  take  you  in  ?"  His  reply  may  excite 
a  blush  in  many  established  Christians — "My  Bible  tells 
me,"  said  he,  "when  my  father  and  m.other  forsake  me, 
then  the  Lord  will  take  me  up."  The  man  could  go  no 
further,  tears  choaked  his  utterance,  and  they  both  wept 
together.  They  had  in  their  pockets,  tickets,  rewards  for 
their  good  conduct,  from  the  school  to  which  they  belong- 
ed and  thankfulness  and  humility  were  visible  in  all  their 
deportment.  At  night  these  two  little  orphans,  bending 
their  knees  by  the  side  of  their  bed,  committed  themselves 
to  the  care  of  their  heavenly  Father — to  Him  whose  ears 
are  ever  open  to  the  prayers  of  the  poor  destitute  ;  and  to 
Him  who  has  said,  "Call  upr  n  me  in  the  day  of  trouble  :  I 
will  relieve  thee,  and  thou  Ahalt  glorify  me."     The  nex* 
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morning  these  refreshed  httle  wanderers  arose  early, 
addressed  themselves  to  their  Maker,  and  set  out  for  the 
town  of  Liverpool ;  and,  may  He  who  hears  the  ravens 
when  they  cry,  hear  and  answer  their  petitions,  guide 
them  through  time,  and  bless  them  in  eternity. 


Jl  Mare  Combination, 

We  have  the  following  singular  and  interesting  facts 
from  a  gentleman  of  our  acquaintance  now  residino^  in  the 
city  of  N.  York,  who  was  acquainted  with  the  persons  and 
the  circumstances  mentioned  below. 

During  the  past  winter,  owmg  to  the  depth  of  the  snow 
and  the  severity  of  the  weather,  the  price  of  wood  reached 
the  enormous  sum  of  twenty-four  dollars  a  cord,  and  con- 
sequently there  was  much  of  severe  suffering  among  the 
multitude  of  the  poor  in  that  city.  A  call  was  made  upon 
the  benevolent  to  contribute  for  their  relief  Individuals 
had  their  different  districts  assigned  them,  and  a  call  was 
made  at  every  house.  So  that  those  who  were  able  might 
have  an  opportunity  to  contribute,  and  that  those  who 
were  in  want  might  be  searched  out  and  relieved.  One 
of  the  gentlemen  thus  employed  in  the  upper  part  of  the 
city,  called  at  the  hut  of  a  man  of  color,  who  was  well 
known  there,  from  the  circumstance  of  his  driving  a  sin- 
gle cow  before  a  cart,  guiding  her  with  reins,— obtaining 
a  living  by  the  employment,  which  he  found  in  the  busi- 
ness of  a  carman.  The  gentleman  as  he  entered,  noticed 
in  a  oack  yard  a  considerable  quantity  of  hickory  wood, 
and  inquired  of  the  occupant  whether  it  was  his,  and  being 
told  that  it  was,  proposed  to  purchase  some  of  it.  But  he 
refused  to  sell.  The  price  at  which  wood  was  then 
selling  was  offered  and  urged  upon  him ;  but  no,  he  would 
part  with  it  at  no  price.  The  gentleman  told  him  the 
object  for  which  he  wanted  it,  and  mentioned  the  distress 
of  the  numerous  objects  of  charity  in  the  city  at  that 
inclement  season.  The  negro  after  a  little  conversation 
told  the  applicant,  that  if  it  was  to  be  given  to  the  poor,  he 
might  send  for  nine  loads,  for  which  he  should  take  no 
pay,  and  that  he  might  have  nine  loads  more  for  the  same 
price  whicli  he  paid  for  it  "n  the  fall — being  about  one 
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naif  what  it  was  thenbringingin  the  market.  The  offer  \i  as 
accepied.  The  surprise  of  the  gentleman  may  well  be  con- 
ceived— and  thenegro  with  the  cow  and  cart,  and  his  dona- 
tion of  forty  dollars  worth  of  wood  for  the  relief  of  the  poor, 
will  not  soon  be  forgotten.  Instances  of  great  wealth  con 
cealednnder  appearances  of  abjectpoverty,  have  occasion- 
ally been  found,  but  never  before  have  we  heard  of  a  single 
case  where  that  industry  and  frugality  which  enabled  the 
individual  to  obtain  it,  were  united  with  such  a  noble  spirit 
of  genuine  philanthropy  and  charity  as  was  here  exhibited. 


Muitie^  the  InHdeh 


Hume,  the  celebrated  infidel  philosopher,  and  author  of 
a  History  of  England,  was  dining  at  the  house  of  an  inti- 
mate friend.  After  dinner,  the  ladies  withdrew,  and  in  the 
course  of  conversation,  Hume  made  some  assertion  which 
caused  a  gentleman  present  to  observe  to  him,  "  !f  you  can 
advance  such  sentiments  as  those,  you  are  certainly  what 
the  world  gives  you  credit  for  being,  an  infidel." 

A  little  girl,  whom  the  philosopher  had  often  noticed, 
and  with  whom  he  had  become  a  favorite,  by  bringing 
her  little  toys  and  sweetmeats,  happened  to  be  playing 
about  the  room  unnoticed ;  she,  however,  listened  to  the 
conversation,  and  on  hearing  the  above  expression,  left 
the  room,  went  to  her  mother,  and  asked  her, 

"Mamma,  what  is  an  infidel?" 

"  An  infidel !  my  dear,"  replied  her  mother,  "  why 
should  you  ask  such  a  question  ?  An  infidel  is  so  awful 
a  character  that  1  scarcely  know  how  to  answer  you." 

"  O  do  tell  me,  mamma,"  returned  the  child,  "  I  must 
know  what  an  infidel  is." 

Struck  with  her  eagerness,  her  mother  replied, 

"  An  infidel  is  one  who  believes  there  is  no  God,  no 
heaven,  no  hell,  no  hereafter." 

Some  days  afterwards,  Hume  again  visited  the  house 
of  his  friend.  On  being  introduced  to  the  parlor,  he  found 
no  one  there  but  his  favorite  little  girl.  He  went  to  her 
and  attempted  to  take  her  up  in  his  arms  to  kiss  her,  as 
ne  had  been  used  to  do ;  but  the  child  shrunk  with  hor- 
ror from  his  touch. 


MISCELLANY.  451 

'^  My  dear,"  said  he,  "what  is  the  matter?  Do  I  hurt 
you  r 

'<  No,"  she  replied,  "  you  do  not  hurt  me ;  but  I  cannot 
kiss  you,  I  cannot  play  with  you." 

"  Why  not,  my  dear  ?" 

"  Because  you  are  an  infidel." 

«  What  is  that  ?" 

"  One  who  believes  that  there  is  no  God,  no  heaven,  no 
hell,  no  hereafter." 

"  And  are  you  not  sorry  for  me,  my  dear  ?"  asked  the 
astonished  philosopher. 

'•Yes,  indeed,  I  am  sorry !"  returned  the  child,  with 
solemnity ;  •'  and  1  pray  to  God  for  you." 

"  Do  you  indeed  ?     And  what  do  you  say  ?" 

"  I  say,  O  God,  teach  this  man  that  thou  art." 

What  a  striking  illustration  of  the  words  of  sacred  writ, 
"  Out  of  the  mouths  of  babes  and  sucklings  thou  hast  or- 
dained strength,  because  of  thine  enemies,  that  thou 
mio:htest  still  the  aveno^er."     Ps.  viii :  2. 

The  infidel  confessed  himself  so  much  struck  with  the 
seriousness  and  simplicity  of  the  child,  that  it  caused  him 
some  sleepless  nights,  and  days  of  sharp  mental  conflict; 
however,  it  is  to  be  lamented  that  he  stifled  his  conviction, 
and  went  to  the  very  borders  of  eternity,  vainly  flattering 
himself  that  he  should  prove  "  like  the  beasts  that  perish." 


The  two  Ifecisions, 


Some  years  since,  two  individuals  of  about  the  same  age 
and  in  similar  circumstances  in  life,  left  the  house  of  God 
OPS  evening  under  deep  conviction  of  sin.  The  scenes 
of  a  coming  retribution  seemed  to  them  an  overwhelming 
reality,  and  their  weal  or  wo  for  eternity  to  depend  on 
the  decisions  of  that  hour.  Their  pastor  had  invited  those 
who  were  anxious  for  their  souls,  to  meet  him  after  the 
services,  in  the  lee  ure  room  for  conversation  and  prayer. 
Some  thirty  or  forty  accepted  tiie  invitation,  and  these 
two  individuals  felt  a  strong  inclination  to  be  among  the 
number.  But  they  had  never  entered  a  meeting  of  inqui- 
ry; and  to  appear  there  as  wretched,  miserable  sinners,  to 
ask  after  the  way  of  life,  \?as  deeply  humiliating. 
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They  walked  together  to  the  door  and  paused,  and  then 
turned  and  went  towards  their  dwellino;s.  Their  leehugs, 
however,  were  too  strong  to  allow  them  to  proceed  tar. 
They  returned  to  the  door  of  liie  lecture  room,  and  look- 
ed in  upon  the  solemn  meeting.  Again  they  started  for 
their  homes ;  and  again  they  were  listening  to  the  voice 
of  prayer  and  the  directions  which  the  minister  was  giv- 
ing to  the  anxious  before  him. 

At  length,  one  of  them  resolved  that  he  would  go  in  and 
take  the  attitude  of  an  inquirer.  The  other  turned  and 
went  his  way.  The  one  who  entered  the  room,  dates  his 
conversion  to  God  from  that  very  hour,  and  has  since 
lived  the  life  of  the  consistent,  devoted  christian.  The 
one  who  turned  away,  seems  to  have  grieved,  that  mo- 
ment, the  Spirit  of  God  from  his  heart;  and,  by  his  life 
of  thoughtlessness  and  sin,  he  has  awakened  the  most 
melancholy  apprehensions,  that  that  aggrieved  Spirit  may 
never  more  return. 

At  the  interesting  moment  of  their  deep  convictions,  as 
they  stood  together  before  the  door  of  the  solemn  meeting, 
these  individuals  were  alike  in  their  religious  feelings, 
their  moral  character,  and  their  prospects  beyond  the 
grave.  But  from  that  moment  they  separated.  And  ev- 
ery successive  moment  has,  to  all  human  appearance, 
widened  the  distance  between  them.  And  the  prospect 
now  is,  that  it  will  continue  to  widen  forever. 

What  a  difference  have  the  decisions  of  that  little  point 
of  time  made  in  their  character  and  prospects  here  !  And 
what  a  difference  may  they  make  in  their  eternal  destiny! 


The  First  Step  in  CHme^ 

No  man  becomes  a  villain  in  a  day.  Congenial  as  sin 
may  be  to  the  natural  heart,  and  inclined  as  the  wicked 
may  be  to  the  pursuits  of  vice,  there  is  a  first  step  in  fhe 
path  of  every  crime.  At  that  point  in  the  career  of  guilt 
the  man  would  have  shuddered  at  the  thought  of  deeds 
wliich  afterwards  he  performs  without  remorse.  He  nev- 
er dieamed  of  the  extremity  to  which  one  transgression 
would  lead. 

Several  examples  occur  to  mind  just  now. 
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A  young  lawyer,  with  connexions  of  the  highest  re- 
spectability, and  talents  to  secure  for  him  an  elevated 
rank  in  his  profession,  married  a  lovely  woman,  and  en- 
tered on  life  with  the  brightest  prospects  of  success  and 
happiness.  The  increasing  expenses  of  a  family  demand- 
ed an  increasing  income,  and  as  business  did  not  advance 
as  rapidly  as  he  desired,  in  an  evil  hour  he  placed  the 
names  of  some  of  his  best  friends  to  a  note,  and  drew  a 
sum  of  money  from  the  bank.  He  promised  himself  that 
before  it  was  due,  he  should  be  ready  to  meet  it,  and  his 
crime  would  never  be  known.  The  note  was  renewed 
by  forgery.  It  was  an  easy  mode  of  rai^ingf  money,  and 
became  easier  the  oftener  he  employed  it.  For  a  season 
he  was  successful,  but  when  was  dishonesty  the  best  poli- 
cy ill  the  end. 

His  guilt  was  discovered.  He  fled  from  justice  and 
was  hunted  through  the  woods  in  winter  like  a  beast. 
His  young  wife  woke  almost  in  madness,  to  the  con- 
sciousness that  she  was  the  wife  of  a  felon.  His  retreat 
was,  at  length,  cut  off.  He  was  arrested,  but  escaped 
again. 

He  flew  to  the  chamber  of  his  wife.  The  embrace 
was  short  and  full  of  agony.  He  wept ;  and  she  wrung 
.her  hands,  but  uttered  no  reproach.  She  loved  him  too 
much  even  in  his  shame.  He  must  fly  again.  He  d.d 
fly,  and  was  again  arrested  and  brought  to  trial.  The 
case  was  a  plain  one.  There  was  no  defence— theic 
could  be  none.  He  was  sentenced  to  the  State  Prison 
for  a  term  of  years.  His  measure  of  infomy  was  full. 
Now  and  then  an  old  acquaintance  looked  in  upon  h»s 
cell,  where  he  pursued  his  solitary  toil,  but  he  never 
looked  up.  They  said  he  was  pining  away,  and  they 
made  an  effort  to  procure  his  pardon  and  release.  But 
death  was  before  them,  and  he  went  from  prison  to  judg- 
ment. 

1  went  into  the  hospital  of  the  prison  at  Sing-Sing,  some 
years  ago,  and  there  lay,  in  the  last  struggles  of  life,  a 
man  of  fine  form  and  noble  countenance.  He  was  raving 
in  delirium  and  soon  died  mad.  1  asked  his  name  and 
history,  and  found  that  he  was  a  young  lawyer  from  the 
city  of  New  York,  who  had  begun  his  course  of  crime  by 
steahng  paltry  articles  of  clothing  from  his  associates : 
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soon  he  laid  his  hmids  on  money  ;  and  by  and  by  he  was 
detected  when  far  advanced  in  guilt.  His  end  I  have 
just  mentioned.  He  was  a  child  of  luxury,  and  had  nev- 
er known  ^uant.  And  when  he  lay  dying  in  that  prison 
hospital,  cut  off  from  the  tenderness  and  sympathy  that 
would  have  softened  a  death-bed  in  the  house  of  parental 
love,  I  thought  how  truly,  "  the  way  of  the  transgressor 
is  hard." 

A  clerk  in  a  store,  a  teller  in  a  bank,  an  agent  in  his  of 
fice,  constantly  handling  the  money  of  others,  is  tempted 
to  apply  a  little  to  his  own  use,  with  the  promise  7nade  to 
himself  that  he  wil  I  restore  it,  and  speedily.  But  he  finds 
it  easier  to  borrow  than  to  pay,  when  no  one  calls  him  to 
an  account.  The  more  he  takes,  the  more  he  wants  to 
take.  He  begins  a  course  of  extravagance,  and  falls  into 
sins  that  require  money  to  secure  the  indulgence.  He 
speculates,  in  hopes  of  paying  all  back  at  once ;  every 
plunge  increases  his  embarrassments  ;  his  guilt  breaks  out; 
he  flies  from  justice,  a  lost,  self-ruined  man.  What  to  him 
are  the  arrows  that  have  pierced  the  fond  hearts  of  too 
confiding  friends.  He  planted  those  arrows,  but  can  nev- 
er draw  them. 

Now  there  was  a  time,  when  that  man  was  what  the 
world  calls  virtuous.  He  would  have  trembled  at  the 
thought  of  crime  ;  and  he  did  tremble  and  turn  pale  when 
he  committed  his  first  offence.  It  disturbed  his  sleep  that 
night,  and  when  he  met  his  employer  the  next  morning- 
he  thought  he  was  suspected  and  trembled  again.  Bu, 
that  step  taken,  the  next  was  easy. 


Illustrations  for  Children. 

I  ONCE  saw  a  preacher  trying  to  teach  the  children  that 
the  soul  ivould  live  after  they  were  all  dead.  They  lis- 
tened, but  evidently  did  not  understand  it.  He  was  too 
abstract.  Snatchmg  his  watch  from  his  pocket,  he  said, 
"  James,  what  is  this  I  hold  in  my  hand  ?" 

"  A  watch,  sir."     "  A  little  clock,"  says  another. 

«Do  you  all  see  it?" 

«  Yes,  sir." 


MISCELLANY.  4.55 

"  How  do  you  know  it  is  a  watch  ?' 

"  It  ticks,  sir." 

"  Ver)'-  well,  can  any  of  you  hear  it  ick?  All  listen 
now."  After  a  pause — "  Yes,  sir ;  we  hear  it."  He  then 
took  off  the  case,  and  held  the  case  in  one  hand,  and  the 
watch  in  the  other. 

"Now,  children,  which  is  the  watch? — you  see  there 
are  two  which  look  like  watches  V 

«•  The  little  one,  in  your  right  hand,  sir." 

"Very  well,  again  ;  now  I  will  lay  the  case  aside  ;  put 
it  away  down,  there  in  my  hat.  Now  let  us  see  if  you 
can  hear  the  watch  tick." 

"  Yes,  sir ;  we  hear  it,"  exclaimed  several  voices. 

"  Well,  the  watch  can  tick,  and  go,  and  keep  time,  you 
see,  when  the  case  is  taken  off  and  put  in  my  hat.  The 
watch  goes  just  as  well.  So  it  is  with  you,  children- 
Your  body  is  nothing  but  the  case ;  the  soul  is  inside. 
The  case — the  body  may  be  taken  off  and  buried  up  in 
the  ground,  and  the  soul  will  live  and  think,  just  as  well 
as  this  watch  will  go,  as  you  see,  when  the  case  is  off. 


Pastoral  J^isits. 


Mr.  Jones  was  the  pastor  of  a  church  in  a  small  coun- 
try village.  One  pleasant  morning  he  set  off,  as  was  his 
custom,  to  visit  the  families  of  his  charge.  He  first  en- 
tered the  house  of  an  humble  family,  the  mother  of  which 
was  a  member  of  his  church;  but  the  father  was  an 
irreligious  man,  and  but  seldom  seen  at  public  worship. 
He  had  conversed  a  few  minutes  with  this  pious  mother, 
when  her  husband  entered,  and  with  the  well  meaning  air 
of  a  very  blunt  man  addressed  him  thus  : 

"Good  morning,  sir;  happy  to  see  you.  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  hearing  you  preach  yesterday  afternoon,  sir.' 

"Yes  !  I  observed  that  you  were  at  church,  and  was 
pleased  to  see  it." 

"Well,  Mr.  Jones,  I'm  a  plain  man,  and  you  must 
excuse  me  if  I  am  somewhat  plain  in  my  way  of  talking. 
If  you  always  preached  as  you  did  yesterday,  I  should  go 
to  meeting  oftener.  You  preached  without  notes  yester- 
day, and  that  is  what  I  call  jjreaching.     Wiiei-e  a  man 
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goes  up  into  his  pulpit  and  reads  off  his  sermon,  why,  i 
may  just  as  well  stay  at  home  and  read  a  sermon  out  of  a 
book." 

"I  think  myself,"  said  Mr.  Jones,  "that  preaching  ex 
tempore  is  on  many  accounts  preferable  to  readinir  writ- 
ten sermons,  but  still  extemporaneons  preaching  will  not 
suit  all.  1  should  be  perfectly  willing  to  preach  without 
notes  all  the  time,  if  I  thought  it  would  be  equally  profit 
able  to  all  my  people." 

•'Well,"  said  the  man,  laughing,  "if  you  will  let  me 
know  when  you  are  going  to  preach  without  notes,  1  will 
always  come  and  hear  yon.  But  it  is  against  my  religion 
to  go  and  hear  men  read  instead  oipreachingP  After  a 
little  further  conversation  Mr.  Jones  bade  them  good  morn- 
ing, and  continued  his  walk. 

The  next  door  he  knocked  at  was  that  of  a  lawyer, 
whose  manners  and  conduct  were  such  as  to  show  very 
distinctly  that  he  had  a  most  profound  respect  for  himself. 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Jones,"  said  this  respectful  gen- 
tleman, in  slow  and  courteous  accents  ;  I  am  happy  to 
see  you  this  morning,  and  to  have  an  opportunity  of 
telling  you  how  much  we  were  gratified  with  your/ore- 
noon  sermon  yesterday,"  (placing  a  special  emphasis  on 
the  word  forenoon.)  "That  is  the  kind  of  preaching 
which  elevates  the  people  ;  it  improves  their  minds,  it 
cultivates  their  taste.  A  discourse  well  digested  and 
carefully  written  is  substantial  food  for  the  mind.  I  think 
if  clergymen  have  not  time  to  write  out  two  sermons  a 
week,  they  had  better  exchange  a  little  more  frequently, 
so  that  they  will  never  be  under  the  necessity  of  preaching 
ex  tempore." 

Mr.  Jones  was  a  man  of  acute  sensibilities.  He  felt 
such  remarks,  but  under  the  tuition  of  his  blessed  Master 
he  had  learned  self-control.  He  was  sufficiently  ac- 
quainted with  human  nature  to  know  the  folly  of  arguing 
with  such  a  mind,  and  therefore  quietly  waived  the  sub- 
ject, and  after  a  little  further  conversation  he  bade  the 
family  good  morning  and  escaped  further  pain. 

"How  do  you  do  Mr.  Jones  ?"  exclaimed  a  man  who 
was  plo/ighing  by  the  road-side.  Mr.  Jones  raised  his 
eyes  from  the  ground,  and  kindly  responded  to  the  saluta- 
tion.    The  farmer  was  a  member  of  the  church,  active 
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and  useful,  but  want  of  humility  was  his  infirmity.  Mr. 
Jones  inquired  of  him  if  there  was  any  thing  interesting 
oi  a  religious  nature  among  his  neighbors.  "Why,  yes, 
sir,"  said  the  farmer,  "yes  sir,  I  think  things  look  more 
encouraging.  My  neighbors  are  more  ready  to  talk  upon 
the  subject  than  they  have  been  for  a  long  time.  It 
appears  to  me  that  forcible  appeals  to  the  heart  are  all  that 
we  want  now.  I  know  there  are  some  persons  who  like 
doctrinal  sermons,  and  I  suppose  they  are  important  m 
their  place;  but  the  trouble  with  our  people  is,  that  they 
know  their  duty,  but  they  won't  do  it.  It  isn't  enlighten- 
ing that  they  want,  it  isn't  instruction^  but  melting  appeals 
to  the  heart,  to  make  them  feel.  That  is  my  view  of  the 
matter,  Mr.  Jones." 

"  There  is  certainly  some  good  sense  in  what  you  say  ; 
but  a  man  cannot  feel  unless  he  believe.  We  must  con- 
vince a  man  of  his  dano^er  before  he  can.  feel  it." 

"  True,  sir,  true  ;  bufif  I  may  be  so  bold  it  appears  to 
me  that  you  preach  doctruial  sermons  a  little  too  mtichj 
Mr.  Jones.  I  have  been  reading  some  of  W^hitefield's  ser- 
mons lately,  and  I  am  taken  with  them  mio:htily ;  all 
heart,  sir,  all  heart.  And  only  see  how  successful  he 
was.     It  is  really  astonishing." 

Mr.  Jones  continued  the  conversation  a  little  lonofer, 
and  then  went  on  his  way.  As  he  was  passing  the  door 
of  his  aged  deacon,  he  thought  he  would  step  in  a  mo- 
ment. The  deacon  was  eighty  years  of  age,  a  man  of  old 
fashions,  and  deeply  versed  in  theological  lore.  The  good 
old  man  gave  his  pastor  a  cordial  greeting,  for  he  loved 
him,  but  he  thought  the  times  sadly  degenerate.  He  took 
from  his  shelf  a  volume  of  sermons,  preached  some  fifty 
years  ago,  and  placing  it  in  the  hand  of  Mr.  Jones,  said, 

"There  is  an  interesting  volume  which  I  have  been 
reading  lately.  It  is  a  real  treat  to  me  to  *;et  hold  of  good 
old-fashioned  doctrinal  sermons.  The  fact  is,  Mr.  Jones, 
you  modern  preachers  are  altogether  out  of  the  way. 
The  doctrines  are  the  very  marrow  of  the  Gospel.  And 
it  is  doctrinal  preaching  that  we  want,  to  enlighten  the 
public  mind.  Now  I  have  lived  eighty  years,  Mr.  Jones, 
and  have  seen  the  effect  of  all  kinds  of  preaching,  and  you 
may  depend  upon  it,  that  the  great  thing  needed  is,  to 
have  men  well  'indoctrinated.'  I  do  think  it  would  be  a 
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gYcai  improvement  if  you  would  preach  doctrinal  sermons 
rather  more.  Shall  1  not  lend  you  this  volume,  sir?  per- 
haps you  would  like  to  look  it  over." 

Mr.  Jones  smiled  at  the  delicate  hint  which  his  good 
deacon  supposed  he  was  giving,  and  taking  the  book 
endeavored  to  lead  the  conversation  to  subjects  of  practi- 
cal godliness  ;  and  after  uniting  with  his  venerable  deacon 
in  prayer,  continued  his  parochial  visits. 

In  the  middle  of  this  little  village  there  was  amilliner^s 
shop,  where  Mr.  Jones  occasionally  called.  As  Mr.  Jones 
entered  the  door,  he  heard  the  voice  of  a  female  exclaim  : 

•'  Well  don't  you  think  it  is  very  improper  for  a  minis- 
ter's wife  to  dress  as  Mrs.  Jones  does  ?  Last  Sabbath  she 
had  two  large  bows  on  her  bonnet." 

"Why,  Mary,"  said  another, "  I  v.^as  working  last  week  at 
Mrs.  Bently's,  and  she  said  that  she  thought  it  was  too 
bad  for  Mrs.  Jones  to  dress  so  meanly.  She  was  finding 
fault  with  that  very  bonnet,  and  said  that  Mrs.  Jones  acted 
as  though  she  thought  there  was  sin  in  every  pretty  color. 

"  Well,"  replied  Mary,  "  I  cannot  help  what  Mrs.  Bently 
thinks,  but  I  think  that  a  minister's  wife  ought  to  avoid 
every  ornament  whatever ;  and  if  I  have  a  good  opportu- 
nity I  shall  make  bold  to  tell  Mrs.  Jones  my  mind  on  the 
subject." 

Mr.  Jones  was  an  unwilling  listener  to  this  conversa- 
tion, and  endeavored  by  walking  about  the  shop  to  make 
a  noise  and  attract  their  attention.  But  those  who  were 
talking  were  in  the  back  shop,  and  were  too  much  inter- 
ested in  the  discussion  to  hear  him.  He  therefore  quietly 
left  the  shop  and  went  on  his  way. 

He  walked  home  to  his  study,  discouraged  rather  tnau 
animated  by  liis  morning  walk.  Hardly  had  he  entered 
when  a  parishioner  called  who  had  been  for  some  weeks 
absent  from  town.  "1  have  come,"  said  he.  "  to  tell  you 
the  good  news  from  Harlow.  Oh  they  have  a  most  pre- 
cious minister  there.  He  is  the  most  faithful,  active  man 
I  ever  saw.  He  is  all  the  time  visiting  from  house  to 
house.  It  appears  to  me  that  such  activity  and  zeal  as  he 
possesses,  must  be  successful  any  where.  People  cannot 
be  unconcerned  when  the  importance  of  religion  is  urged 
so  incessantly  upon  them  in  their  houses." 

As  Mr.  Jones  did  not  consider  it  necessary  to  enter  upon 
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a  defence  of  his  views  of  duty,  his  good  parishioner  sun 
posed  that  he  had  been  rather  too  obscure  in  his  hints,  and 
was  growing  more  personal  in  his  aikisions,  when  he  was 
-nterrupted  by  the  entrance  of  another  visiter. 

Mr.  Henry,  who  last  entered  was  a  gentleman  of  sin 
cere  piety,  and  of  a  refined  mind.  He  was  fond  of  close 
reasoning  and  shrunk  from  every  thing  which  w*s  not 
perfectly  in  good  taste.  After  the  usual  salutations,  he 
said,  "1  had  the  pleasure,  Mr.  Jones,  of  hearing  Dr.  Simp- 
kins  preach  last  Sabbath.  He  certainly  is  a  most  elo- 
quent man.  He  is  a  most  indefatigable  student.  You 
always  find  him  in  his  study.  I  understand  tliat  he  gen- 
erally studies  twelve  hours  a  day.  And  now  he  has  risen 
to  be  one  of  the  most  eminent  men  in  the  coun«try.  How 
wretchedly  those  ministers  mistake  wlio  fritter  away  their 
time  in  running  about  from  house  to  house.  There  is  the 
minister  of  Harlow,  for  instance  ;  they  say  that  he  is  a 
very  friendly  man,  and  talks  very  pleasantly  in  the  family, 
but  it  is  no  matter  what  text  he  takes,  he  always  preaches 
the  same  sermon.  The  men  who  live  in  the  study  and 
Avho  devote  their  energies  to  the  pulpit  are  the  men  who 
do  the  most  good.'' 

Now  Mr.  Jones,  though  he  loved  his  study,  thought  it 
his  duty  to  devote  a  portion  of  his  time  to  parochial  visit- 
ing ;  and  as  the  two  visitors  eagerly  engaged  in  dispute, 
he  pleasantly  suggested  to  them  the  propriety  of  embra- 
cing some  otlier  time  and  place  for  their  discussion. 

As  they  withdrew,  Mr.  Jones  resolved,  as  he  had  done 
a  thousand  times  before,  that  he  would  do  that  which 
appeared  to  him  to  be  right  in  the  sight  of  God,  and  most 
for  the  spiritual  good  of  his  people,  and  leave  others  to 
think  and  say  what  they  pleased. 


Me  a  Good  J\''eighhor. 

A  MAN  wished  to  drain  a  marshy  pool  in  his  garden, 
and  very  impudently  turned  the  water  in,  under  the 
fence,  to  his  neighbor's  garden.  The  man  whose  rights 
were  thus  invaded  was  a  christian.  H^  said  nothing,  but 
immediately  employed  a  man  to  dig  a  trench  and  provide 
hi  the  removal  of  the  water.     He  greeted  his  neighbor  as 
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he  daily  met  him  with  his  accustomed  cordiahty,  and  was 
more  careful  than  ever  to  set  him  the  example  of  integri- 
ty  and  high-minded  generosity.  Whether  the  man  who 
was  guilty  of  this  meanness  ever  felt  ashamed  of  liis  con- 
duct we  cannot  tell,  but  this  we  know,  that  the  harmony 
which  had  existed  between  the  two  families  remained 
uninterrupted ;  and  they  lived,  side  by  side,  year  after 
year,  in  perfect  peace. 

Said  another  one,  who  lived  near  by,  and  witnessed 
this  transaction,  "It  is  an  outrage  which  I  would  not  tol- 
erate. I  would  build  a  strong  dam  by  the  side  of  my 
fence,  and  drive  the  water  back  again  upon  him."  This 
is  the  spirit  of  the  world.  Let  us  see  how  this  plan  would 
have  worked.  In  the  first  place  it  would  have  enraged 
the  individual  thus  frustrated  in  his  sordid  undertaking. 
And  the  more  fully  conscious  he  was  that  he  was  in  the 
wrong,  the  more  would  his  malignity  have  been  excited. 
We  can  better  bear  the  injuries  which  others  inflict  upon 
us  than  the  consciousness  that  it  is  our  own  dishonorable 
conduct  which  has  involved  us  in  difficulties.  He  imme- 
diately would  have  adopted  retaliatory  measures,  and 
either  have  thrust  his  bar  through  the  opposing  wall,  or 
have  contrived  some  other  scheme  by  which  he  might 
annoy  his  adversary.  Provocations  and  retaliations  would 
have  ensued  in  rapid  succession.  A  family  fend  would 
probably  have  been  at  once  enkindled,  extending  to  the 
children  as  well  as  the  parents,  which  might  never  have 
been  extinguished.  Immediately  there  would  have  ensu- 
ed a  train  of  petty  annoyances,  leading  eventually  to  an 
expensive  law-suit,  and  embittering  years  of  life. 

As  it  was,  the  christian  governed  his  conduct  by  the 
principles  of  the  Gospel.  He  submitted  to  the  wrong ; 
and  probably,  by  submitting  to  it  in  the  spirit  which 
Christianity  enjoins,  converted  the  event  into  a  blessing  to 
himself,  his  family,  and  his  neighbor.  The  occurrence 
was  forgiven,  and  in  a  faw  days  forgotten  ;  and  the  fami- 
ly lived  years,  side  by  side,  in  friendship,  and  prosperity, 
and  perfect  peace.  Is  it  not  better  to  follow  the  advice 
(ilod  gives,  than  to  surrender  ourselves  to  the  dominion  o< 
our  own  passions? 
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m&[  Jflother'^s  Itast  Hours. 

1  WAS  standing  by  the  bedside  of  an  aged  and  venerated 
mother,  whose  frame  had  been  emaciated  by  a  long  and 
distressing  illness,  and  whose  mental  powers  were  weak- 
ened. Life  was  rapidly  spending.  The  shades  of  even- 
mg  had  set  in,  and  ere  morning  should  arrive,  she  might 
be  no  more.  I  had  taken  her  hand — that  hand,  which  in 
my  infant  days  had  supported  my  tottering  steps,  which 
had  rescued  me  in  the  moment  of  falling — or,  if  fallen, 
had  raised  me  up,  and  \  iped  away  my  tears — that  hand, 
now  feeble  and  cold,  I  liad  taken,  and  was  endeavoring 
to  impart  to  it  the  warmth  of  my  own,  when  the  door  v/as 
softly  opened,  and  the  sound  of  vocal  music  was  heard, 
I  did  not  suppose  she  attended  to  it,  for  it  was  faint,  and 
was  excluded  as  the  door  again  closed.  But  she  inquired, 
what  sound  she  heard ;  and,  on  being  told  that  her  daugh- 
ters were  singing,  she  requested  that  they  might  be  called 
to  sing  by  her  bedside.  They  were  soon  prcsent,  when 
she  inqaired  what  tune  they  were  singing.  "  Your  favor- 
ite f\;  c/'  one  replied,  "and  in  your  favorite  words" — 
''  Ti:c  Lord  my  shepherd  is."  "  They  have  been  com- 
forting words  to  me,"  said  she — "will  you  sing  them?" 

Accordingly,  gathering  round,  they  began,  and  sung 
the  first  stanza,  during  Avhich  she  lay  listening  with  deep 
attention  ;  but  on  commencing  the  second,  she  joined  in. 
and  in  a  faint  but  melodious  voice  accompanied  them 
through  it. 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  scene,  the  soft  and  plaintive 
air,  the  softened  and  almost  suppressed  voice  of  my  sis- 
ters, that  we  might  hear  a  mother  once  more  sing  a  song 
of  Zion — the  occasional  dying  away  of  her  voice,  and 
then,  as  if  animated  by  the  sentiment,  gathering  strength, 
and  gently  rising  on  the  higher  notes,  and  prolonging  the 
sound — never  shall  I  forget  the  scene.  A  mother— my 
own  mother — one  whom  1  had  loved  with  all  the  filial 
fondness  with  which  a  son  could  love  a  mother — so  fondly 
— may  I  tell  it? — that  a  shawl  which  she  had  worn  would 
lull  me  in  my  childish  days  to  sleep — that  mother  now 
on  the  verge  of  the  grave,  and  her  eyes  soon  to  close  in 
death,  awaking  once  more,  and  accompanying  her  weep- 
ing, yet  joyful  children,  in  a  srng  of  praise. 
39* 
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The  sound  of  her  voice  I  still  seem  to  hear,  as  she  ac- 
companied in  still  another  stanza : — 

While  he  affords  his  aid, 

I  cannot  yield  to  fear; 
Though  I  should  walk  through  death's  dark  shade, 

My  Shepherd's  with  me  there. 

Contrary  to  our  expectations,  that  night  was  not  her 
last.  She  lingered  on  a  few  days  longer — but  the  night 
came  which  made  me  motherless.  Before  her  departure 
— a  half  hour  only — and  while  I  was  again  holdmg  her 
hand,  she  opened  her  eyes,  and  lifting  them  to  God,  reci- 
ted the  words : — 

Cast  me  not  off  when  strength  declines, 

When  hoary  hairs  arise  ; 
And  round  me  let  thy  glory  shine, 

Whene'er  thy  servant  dies. 

That  mother  is  no  more  here.  I  hope  I  may  one  day 
see  her  again.  I  loved  her,  and  she  was  worthy  of  my 
love.  I  believe  I  was  kind  to  her ;  yet,  with  how  many 
children,  must  1  say,  while  a  mother  is  sleeping  in  the 
grave — ^^  Hoiv  rniich  kinder  I  might  have  heen!^'' 


First  and  JLast  J*isit  to  a  JDram  Shop, 

Timothy  Truesdell  is  the  name  we  shall  assign  to 
a  very  worthy,  industrious,  and  thriving  mechanic  of  New- 
York,  who  became  a  burden  to  himself,  a  curse  to  his 
family,  and  a  nuisance  to  society  at  large.  A  writer,  in 
strong  language,  says  of  him,  that  during  his  devotion  to 
strong  drink  "  he  would  have  uncorked  the  bottle  amid 
the  quakings  and  thunders  of  Mount  Sinai,  and  drained 
it  by  the  crater  of  exploding  Vesuvius.'  Yet  this  miser- 
able and  abandoned  drunkard  was  cured — cured  by  a  wo- 
man's love  mingled  with  a  woman's  independence. 

Timothy  Truesdell  had  a  wife  and  five  beautiful  chil- 
dren ;  yet  he  ne2;1ected  his  work,  squandered  his  earnings, 
which  daily  grew  smaller,  and  spent  his  time  at  the  pot- 
house, till  the  nigh  prostration  of  all  his  faculties,  or  the 
distasteful  words  " no  more  trust!"  warned  him  to  seek 
the  shelter  of  his  wife's  care  and  protection.  His  children 
could  not  go  to  school,  because  learninsr  was  denr  nnd 
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rum  was  cheap ;  the  landlord  dunned  for  his  rent,  and 
Mrs.  Truesdell  was  obliged  to  keep  at  home,  as  she  had 
no  dress  fit  to  appear  abroad  in,  having  pawned  the  last 
to  pay  a  fine  imposed  upon  her  spouse  by  the  pohce  court. 
Misery,  utter  destitution,  and  famine,  stared  the  unhappy 
family  in  the  face.  It  is  impossible  to  exaggerate  the  pic- 
ture, even  had  we  room  or  inclination.  Mrs.  T.  was  a 
heroine,  though  not  of  romance.  She  loved  her  worthless 
husband,  and  had  borne  his  neglect,  the  tears  of  herchil 
dren,  the  gripe  of  famine,  and  the  railing  of  the  drunkard 
without  repining.  Never  had  her  exertions  slackened— 
never  had  a  harsh  word  passed  her  lips.  At  night,  when 
she  put  her  children  to  sleep,  she  wept  and  watched  for 
his  coming,  and  when  he  did  come,  drunk,  as  usual,  she 
undressed  and  assisted  him  to  bed,  without  a  murnmr  of 
reproach.  At  length,  her  courage  well  nigh  exhausted, 
she  resolved  upon  one  last,  desperate  effort. 

At  night,  having  disposed  of  her  three  oldest  children, 
she  took  the  two  youngest  by  the  hand,  and  bent  her  steps 
to  the  groggery  her  husband  was  accustomed  to  frequent. 
She  looked  into  the  window,  and  there  he  sat,  in  the  midst 
of  his  boon  companions,  with  his  pipe  in  his  mouth  and 
his  glass  in  his  hand.  He  was  evidently  excited,  though 
not  yet  drunk.  Great  was  the  astonishment  of  that  bad 
company,  and  enormous  Mr.  Truesdeli's  dismay  and  con- 
fusion, when  his  wife,  pale  as  marble,  and  leading  two 
tattered  and  barefooted  babes,  stepped  up  to  the  bar,  call- 
ed for  three  glasses  of  brandy  toddy,  and  then  sat  down 
by  his  side. 

"What  the  devil  brings  you  here,  Mary?"  said  he,  mo- 
rosely. 

"  It  is  very  lonesome  at  home,  and  your  business  seldom 
allows  you  to  be  there,"  replied  the  meek  wife.  "  There 
is  no  company  like  yours,  and  as  you  cannot  come  to  me, 
1  must  come  to  you.  I  have  a  right  to  share  your  pleas- 
ures as  well  as  your  sorrows." 

"  But  to  come  to  such  a  place  ns  this !"  expostulated  Tim. 

"  No  place  can  be  improper  where  my  husband  is,"  said 
poor  Mary.  "  Whom  God  hath  joined  together,  let  not 
man  put  asunder."     She  took  up  the  glass  of  spirit. 

"Surely  you  are  not  going  to  drink  that?"  asked  Tirr^ 
in  huofe  astonishment. 
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"  Why  not?  You  say  you  drink  to  foro^et  sorrow,  and 
if  brandy  has  that  effect,  I  am  sure  no  Uvnjg  creature  has 
so  ^ood'an  excuse  lor  drinkinor,  os  1.  Besides,  I  have  not 
eaten  a  mouthful  to-day,  and  I  really  need  something  to 
support  my  strength." 

"  Woman  !  woman  !  you  are  not  going  to  give  the  chil- 
dren such  stuff  as  that  '."—cried  Tmr,  as  she  handed  each 
of  the  children  a  glass  of  liquor. 

"  Why  not?  Can  children  have  a  better  example  than 
their  father's  ?  Is  not  what  is  good  for  him,  good  for  them 
also?  It  will  put  them  to  sleep,  and  they  will  forget  that 
they  are  cold  and  hungry.  Drhik.  my  children  ;  this  is 
fire,  and  bed,  and  food,  and  clothing.  Drink-you  can 
see  how  much  good  it  does  your  father." 

With  seeming  reluctance,  Mary  suffered  her  husband 
to  conduct  her  home,  and  that  night  he  prayed  long  and 
fervently,  which  he  had  not  done  before  for  years. 

The  next  evening  as  he  returned  homeward  with  a 
steady  step,  he  saw  his  oldest  boy  run  into  the  house  and 
heard  him  exclaim,  "O  mother,  here  comes  father,  and  he 
is  not  drunk  !"  Tears  coursed  down  the  parent's  cheek, 
and  from  that  hour  he  has  not  tasted  strong  drink.  He 
had  never  been  vicious  or  unfeeling,  and  as  soon  as  his 
emancipation  from  the  thraldom  of  a  debasing  appetite  be- 
came known,  friends,  employment,  and  prosperity,  return 
ed  to  him.  As  for  Mrs.  Truesdell,  she  is  the  happiest  of 
women  ;  and  never  thinks  without  joy  and  gratitude,  of 
her  first  and  last  visit  to  the  dram  shop. 


''If  I  teas  only.'^'' 


''  If  I  was  only  rich,  how  much  good  would  I  do  with 
my  money  1"  We  are  not  so  sure  about  the  great  good 
you  would  do.  We  will  present  a  scriptural  statement, 
and  lay  a  fact  out  of  history  by  the  side  of  it.  '•  He  that 
is  unjust  in  that  which  is  least,  is  unjust  also  in  much." 
Now  for  the  fact.  Every  body  knows  that  every  penny 
that  escapes  out  of  your  pocket  into  the  charity-box  has 
a  hard  run  for  it.  In  other  words,  you  do  not  do  the  good 
you  might  with  what  you  do  possess  ;  nor  anything  like 
It.     It  would  be  but  a  decent  eypression  of  your  benevo- 
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lence  if  you  should  quadruple  your  donations  at  once. 
We  are  afraid  your  head  would  be  no  higher  above  water 
in  charitable  matters  than  it  now  is,  if  you  should  become 
rich.  Indeed,  we  have  known  people  sink,  and  be  abso- 
lutely drowned  in  the  deep  sea  of  covetousness,  by  the 
weight  of  their  riches. 

"If  I  only  had  health,"  says  an  invalid,  '-how  happy  I 
should  be  to  be  engaged  in  doing  good  !"  But  you  poorly 
improve  your  present  opportunities.  There  are  twenty 
paths  of  usefulness,  wide  open  before  you,  but  you  have 
not  set  your  foot  upon  one  of  them.  You  have  formed 
the  habit  of  making  your  ill  health  a  plea  for  neglecting 
many  ways  of  doing  good,  fairly  accessible.  You  are 
not  cultivating  a  cheerful  and  happy  resignation  to  the 
will  of  God.  You  are  not  improving  your  affliction  to 
increase  the  spirituality  of  your  own  mind.  You  are  not, 
therefore,  showing  to  others  the  sustaining  power  of  reli- 
gion, and  making  the  happy  impression  you  might,  in 
behalf  of  the  value  of  piety.  Your  seclusion  from  the 
activity  and  bustle  of  life,  gives  you  some  important  ad- 
vantages to  cultivate  a  heavenly  mind,  and  the  ills  you 
suffer  are  divinely  appointed  agents  of  your  increased 
sanctification.  But  if  present  opportunities  of  usefulness 
to  your  own  soul,  and  of  glorifying  God  in  the  sight  ot 
others,  are  neo^lected,  what  reason  have  you  for  discredit- 
ing the  divine  declaration,  "  he  that  is  unjust  in  that 
which  is  least,  is  unjust  also  in  much." 

"  If  I  was  only  distinguished,  and  had  office  and  honor 
among  men,  I  would  make  my  influence  felt  on  the  side 
of  religion."  You  have  now  one  of  the  highest  and  most 
important  offices  in  the  universe  ;  certainly  there  are  none 
hiofher  in  this  world.  You  are  a  professor  of  religion — 
that  is  an  office.  The  King  of  kings  has  created  it,  and 
put  you  into  it.  You  belong  to  the  Great  Monarch's 
household.  You  are  one  of  the  royal  family.  You  woula 
not  2:et  any  higher  glory  by  becoming  a  statesman  or  an 
emperor.  "  But  I  should  have  a  larger  sphere  of  useful- 
ness." But  you  do  not  fill  your  present  sphere  according 
to  its  full  claims.  You  dare  not  affirm  that  you  are  every 
thing  a  member  of  Christ's  family  ought  to  be.  You  had 
better  not  pine  for  a  continent  when  you  cultivate  an 
acre  so  poorly.    If  eternal  realities  now  exert  so  sm^il  an 
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influence  over  you,  we  fear  that  by  rising  to  the  pinnacle 
of  human  greatness  you  would  lose  sight  of  them  alto- 
gether. The  scenery  of  eternity  is  not  best  viewed  from 
these  heights.  It  is  out  of  sight  entirely  to  most  that  ride 
upon  the  high  places  of  the  earth. 

"  If  I  was  only," — pardon  the  intrusion — but  we  should 
like  to  fill  out  the  sentence  for  you.  "  If  I  was  only  a 
better  dresser  of  the  vineyard  I  now  occupy— a  more 
faithful  servant  in  the  use  of  what  the  Lord  has  already 
entrusted  to  me,  I  should  not  want  for  honor  or  happi- 
ness." No.  The  fact  is,  that  the  cravings  of  your  mind 
for  some  other  sphere,  are  a  proof  that  you  are  not  faith- 
fully occupying  the  one  now  allotted  you.  Due  attention 
to  that  would  so  take  up  your  heart  that  it  would  have 
no  time  for  the  absurd  vagaries  and  groundless  fancies 
in  which  you  now  indulge.  "  This  is  the  raving,  sickly 
humor  of  our  minds,"  says  Leighton,  "  and  speaks  their 
weakness,  as  sick  persons  that  would  still  change  their 
bed,  or  posture,  or  place  of  abode,  thinking  to  be  belter. 
But  a  staid  mind  applies  itself  to  the  duties  of  its  own 
station,  and  seeks  to  glorify  him  that  set  it  there,  revering 
his  wisdom  in  disposing  of  it  so.  And  there  is  a  certainty 
of  a  blessed  approbation  of  this  conduct,  be  thy  station 
never  so  low.  It  is  not  the  high  condition,  but  much 
fidelity  that  secures  it.     Thou  hast  been  faithjtd  in  a 


Coming  to  Christ. 


Do  not  some  of  you,  my  young  readers,  feel  unwilling 
to  came  to  the  Savior,  because  you  think  that  you  do  not 
feel  a  sufficient  interest  in  the  subject.  You  know  that 
you  are  sinners,  and  would  like  to  be  free  from  sin.  You 
would  like  such  a  friend  as  I  describe  the  Savior  to  be, 
but  you  have  no  sufficiently  strong  conviction,  and  you 
think  the  promises  are  not  for  you. 

Or,  perhaps,  some  of  you,  thouoh  you  feel  a  deep  in- 
terest in  the  subject,  may  be  discouraged  and  dishearten- 
ed by  the  sins  you  feel  constantly  committing,  and  by 
your  repeatedly  broken  resolutions.  You  think  the  Sa- 
vior Uiust  be  wearied  out  with  yoiar  continual  backsliding 
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and  sins,  and  you  are  ready  to  gi\re  up  the  contest,  and  to 
think  that  final  hoUness  and  peace  are  not  for  you. 

Now  there  are,  throughout  our  land,  vast  multitudes 
who  are  vauily  endeavoring  to  make  their  hearts  better, 
in  order  to  recommend  themselves  to  their  Savior's  care. 
You  must,  indeed,  endeavor,  by  every  effort,  to  make 
your  heart  better,  but  not  as  a  means  of  recommending 
yourself  to  the  Savioi.  Come  to  hmi  at  once,  just  as  you 
are,  and  seek  his  sympathy  and  assistance  in  the  work. 

Inquirers  after  tlie  path  of  piety,  are  very  slow  to  learn 
that  the  Savior  is  the  friend  of  sinners.  They  will  not 
learn  that  he  comes  to  help  us  while  we  are  in  our  trials 
and  difficulties,  not  after  we  get  out  of  them.  How  many 
say  in  their  hearts,  I  must  overcome  this  sin,  or  free  my- 
self from  that  temptation,  and  then  I  will  come  to  the 
Savior.  I  must  have  clearer  views  of  my  own  sins,  or 
deeper  penitence,  or  awaken  true  love  to  God  in  my 
heart,  and  then,  but  not  till  then,  can  I  expect  Christ  to 
be  my  friend.  What?  do  you  suppose  that  it  is  the  office 
of  Jesus  Christ  to  stand  aloof  from  the  struofHintr  sinner, 
until  he  has,  by  his  own  unaided  strength,  and  witliout 
assistance  or  sympathy,  finished  the  contest,  and  then 
only  to  come  and  offer  his  congratulations  after  the  vic- 
tory is  won.  Is  this  such  a  Savior  as  you  imagine  the 
Bible  to  describe  ? 

At  the  door  of  one  of  the  chambers  in  which  you  reside, 
you  hear  a  mourning  sound,  as  of  one  in  distress.  You 
enter  hastily,  and  find  a  sick  man  writhing  in  pain,  and 
strugglino;  alone  with  his  sufferings.  As  soon  as  you  un- 
derstand the  case,  you  say  to  him, 

"  We  must  send  for  a  physician  immediately,  there  is 
one  at  the  next  door,  who  will  come  in  a  moment." 

'' Oh,  no,"  groans  the  sufferer,  ''1  am  in  no  state  to 
send  for  a  physician.  My  head  aches  dreadfully.  I  am 
almost  distracted  with  pain.  I  fear  I  am  dano^erously  ill." 

"  Then  we  must  have  a  physician  immediately,"  you 
reply.  "  Run,  and  call  him,"  you  say,  turning  to  an  at- 
tendant, "  ask  him  to  come  as  soon  as  possible." 

"  Oh,  stop  !  stop  !"  says  the  sick  man,  "  wait  till  I  get 
a  little  easier.  My  breath  is  very  short,  and  my  pulse  very 
feeble,  and  besides.  I  have  been  growing  worse  and  worse 
every  half  hour  for  some  time,  and  1  am  afraid  there  i» 
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no  hope  for  me.  Wait  a  little  while,  and  perhaps  I  may 
feel  better,  and  then  I  will  send  for  him." 

You  would  turn  after  hearing  such  words,  and  say  in 
a  gentle  voice  to  the  attendant,  "He  is  wandering  in 
mind.      Call  a  physician  immediately." 

Now  Jesus  Christ  is  a  physician.  He  comes  to  heal 
your  sins.  If  you  wish  to  be  healed  come  to  him  at  once, 
just  as  you  are.  The  soul  that  waits  for  purer  motives, 
or  for  a  deeper  sense  of  guilt,  or  for  a  stronger  interest  in 
the  subject,  before  it  comes  to  Christ,  is  a  sick  person 
wa-ting  for  health  before  he  sends  for  a  physician.  Jesus 
Christ  came  to  help  you  in  obtaining  these  feelings,  not 
to  receive  you  after  you  have  made  yourself  holy  without 
him.  You  have,  I  well  know,  great  and  arduous  strug- 
gles to  make  with  sin.  Just  as  certainly  as  you  attempt 
them  alone,  you  will  become  discouraged  and  fall.  Come 
to  the  Savior  before  you  begin,  then,  for  I  do  assure  you, 
you  will  need  help. 


TFie  Generous  Indian, 

About  the  year  1784  or  1785,  Mr.  Andrew  Rowan^ 
uncle  of  the  present  Hon.  John  Rowan,  of  Louisville, 
embarked  in  a  barge  at  the  Falls  of  the  Ohio,  where  Lou- 
isville now  stands,  with  a  party,  to  descend  the  river. 
The  boat  having  stopped  at  the  Yellow  Banks,  on  the  In- 
dian side,  some  distance  below,  Mr.  Rowan  borrowed  a 
rifle  of  one  of  the  company,  stepped  on  shore  and  strolled 
into  the  bottom,  probably  rather  in  pursuit  of  amusement 
than  game  ;  for,  from  always  having  been  of  a  feeble 
constitution  and  averse  to  action,  he  knew  not  how  to  use 
a  rifle,  and  besides  had  with  him  but  the  single  charge  of 
ammunition  which  was  in  the  gun.  He  unconsciously 
protracted  his  stay  beyond  what  he  intended;  and  return- 
ing to  the  spot  where  he  had  landed,  saw  nothing  of  the 
boat  nor  the  company  he  had  left.  It  being  a  "time  oi 
hostility  with  the  Indians,  and  suspicions  o1f  their  ap- 
proach having  alarmed  the  party,  they  had  put  off  and 
made  down  the  stream  with  all  possible  haste,  not  daring 
to  linger  for  their  companion  on  shore. 

Mr.  R.  now  found  himself  alone  on  the  banks  of  tht^ 
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Ohio,  a  vast  and  trackless  forest  stretching  around  him, 
with  but  one  charge  of  powder,  and  himself  too  unskilled 
in  the  use  of  the  tifle  to  profit  even  by  that,  and  liable  at 
any  moment  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  savages.  The 
nearest  settlement  of  the  whites  was  Vincennes,  (now  in 
Indiana)  distant  probably  about  one  hundred  miles. 
Shaping  his  course  as  nearly  as  he  could  calculate  for 
this,  he  commenced  his  perilous  and  hopeless  journey. 
Unaccustomed  to  traveling  in  the  forest,  he  soon  lost  all 
reckoning  of  his  way,  and  wandered  about  at  a  venture. 
Impelled  by  the  gnawings  of  hunger,  he  discharged  his 
rifle  at  a  deer  that  happened  to  pass  near  him,  but  missed 
it.  The  third  day  found  him  still  wandering,  whether 
toward  Vincennes  or  from  it,  he  knew  not — exhausted, 
famished,  and  despairing.  Several  times  had  he  laid 
down,  as  he  thought,  to  die.  Roused  by  the  sound  of  a 
grin  not  far  distant,  betokening,  as  he  well  knew  the  pres- 
ence of  the  Indians,  he  proceeded  towards  the  spot 
whence  the  report  had  proceeded,  resolved  as  a  last  hopfi 
of  life,  to  surrender  himself  to  those  whose  tender  mer- 
cies he  knew  to  be  cruel. 

Advancing  a  short  distance  he  saw  an  Indian  app^:oach- 
ing,  who,  on  discovering  him — as  the  first  impulse  was 
on  any  alarm,  with  both  the  whites  and  the  Indians  on 
the  frontiers,  in  time  of  hostilities— drew  up  his  rifle  to 
his  shoulder,  in  readiness  to  fire.  Mr.  R.  turned  the  butt 
of  his,  and  the  Indian,  with  French  politeness,  turned  the 
butt  of  his  also.  They  approached  each  other.  The 
Indian,  seeing  his  pale  and  emaciated  appearance,  and 
understanding  the  cause,  took  him  to  his  wigwam,  a  few 
miles  distant,  where  he  cooked  for  him  several  days,  and 
treated  him  with  the  greatest  hospitality.  Then  learning 
from  him  by  signs  that  he  wished  to  go  to  Vincennes,  the 
Indian  immediately  left  his  hunting,  took  his  rifle  and  a 
small  stock  of  provisions,  and  conducted  him  in  safety  to 
that  settlement,  a  distance  from  his  cabin  of  about  eighty 
miles. 

Having  arrived  there,  and  wishing  to  reward  well  the 
generous  Indian  to  whom  he  owed  his  life,  Mr.  R.  made 
arrangements  with  a  merchant  of  the  settlement,  to  whom 
he  made  himself  known,  to  give  him  three  hundred 
dollars.  But  the  Indian  would  not  receive  a  farthing 
40  31 


470  SABBATH- JQAY 

When  made  to  understand  by  Mr.  R.,  through  an  inter- 
preter, that  he  could  not  be  happy  unless  he  would  accept 
sonielhinof,  he  replied,  pointing  to  a  new  blanket  near 
him,  that  he  would  take  that;  and  added,  wrapping  his 
own  blanket  around  his  shoulders,  "  when  I  wrap  myself 
in  it,  1  will  think  of  you." 

Where  was  there  ever  a  white  man,  that  even  in  time 
of  peace,  would  have  so  befriended  an  Indian  1 


mH  TerAptation. 

I  HAD  the  pleasure,  a  short  time  since,  of  passing  a  iaw 
days  with  a  friend  of  my  earlier  years,  whom,  for  a  long 
time,  I  had  not  seen.  In  the  interval,  he  had  become 
settled,  and  had  now  a  family  of  six  fine  children  grow- 
ing up  around  him.  The  eldest  was  a  daughter,  who 
might  be  fourteen  or  fifteen  years  of  age;  the  youngest,  a 
son  about  four. 

My  friend  and  his  wife  were  both  professors  of  religion, 
and  appeared  desirous,  so  far  as  I  could  judge,  of  exem- 
plifying in  their  lives  the  spirit  of  the  gospel,  and  especi- 
ally of  bringing  up  their  children  "in  the  fear,  nurture, 
and  admonition  of  the  Lord." 

The  day  following  my  arrival  was  the  Sabbath.  Its 
mornins:  was  appropiately  spent  in  reading  the  Scriptures, 
in  family  prayer,  and  religious  conversation.  Not  long 
after  breakfast,  the  youngest  child,  the  little  boy  above 
mentioned,  was  suddenly  found  to  l)c  missing.  Inquiry 
was  made  for  him,  but  as  it  proved  unsuccessful,  a  de- 
gree of  solicitude,  at  length,  began  to  be  felt,  and  the 
search  became  more  vigorous.  He  had  on  several  occa- 
sions strolled  away  to  a  neighbor's,  where  a  child  of  his 
own  age  lived,  and  more  frequently  had  gone  unattended, 
to  pay  his  aged  grandmother  a  visit,  who  lived  at  no 
great  distance  dov/n  the  hill.  To  one  of  these  places,  it 
soon  occurred,  that  he  might  have  wandered,  though  it 
was  unusual  for  him  thus  to  play  truant  on  the  Sabbath. 
The  father,  taking  his  hat,  said  he  would  step  abroad, 
and  fetch  him  home. 

Before  the  fathers  return,  however,  the  little  absentee 
was  found.     He  had  purloined  an  orange  belonging  to 
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his  eldest  sister ;  and,  conscious  of  the  trespass  he  was 
committing,  had  secreted  himself  quite  securely  in  an  ad- 
joining room  behind  a  bed.  He  had  heard  the  call  of 
his  mother,  and  the  inquiries  of  the  other  members  of  the 
family  ;  but,  either  from  a  sense  of  guilt,  or  too  much  en- 
grossed with  the  pleasure  of  his  lucious  feast,  he  had  paid 
no  attention  to  the  oft  repeated  summons.  At  length,  a 
little  sister,  a  couple  of  years  older  than  himself  raising 
the  vase  made  the  important  discovery.  It  was  imme- 
diately announced  by  her  shrill  tones,  and  delighted  ex- 
clamation ;  and  almost  in  the  next  moment  the  whole 
group  of  children  were  peeping  under  the  vase,  which 
the  discoverer  still  held  raised.  There  cross-legged  sat 
the  thief  at  his  meal.  For  a  moment,  he  paused,  as 
Avas  natural,  and  jointsi  in  the  good-natured  titter  of 
the  well-pleased  throng.  But  it  was  only  for  a  moment 
that  he  consented  to  any  interruption  ;  but  now  ate  the 
faster,  evidently  wishing  to  prolong  the  pleasurable  feast 
he  was  enjoying,  and  yet  conscious  that  its  approachmg 
termination  was  at  hand. 

"  Ah !  you  rogue — you  rogue,"  exclaimed  one  of  the 
sisters. 

"  Whose  orange  have  you  got?"  Inquired  a  second. 

"He  looks  cunning  enough,"  said  the  little  sister,  who 
had  discovered  him— "why  John  !" 

At  this  moment,  the  mother,  who  had  been  in  search 
of  her  boy  in  a  different  direction  entered  the  room. 
Being  myself  quite  at  home  in  my  friend's  house,  and  at- 
tracted by  the  interesting  scene  going  on,  I  ventured  to 
look  in  upon  the  actors  myself 

"See  here,  mother,  see  here" — exclaimed  the  above 
little  girl,  "we've  found  him — here  he  is,  under  the  bed" 
—-again  drawing  aside  the  vase. 

The  mother  stooped,  as  was  necessary  to  see  him;  and, 
hastily  stepping  forward,  I  imitated  her  example.  1  shall 
not  soon  forget  the  sight.  He  was  a  fat  little  figure,  with 
a  fine  plump  face,  and  had  quirled  himself  up  in  tlie  cor- 
ner, and  with  his  orange  in  his  grasp  looked  much,  I 
could  fancy,  like  ayoimg  squirrel  in  the  woods.  He  had 
nearly  eaten  up  the  "golden  apple" — but  the  liquid  juice 
of  the  remnant,  under  the  presure  of  his  hands,  and  his 
dps,  was  running  in  currents  on  each  side  of  his  mouth 
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"Don't  ho  look  cunning,  mother?"  said  the  delighted  j 
little  sister — "I'm  sure  he  does." 

It  was  impossible  to  repress  a  smile,  as  ne  crept  forth  j 
from  his  hiding  place,  at  the  bidding  of  his  mother  ;  who  j 
now  taking  his  hand  led  him  into  the  sitting  room. 

Thinks  I  to  myself  here  is  a  difiicult  case  to  manage. 
Some  of  "sterner  stuff"  may  think  otherwise  ;  but  in  my   | 
own  mind  it  required  no  httle  decision  and  parental  faith 
fulness  to  treat  it  as  it  deserved.     There  was  a  cunning    '. 
about  the  whole    transaction,  especially  in  his  looks  and   ! 
actions  when  discovered,  whi-:L  was  calculated  to  disarm 
a  fond  parent.     Many  a  parent,  I  doubt  not  would  have 
accorded  with  the  expression  of  John's  little  sister,  and 
lelt  that  it  was  "too  cunning  a  trick"  to  admit  of  being 
censured.     A  gentle  reproof — "  you  are  a  naughty  child"    ■ 
— or  "you  must  not  do  so  again" — would  perhaps  by  most    j 
parents  have  been  deemed  sufficient.     And  this  reprool  1 
would  have  been  accompanied  by  a  half-surpressed  smile 
— a  kind  of  mingled  expression   of  admiration   and  re- 
proach; but  the  admiration  so  predominating  as  to  have 
entirely  neutralized  the  censure,  and  virtually  to  have   i 
operated  as  a  stimulus  to  future  transgression. 

But  it  was  not  so  managed   in   the  present  instance.    ' 
On  reaching  the  sitting  room,  she  bid  the  children   be 
seated,  and  began  to  inquire — 

"  John,  my  son.  was  that  your  orange,  which  you  were 
eating?" 

"  No  ma'am,"  said  John. 

"  AVhose  was  it  ?"  ; 

"  Caroline's." 

"And  did  Caroline  give  it  to  you?" 

He  hesitated,  and  the  question  was  repeated —  i 

"Did  Caroline  give  you  the  orange,  my  son?" 

"  No  ma'am."  i 

"  And  how  came  you  to  take  it  ?"  j 

"I  wanted  it,  ma'am."  I 

"  But  yon  had  no  right  to  it.     It  was  not  yours.     Had    ! 

Caroline  taken  your  orange,  would  you  have  thono;ht  i     i 

right?     You  are  quite  a  small  boy,  but  you   have  done 

wrong ;  and  now  tell  me,  my  son.  do  you  not  feel  that  you    : 

have  done  wrong:  ?"  i 
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«f  Yes,  ma'am,"  said  he — now  hanging  his  head  and 
beginning-  to  twist  his  httle  fingers  in  his^ mouth. 

"Yes,  my  child  you  did  very  wrong.  The  Bible  says 
"Tliou  shall  not  steal,"  and  it  bids  us  "  Remember  the 
Sabbath  day  and  keep  it  holy,"  bnt  you  have  not  done  so  ; 
you  have  offended  God  and  you  have  displeased  me,  and 
you  have  set  a  bad  example.  And  besides  you  knew 
that  you  were  doing  wrong;  you  felt  guilty,  andbecause 
you  felt  guilty  you  hid  yourself  behind  the  bed,  and 
when  I  called  you,  you  did  not  come  ;  and  here  again 
you  broke  another  command,  which  says,  "children,  obey 
your  parents."  Your  little  sister  thought  you  looked 
cunning;  but  I  hope  that  little  sister  will  never  think  so 
again.  You  tried  by  your  looks  and  actions  to  smooth 
over  t!ie  bad  deed, — Ah  !  you  have  done  very  wrong. 
Your  father  will  be  home  soon,  and  I  must  tell  him.  I 
am  sure  he  will  be  displeased ;  but  what  he  will  think 
best  to  be  done,  I  cannot  say." 

1  had  remained  in  the  room  thus  long,  and  had  attend- 
ed with  great  satisfaction  to  the  appropriate  manner  in 
'^vhich  this  faithful  mother  had  treated  a  delicate  case. 
But  thinking  it  no  longer  courteous  to  stay,  especially  as 
the  father  was  now  at  hand,  and  might  wish  to  be  alone 
with  his  family,  I  retired  to  my  chamber.  As  to  the 
subsequent  discipline  I  was  not  informed  ;  but  from  the 
specimen  of  maternal  faithfulness  which  I  had  witnessed, 
and  the  reference  of  the  matter  to  the  father,  I  could  not 
doubt  but  that  the  occasion  was  seized  to  administer  ap- 
propriate disci phne  and  advice. 

On  reaching  my  chamber,  I  could  not  but  reflect 
upon  the  numerous  similar  occurrences  in  almost  every 
family,  and  upon  the  importance  of  parental  faithful- 
'less  in  relation  to  them.  They  indeed  often  appear 
quite  trivial  ;  and  connected  as  they  not  unfrequently 
are  with  a  kind  of  cunning,  bespeaking  more  than  com- 
mon capacity  in  the  child,  are  wont  to  be  passed  by,  not 
only  without  censure,  but  even  with  applause.  Yet, 
when  more  minmtely  examined,  instead  of  appearing  tu 
be  trifles,  they  will  wear  the  aspect  of  serious  evils.  We 
are  apt  to  be  amused  with  show.  We  forget  that  the 
noxious  weed  may  send  forth  a  beautiful  flower;  that 
behind  the  most  attracttns:  exterior  may  lurk  the  darkest 
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flesigns.  So  behind  the  curtain  of  these  pretty  infantile 
tricks,  these  amusing  transgressions,  may  lie  the  germ  of 
a-U  future  disobedience.  They  may  be  the  prelude  to  a 
wide  dparture  from  the  path  of  truth  and  duty,  the  first 
overflowings  of  a  fountain  which  will  ultimately  send 
fortli  bitterness  and  death.  Let  it  not  be  thouglit,  then, 
that  these  early  transgressions  are  small  matters.  They 
are  an  indication  of  the  "  man  of  sin"  within  ;  true,  that 
man  may  be  yet  ungrown,  but  give  him  exercise — ad 
minister  aliment,  and  he  will  attain,  in  process  of  time,  tc 
the  strength  and  daring  of  Goliah  of  Gath.  The  small 
theft  of  an  orange,  unrebuked  in  a  child,  may  lead  that 
child  in  maturer  years  to  crimes  to  be  expiated  only  in 
the  solitude  of  a  prison,  or  by  the  infamy  and  agony  of 
the  p-allows.     It  was  an  humbler  fruit 


■whose  mortal  taste 


Brought  death  into  the  world,  and  all  our  woe. 

Parents  cannot,  therefore,  be  too  sagacious  in  marking 
the  early  actions  of  their  children,  which  involve  viola- 
tions of  the  principles  of  truth  and  honesty  and  upright- 
ness ;  nor  too  faithful  in  counteracting  the  strong  tenden- 
cy to  such  violations,  which  they  will  ever  perceive  in 
their  children.  No  more  sacred  duty  exists ;  no  greater 
parental  obligation  can  be  imposed.  The  tuithful  dis- 
charge of  this  duty  may  be  connected  with  the  eternal 
weal  of  our  children.  Kindly  and  conscientiously  per- 
formed, the  attended  blessing  of  God  may  be  anticipated 
with  nearly  the  same  certainty,  that  if  wheat  be  sowed, 
wheat  will  be  harvested  ;  but  if  neglected,  tares  only  will 
grow — vicious  fruit  only  succeed,  unless  a  Providence 
more  kind  than  parental  apathy,  shall  itself  sow  a  better 
seed,  and  cultivate  a  neglected  soil.  He  that  sows  to  the 
tiesh— to  the  carnal  mind  of  his  child— shall  as  surely 
reap  corruption  in  respect  to  that  child,  as  he  will  in  re- 
spect to  himself.  If  we  would  reap  everlasting  life  for  our 
selves  and  our  children,  we  must  sow  unto  the  spirit. 


The  Converted  Musband* 

In  a  village  in  one  of  the  New  England  States,  some 
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years  since,  at  the  commencement  of  a  powerful  revival 
of  religion,  among  oilier  individuals  who  came  to  converse 
with  their  minister  upon  religions  topics,  was  a  Mrs.  li., 
the  mother  of  a  large  and  interesting  family.  Two  of  her 
children  were  already  grown  to  matnrity.  She  informed 
her  pastor  that  she  had  entertained  a  hope  of  an  interest 
in  the  Savior  for  sixteen  yeju's ;  bnt  that  she  had  been  in- 
duced to  defer  uniting  herself  to  the  people  of  God  by  the 
remonstrances  of  her  husband.  By  his  great  kindness, 
he  had  acquired  such  an  ascendency  over  her  affections, 
that  to  please  him,  had  been,  she  feared,  the  chief  object 
of  her  wishes  and  pursuits.  Within  a  few  weeks,  her 
eyes  had  been  opened  to  perceive  the  superior  claims  of 
the  gospel.  She  now  realized  for  the  first  tmie  that  her 
husband  and  children  were  traveling  the  broad  road  to- 
gether.    Tliey  had  never  reared  a  family  altar. 

Although  from  custom  they  frequented  the  house  of 
God  on  the  Sabbath,  yet  the  truths  of  the  Bible  had  never 
found  a  lodgment  in  any  of  their  hearts.  She  now  felt 
satisfied  that  it  was  her  duty  to  take  up  her  cross,  and  to 
follow  Christ.  "I  have  been  deluded,"  said  Mrs.  B.,  "by 
the  belief  that  my  way  was  hedged  up  by  an  insurmount- 
able obstacle.  I  have  substituted  the  good  opinion  of  my 
husband  for  the  approbation  and  smiles  of  my  Savior." 
"I  advise  you  to  converse  with  your  husband  on  the  sub- 
ject," said  her  minister.  Mrs.  B.  replied,  "I  have  of  late 
repeatedly  urged  my  husband  to  yield  his  consent ;  but 
he  says  if  I  profess  religion,  he  will  never  live  with  me 
another  day.  Though  I  fear  the  consequences  of  going 
forward  in  the  way  that  my  conscience  dictates,  may  be 
painful,  yet  1  fear  still  more  the  evils  that  threaten  my 
family,  if  I  continue  to  neglect  a  known  and  positive  duty." 
Her  minister  promised  to  propound  her  for  admission. 

On  returning  home  from  worship,  on  the  day  that  she 
was  received  into  the  church,  Mr.  B.  told  his  wife,  as  she 
knew  his  mind  on  the  subject  of  her  professing  religion, 
he  should  be  consistent  with  his  former  declarations,  and 
ordered  separate  lodgings  to  be  prepared  for  him  that 
night.  His  wife  silently  and  implicitly  acceded  to  his 
wishesi 

The  next  morning  he  told  his  family  that  imperious 
business  called  him  from  home  to  be  absent  for  a  ;£w  days. 
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His  horses  and  carriage  were  soon  in  readiness,  and  he 
hastily  and  abruptly  left  his  dwelling. 

Mrs.  B.  now  felt  the  necessity  of  exercising  that  faith 
which  is  an  anchor  to  the  soul.  But  she  said  within  her- 
self, "  Shall  a  man  complain  for  the  punishment  of  his 
sins?" 

Immediately  on  Mr.  B.'s  leaving  home,  Mrs.  B.  request- 
ed her  eldest  daughter  to  manage  the  household  concerns 
in  the  best  manner  she  was  able,  that  she  might  herself 
enjoy  the  privilege  of  retiring,  with  her  Bible,  to  her 
closet.  The  day  was  spent  in  fasting  and  prayer,  and  in 
reading  lessons  of  heavenly  wisdom  from  the  word  of 
God. 

To  her  great  joy,  every  page  seemed  to  be  illumined  as 
with  a  sunbeam.  She  now  felt  that  she  could  endure  the 
loss  of  all  things  for  the  sake  of  him  who  bore  her  sins  m 
his  own  body  on  the  tree.  Her  soul,  though  elevated 
above  the  perishable  things  of  time  and  sense,  was  in  heav- 
iness at  the  thought  of  an  eternal  separation  from  him 
she  so  dearly  loved — from  the  companion  of  her  youth, 
and  perhaps  too,  from  her  beloved  children.  She  up- 
braided herself  as  an  accessory,  if  not  the  guilty  occasion 
of  their  life  of  worldliness  ;  for  had  she  fulfilled  the  sacred 
obligations  imposed  by  an  early  hope  of  reconciliation  to 
God,  her  husband  and  her  children  might,  long  since, 
have  been  devout  worshippers  in  the  courts  of  the  Lord. 

It  was  nearly  sunset,  when  the  noise  of  rattling  wheels 
arrested  her  attention.  Till  now,  no  external  object  had 
disturbed  her  thoughts.  The  door  suddenly  opened,  and 
her  husband  stood  pale  and  trembling  by  her  side. 

"  My  dear  wife,"  he  exclaimed,  "  can  you  forgive  your 
misguided  husband  1  I  have  learnt  by  sad  experience 
this  day,  by  the  way  side,  that  my  opposition  against  you 
originated  in  hostility  to  the  claims  of  God.  Can  you  for- 
give me,  and  will  you  supplicate  the  forgiveness  of  God 
for  me?  for  I  have  no  cloak  or  excuse  for  the  least  of  my 
sins." 

Under  an  overwhelming  sense  of  the  goodness  of  God, 
in  thus  subduing  and  enlightening  the  mind  of  her  deares* 
earthly  friend,  they  prostrated  themselves  in  the  attitude 
of  prayer,  and  wept,  and  confessed  before  the  Lord  thei 
vins  of  heart  and  life.     Mr.  B.  informed  his  wife,  that  on 
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leaving  her  in  the  morning-,  he  went  in  direct  opposition 
to  the  dictates  of  an  enlightened  conscience;  that  her  si- 
lent  and  acquiescent  conduct  proved  to  him  indubitably 
the  efficacy  of  religion  ;  and  when  contrasted  with  his 
own  feelings,  then  "  lashed  into  a  storm,"  his  soul  was 
filled  with  shame  and  remorse.  At  times  he  expected  to 
be  dashed  to  the  ground  ;  twice  he  alighted  from  his  car- 
riage, and  falling  upon  his  knees,  he  would  have  confess- 
ed his  sin  and  guilt ;  but  his  mind  was  dark  and  his  heart 
was  hard.  He  faintly  ejaculated,  "  God  be  merciful  to 
me  a  sinner."  But  on  resuming  his  seat  in  the  carriage, 
with  an  involuntary  grasp  he  held  the  rains,  as  if  his 
horses  were  hurrying  him  forward  with  uncommon  velo- 
city. His  business  was  at  M.,  sixteen  miles  distant  from 
his  home.  At  eleven  o'clock  he  had  progressed  but  eight 
miles  on  his  way.  Under  a  horse-shed  he  tried  to  com- 
oose  his  mind,  but  in  vain  ;  he  found  himself  wholly  in- 
capable of  attending  to  any  worldly  business.  He  endea- 
vored to  rid  himself  of  such  uncomfortable  reflections  as 
crowded  upon  his  mind  with  a  force  which  he  was  unable 
to  resist.  For  several  hours,  he  felt  like  the  guilty  mur- 
derer flying  from  justice.  At  length  he  perceived  that  his 
opposition  to  God  had  manifested  itself  by  the  indul- 
gence of  ill  will  towards  hisaflectionaie  v/ife.  He  resolv- 
ed at  once  to  return  home,  and  ino-enuously  confess  to  her, 
and  ask  her  forgiveness.  On  doing  so,  the  scales  of  un- 
belief fell  from  his  eyes,  and  tears  of  gratitude  and  peni- 
tence flowed  in  abundance. 

Mr.  B.  immediately  resolved  on  a  religious  life,  which 
he  determined  to  commence  by  rearing  a  family  altar. 
But  he  had  a  stammering  tongue ;  and  so  slow  was  his 
speech,  that  he  trembled,  lest,  in  his  attempt  to  honor 
God,  he  might  expose  himself  to  the  ridicule  of  his  grown 
up  sons,  and  other  adult  members  of  liis  family.  He  hes- 
itated and  delayed.  His  business  at  M.  yet  unaccom- 
plished, was  really  pressing,  and  demanded  immediate 
attention.  He  retired  to  his  closet  to  ask  the  Lord  to  as- 
sist him  in  the  duty  of  family  prayer  on  the  following 
Friday.  But  his  mouth  was  shut.  How  could  he  ask 
the  Lord  to  assist  him  to  do  a  duty  on  Friday,  which  he 
might  not  live  to  perform  then,  and  which  was  mani- 
festly a  pre«»ent  duty  ?     He  saw  the  inconsistency  of  siicl? 
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a  petition.  He  rose  from  his  knees,  went  in  pursuit  of 
Mrs.  B.,  and  related  to  her  the  exercises  of  his  mind.  He 
then  told  her,  that  if  she  would  hring  out  the  httle  stand, 
and  the  great  Bible,  and  would  assemble  the  family,  he 
would  try  to  perform  the  duty  of  family  worship,  let  the 
sacrifice  of  feeling  be  what  it  might.  Mrs.  B.'s  emotions 
of  gratitude  and  joy  were  indescribable.  She  hastened  to 
execute  this  glad  commission. 

As  this  father  bowed  himself,  with  solemn  awe,  before 
the  majesty  of  heaven  and  earth,  a  breathless  silence  per- 
vaded the  youthful  spectators  of  this  affecting  scene,  and 
for  the  first  time  in  their  life,  they  realized  a  present  Dei- 
ty. The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  came  down  and  sat  upon  their 
hearts,  the  eflect  of  whose  operations  was  like  that  of  the 
refiner's  fire,  and  of  fuller's  soap.  Who  can  measure  the 
extent  of  that  change,  which,  within  a  few  days,  had  been 
wrought  in  a  family  whose  hearts  had  so  long  been 
wedded  to  their  idols?  The  tongue  of  the  stammerer, 
now  unfettered,  was  employed  in  anthems  of  praise  for 
redeeming  love  and  mercy;  and  the  exclamation  rose  in- 
voluntarily to  the  lips  of  every  beholder;  "What  hath 
God  wrought !" 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  B.  were  now,  with  one  heart,  as  sedu- 
lously and  as  perseveringly  engaged  in  their  efforts  for  the 
salvation  of  their  whole  family,  as  they  had  formerly  been 
to  secure  for  them  a  portion  in  the  perishable  things  of 
time ;  and  their  efforts  were  not  in  vain  in  the  Lord. 

On  learning  the  subsequent  history  of  this  family,  who 
will  not  rejoice  in  view  of  the  timely  decision  of  Mrs. 
B.  ?  Both  parents,  and  all  the  children  except  two,  have 
in  rapid  succession  paid  the  debt  of  nature,  leaving  behind 
them  satisflictory  evidence  that  they  had  experienced  the 
grace  of  God,  which  bringeth  salvation,  in  answer  to  the 
prayers  of  a  decided  christian  mother. 


JUmisterlal  m^luthority  a  Hundred  l/^ears 

In  a  certain  town  in  the  State  of  Connecticut,  about  a 
hundred  years  ago,  the  following  usage  prevailed.    When- 
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ever  a  child,  or  youth,  was  discovered  playing-,  or  in  any 
way  disturbing  the  order  of  public  worship,  the  minister 
would  pause,  and  calling  him  by  name,  would  publicly 
du-ect  him  to  repair  to  his  house  on  Monday  morning,  to 
give  an  account  of  his  conduct.  In  tiie  study  of  the  min- 
ister, the  olience  with  its  aggravating  or  mitigating  circum- 
stances, was  canvassed,  and  such  admonition  and  disci- 
pline imparted  to  the  offender,  as  the  overseer  of  his  flock 
deemed  wise.  So  well  estabhshcd  was  this  order  of  things, 
that  few  if  any  parents  demurred  sending  their  children  -, 
nor  would  a  child  have  presumed  to  dechne  obeying  the 
summons  of  the  sacred  functionary. 

It  happened  one  Sabbath,  that  a  certain  boy  named 

Charles ,  then  about  twelve  years  of  age,  played 

during  divine  service.  The  eye  of  the  minister  caught 
the  action  ; — he  paused,  and  audibly  pronouncing  his 
name,  directed  him  to  come  to  his  house  on  Monday 
morninof,  at  nine  o'clock.  His  parents  were  present,  and 
were  witnesses,  if  not  of  the  oft'ence,  of  the  solemn  sum- 
mons. 

What  was  said  by  them  to  their  son  after  service,  is  not 
stated  but  it  was  at  once  admitted  that  the  call  must  be 
obeyed.  Accordingly,  the  following  morning-,  his  mother 
directed  him  to  put  on  his  Sunday  suit,  and  prepare  to 

go  to  Mr.  0 's.     When  ready,  and  about  to  go,  she 

thus  addressed  him: 

'•  Charles,  you  now  see  what  you  suffer  for  being  a 
naughty  boy,  and  for  playing  at  meeting.  You  have 
grieved  your  father  and  mother,  and  greatly  displeased 

Mr.  C .     Go  to  him,  my  son,  and  confess  your  fault ; 

and  more  than  all,  ask  forgiveness  of  God,  whose  com- 
mand you  have  broken.  I  know  you  feel  bad,  but  3^ou 
deserve  to  suffer.  Your  conduct  no  one  can  justify,  and 
you  yourself  would  condemn  in  another  what  you  have 
done." 

'•  Mother,"  said  Charles,  "  will  you  not  go  with  me  ?" 

"  No,  my  child,"  she  replied,  "  you  must  go  alone  ;  and 

tell  Mr.  C that  neither  your  father  nor  mother  wish 

to  screen  you,  and  do  you  submit  to  whatever  punishment 
he  may  inflict  upon  you." 

With  a  heavy  heart.  Charles  proceeded  to  Mr.  C 's. 

Having  rea^^hed  the  house  he  went  round  to  the  back 
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door,  and  gave  one  or  two  gentle  taps.  This  he  did.  as 
he  afterwards  said,  in  the  hope  that  no  one  would  heai 
him,  and  that  he  might  be  able  to  say,  that  he  knocked 
and  found  no  one  to  adaiit  him.  Thus  was  he  tempted 
to  screen  himself;— but  the  rap,  gentle  as  it  was,  was 

heard  heard  by  Mrs.  C ,  who  happened  to  be  near  by, 

and  who  opened  the  door.  Before  her  stood  Charles — 
she  knew  him  well,  and  immediately  inquired : 

"  Charles,  is  it  you  !  and  what  do  you  want  ?" 

"  Mr.  C told  me,"  said  the  guilty  boy,  "  to  come 

and  see  him  this  morning." 

"  Oh  !  you  are  the  boy  that  played  at  meeting  yester- 
day ;  are  you  ?     Mr.  C is  in  his  study  ;  1  will  speak 

to  him." 

Accordingly,  advancing  to  the  chamber  stairs,  she  call- 
ed to  her  husband.     "  Mr.  C ,  here  is  Charles , 

whou  played  at  meeting  yesterday,  come  to  see  you." 

"  Tell  him  to  come  up  to  my  study." 

Charles  soon  stood  in  the  presence  of  the  kind-hearted, 

but  now  somewhat  stern  Mr.  C .     Laying  aside  his 

pen,  he  cast  a  severe  look  upon  the  offender  ;  but  noticing 
his  meek  and  humble  mien,  immediately  relaxed  all  ap- 
pearance of  the  judge,  and  gently  drawing  Charles  to- 
wards him,  mildly  inquired  : 

"  Charles,  can  you  repeat  the  fourth  commandment  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir.     Remember  the  Sabbath  day^^  (^'C. 

"  And  did  you  not  break  this  commandment  yesterday, 
when  you  played  in  meeting  ?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  Well,  and  are  you  sorry  that  you  broke  one  of  God's 
commands  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"Do  you  feel  willing  to  ask  God  to  forgive  you?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

Other  questions  followed,  and  were  answered  by 
Charles  to  the  acceptance  of  Mr.  C ,  who  was  satis- 
fied, as  well  he  niight  be,  of  the  sincere  repentance  and 

good  resolutions  of  the  offender.     At  length  Mr.  C • 

mquired : 

"  Charles,  who  sent  you  here  T' 

"  My  mother." 
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''  And  was  she  not  sorry  that  her  son  should  play  on 
God's  holy  day,  and  that  in  the  house  of  God  ?" 

"She  was  ;  and  she  told  me  to  tell  you,  that  neither  she 
nor  father  wished  to  screen  me." 

"CharleSj"  said  the  worthy  divine.  "  Charles,  you  should 
be  thankful  for  such  a  mother.  Can  you  repeat  the  fifth 
commandment  ?" 

^^  Honor  thy  father  and  thy  mother  y"*  ^c. 

"  Well,  now  look  at  it,  Charles  ;  when  you  play  on  the 
Sabbath,  you  offend  God,  who  says,  ^Remember  the  Sab- 
bath dayj  and  keep  it  holy;'' — and  you  offend  your  pa- 
rents, and  then  you  break  the  fifth  commandment,  which 
says,  '  Honor  thy  father  and  thy  mother.^  Are  you  wil- 
ling to  promise,  that  you  will  never  play  in  meeting 
again  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir  ;  I  never  will." 

"  Now,  my  son,  you  may  go ;  and  remember  your 
promise. 

Upon  this,  Mr.  C arose,  and  opening  the  study 

door,  called  with  quite  a  strong  voice — • 

"  Mrs.  C ,  here  is  Charles  coming  down  ;  give  him 

a  piece  of  cake.  He  says  he  is  sorry  for  playing  yester- 
day at  meeting,  and  has  promised  that  he  will  never  do 
so  again." 

Charles  took  his  cake  and  retired.  In  after  years  he 
often  related  the  above  incident ;  and  ahvays  added  that 

his  interview  with  Mr.  C was,  through  the  grace  of 

God,  blessed  to  his  good.  At  first,  his  distress,  which  was 
great,  arose  from  the  fear  of  the  man ;   but  the  kind  and 

afiectionate  manner  of  Mr.  C 's  address,  added  to  the 

serious  questions  which  he  asked,  at  length  convinced  him 
of  the  dishonor  which  he  had  done  to  God.  Never  after- 
wards did  he  exhibit  a  light  or  irreverent  manner  in  the 
sanctuary  ;  and  in  maturer  years,  and  upon  other  occa- 
sions, the  faithful  dealings  of  Mr.  C had  its  influence 

upon  his  conduct. 

Such  was  the  custom  a  hundred  years  ago  in  the  town 
of .  Who  admits  not  that  it  was  a  salutary  cus- 
tom ?  What  friend  to  the  order  of  divine  worship,  and 
the  proper  observance  of  the  Sabbath,  would  not  wish  i* 
had  descended  to  the  present  time  1 

Ministers  have  no  such  authority  in  these  days.  So 
41 
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far  from  it,  the  instances  are  not  few  in  which  their  re 
buke  of  improper  conduct  in  the  house  of  God  is  met  on- 
ly with  contempt.  Children,  especially  those  who  occu- 
py the  galleries,  not  only  whisper  and  play ;  but  the  con- 
secrated place  has  been,  within  the  knowledge  of  the 
writer,  desecrated  by  the  perusal  of  newspapers,  novels, 
and  plays. 

Now,  we  ask  whence  has  come  this  chano^e — this  re- 
laxation of  good  order— this  toleration  of  mockery  in  our 
sanctuaries?  Is  it  attributable  to  diminished  ministerial 
influence  and  authority?  Grant  it.  But  whence  that 
diminution?  Are  ministers  less  respectable  now  than  for- 
merly? Are  they  less  holy  and  devoted?  Are  they 
more  ready  to  sanction  light  and  irreverent  conduct  in  the 
house  of  God  ? 

Who  will  pretend  it  ?  Yet  the  truth  is,  and  a  melan- 
choly truth,  that  ministers  have  no  such  influence,  no 
such  authority,  as  in  the  days  of  the  "olden  time."  And 
for  ourselves,  we  trace  their  loss,  among  other  causes,  to 
parents  themselves. 

Who  believes  not  that  it  is  in  the  power  of  the  parents 
and  guardians  of  any  town  in  the  land,  to  introduce  and 
establish  the  above  custom  in  a  single  month  ?  Suppose 
a  minister  was  assured  of  the  countenance  and  support  ot 
the  parents  and  guardians  of  his  flock  in  revivujg  the 
practice — would  he  hesitate?  And  might  not  similar 
happy  results  be  anticipated  ?  Had  the  mothers  of  the 
land  the  firmness  ;  and  let  me  add,  the  kmdness  of  the 
mother  of  Charles  ;  especially  if  supported  by  fathers, 
would  our  churches  be  so  often  profaned  as  they  are? 
But  in  the  present  state  of  society ;  with  the  pride  which 
prevails,  what  clergyman  might  not  expect  dismission, 
who  should  summon  by  name  a  child  of  a  parishioner  in 
the  presence  of  the  audience  to  his  house,  to  answer  for 
his  conduct  ? 

I  have  hinted  above  that  the  custom  observed  at • 

might  DC  revived  ;  but  whether  this  would  be  expedient 
in  the  present  state  of  society,  might  be  questioned.  There 
is  another,  and  it  is  believed,  a  still  better  remedy  for  the 
evil  complained  of  It  is  to  bring  your  children  from 
the  gallery^  and  to  seat  them  in  your  peics  tcith  your- 
selves.    This  is  an  effectual  preventive  to  all  mischief 
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and  irregularity ;  besides,  "  how  decent  and  how  wise** 
for  parents  and  children  to  sit  together  at  the  feet  of  Jesus 
— the  former  by  their  serious  deportment  and  attention, 
to  show  the  latter  in  what  estimation  they  regard  the 
Sabbath  J  the  sanctuary,  and  the  truth  of  God. 


The  Meal  ^'  Temperance  Cordiah^^ 

"  Well,"  said  Andrew  Furlong  to  James  Lacey,  "well! 
that  ginger  cordial,  of  all  the  things  that  I  ever  tasted,  is 
the  nicest  and  warmest.    It's  beautiful  stuff,  and  so  cheap.'- 

"  What  good  does  it  do  you,  Andrew?  And  what  want 
have  you  of  it?"  Inquired  James  Lacey. 

"  What  good  does  it  do  me  ?"  Repeated  Andrew  rub- 
bing his  forehead  in  a  manner  that  showed  he  was  per- 
plexed by  the  question  ;  '  why  no  great  good,  to  be  sure  ; 
and  I  can't  say  I've  any  want  of  it ;  for  since  I  became  a 
member  of  the  Total  Abstinence  Society,  I've  lost  the 
megrim  in  my  head  and  the  weakness  I  used  to  have 
about  my  heart.  I'm  as  strong  and  hearty  in  myself  as 
any  one  can  be,  God  be  praised  !  And  sure,  James,  nei- 
ther of  us  could  turn  out  in  such  a  coat  as  this,  this  time 
twelvemonth" 

"  And  that's  true,"  replied  James,  •'  but  we  must  remem- 
ber, that  if  leavSig  oft'  whiskey  enables  us  to  show  a  good 
habit,  taking  to  'ginger  cordial,'  or  any  thing  of  that  idnd 
will  soon  wear  a  hole  in  it." 

"You  are  always  full  of  your  fun,"  replied  Andrew. 
"How  can  you  prove  that?" 

"  Easy  enough,"  said  James.  "  Intoxication  was  the 
worst  part  of  a  whiskey  drinking  habit ;  but  it  was  not 
the  only  bad  part.  It  spent  time,  and  it  spent  what  well 
managed  time  always  gives,  money.  Now,  though  they 
do  say — mind  I'm  not  quite  sure  about  it,  for  they  may 
put  things  in  it  they  don't  own  to,  and  your  eyes  look 
brighter,  and  your  cheek  more  flushed  than  if  you  had 
been  drinking  nothing  stronger  than  milk  or  water— but 
they  do  say  that  ginger  cordials,  and  all  kinds  of  cordials, 
do  not  intoxicate.  I  will  grant  this,  but  you  cannot  deny 
ihat  they  waste  both  time  and  money." 

"  Ohj  brother  !"  exclaimed  Andrew,  "  I  only  went  with 
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two  or  three  other  boys  to  have  a  glass,  and  I  don't  think 
we  spent  more  than  half  an  hour,  not  three  quarters,  cer- 
tainly ;  and  there's  no  great  harm  in  laying  out  a  penny 
or  two  pence  that  way  now  and  again." 

"Half  an  hour,  even,  breaks  a  day,"  said  James,  'and, 
what  is  worse,  it  unsettles  the  mind  for  work ;  and  we 
ought  to  be  very  careful  of  any  return  to  the  old  habit, 
that  has  destroyed  many  of  us,  body  and  soul,  and  made 
the  name  of  an  Irishman  a  byword  and  a  reproach,  instead 
of  a  glory  and  an  honor.  A  penny,  Andrew,  breaks  the 
silver  shilling  into  coppers ;  and  two  pence  will  buy  half 
a  stone  of  potatoes — that's  a  consideration.  If  we  don't 
manage  to  keep  things  comfortable  at  home,  the  women 
won't  have  the  heart  to  mend  the  coat.  Not,"  added  James 
with  a  sly  smile,  "  that  I  can  deny  having  taken  to  tem- 
perance cordials  myself." 

"  You  !"  shouted  Andrew,  "  you  !  a  pretty  fellow  you 
are  to  be  blaming  me,  and  then  forced  to  confess  you  have 
taken  to  them  yourself.  But  I  suppose  they'll  wear  no 
hole  in  your  coat  ?  Oh,  to  be  sure  not,  you  are  such  a 
good  manager?" 

"  Indeed,"  answered  James,  '•  I  was  any  thing  but  a 
good  manager  eighteen  months  ago  ;  as  you  well  know, 
I  was  in  rags,  never  at  my  work  of  a  Monday,  and  sel- 
dom on  Tuesday.  My  poor  wife,  my  gentle  patient 
Mary,  often  bore  hard  words ;  and  although  she  will  not 
own  it,  I  fear  still  harder  blows,  when  I  had  driven  aw^iy 
my  senses.  My  children  were  pale,  half-starved,  naked 
creatures,  disputing  a  potatoe  with  the  pig  my  wife  tried 
10  keep  to  pay  the  rent,  well  knowing  I  would  never  do 
it.     Now " 

"  But  the  cordial  ?"  interrupted  Andrew,  "  the  cordial  ! 
Sure  I  believe  every  word  of  what  you've  been  telling  me 
is  as  true  as  the  gospel ;  ain't  there  hundreds,  ay,  thou- 
s'ands,  at  this  moment,  on  Ireland's  blessed  ground  that 
can  tell  the  same  story.  But  the  cordial !  and  to  think  of 
your  never  owning  it  before ;  is  it  ginger,  or  anniseed,  or 
peppermint  ?" 

"None  of  these —and  yet  it's  the  rale  thing,  my  boy." 

"  Well  then,"  persisted  Andrew,  '  let's  have  a  drop  of  it, 
you're  not  going,  I'm  sure,  to  drink  by  yourself;  and  as 
I've  broke  the  afternoon " 
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A  heavy  shadow  passed  over  James's  face,  for  he  saw 
that  there  must  have  been  something  hotter  than  even 
ginger  in  the  "  temperance  cordial,"  as  it  was  falsely  call- 
ed, that  Andrew  had  taken,  or  else  he  would  have  en- 
deavored to  save  lost  time,  not  to  waste  more  ;  and  he 
thought  how  much  better  the  real  temperance  cordial 
was,  that,  instead  of  warming  the  brain,  only  warms  the 
heart. 

''  No,"  he  replied  after  a  pause  ;  I  must  go  and  finish 
what  1  was  about ;  but  this  evening  at  seven  o'clock,  meet 
me  at  the  end  of  our  lane,  and  then  I'll  be  very  happy  of 
your  company." 

Andrew  was  sorely  puzzled  to  discover  what  James' 
cordial  could  be,  and  was  forced  to  confess  to  himself  that 
he  hoped  it  would  be  different  from  what  he  had  taken 
that  afternoon,  which  certainly  had  made  him  feel  con- 
fused and  inactive. 

At  the  appointed  hour  the  friends  met  in  the  lane. 

"  Which  way  do  we  go,"  inquired  Andrew. 

"  Home,"  was  James'  brief  reply. 

"  Oh,  you  take  it  at  home  ?"  said  Andrew. 

"  1  make  it  at  home."  answered  James. 

"  Well,"  observed  andrew,  "  that's  very  good  of  the  wo- 
man that  owns  ye.  How,  mine  takes  on  so  about  a  drop 
of  any  thing,  that  she's  as  hard  almost  on  the  cordials,  as 
she  used  to  be  on  the  whiskey. 

"  My  Mary  helps  to  make  mine,"  observed  James. 

"And  do  you  bottle  it,  or  keep  it  on  draught?"  in- 
quired Andrew  ;  very  much  interested  in  the  "cordial" 
question. 

James  laughed  very  heartily  at  this,  and  answered  : 

"  Oh,  I  keep  mine  on  draught — always  on  draught ; 
there's  nothing  like  having  a  plenty  of  a  good  thing,  so  1 
keep  mine  alway's  on  draught ;  and  then  James  laughed 
again,  and  so  heartily  that  Andrew  thought  surely  iiis 
real  temperance  cordial  must  contain  something  quite  as 
strong  as  what  he  had  blamed  him  for  taking. 

James's  cottage  door  was  open,  and  as  they  approached 
it,  they  saw  a  good  deal  of  what  was  going  forward  with- 
in. A  square  table  placed  in  the  centre  of  the  little  kitch- 
en, was  covered  by  a  clean  white  cloth — knives,  forks 
and  plates  for  the  whole  family,  were  ranged  upon  it  ii. 
41*  32 
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excellent  order;  tlie  hearth  had  been  swept,  the  house 
was  clean,  tlie  children  rosy,  well  dressed,  and  all  doing 
something:.  Mary,  whom  her  husband  has  characterized 
as  'the  patient,'  was  busy  and  bustlmg  in  the  very  act  of 
addinof  to  the  coffee,  which  was  steaming  on  the  table,  the 
substantial  accompaniment  of  fried  eggs  and  bacon,  with 
a  large  dish  of  potatoes. 

When  the  children  saw  their  father,  they  ran  to  meet 
hini  with  a  great  shout,  and  clung  around  to  tell  him  all 
they  had  done  that  day.  The  eldest  girl  declared  she 
had  achieved  the  heel  of  a  stocking  ;  one  boy  wanted  his 
father  to  come  and  see  how  straight  he  had  planted  the 
cabbages  ;  while  another  avowed  his  proficiency  in  addi 
tion,  and  voliuiteered  to  do  a  sum  instanter  upon  a  slate, 
which  he  had  just  cleaned.  Happiness  in  a  cottage  seems 
more  real  than  it  does  in  a  gorgeous  palace.  It  is  not 
wasted  in  large  rooms  ;  it  is  concentrated  ;  a  great  deal  ot 
love  in  a  small  space ;  a  great,  great  deal  of  joy  vvrithin 
narrow  walls,  and  compressed,  as  it  were,  by  a  low  roof. 
Is  it  not  a  blessed  thing  that  the  most  narrow  means  be- 
come enlarged  by  the  affections  ?  That  the  love  of  a  peas- 
ant within  his  sphere  is  as  deep,  as  fervent,  as  true,  as 
lasting  as  sweet,  as  the  love  of  a  prince  ?  That  all  our 
best  atid  purest  affections  will  grow  and  expand  in  the 
poorest  worldly  soil  ?  And  that  we  need  not  be  rich  to 
be  happy? 

James  felt  all  this  and  more  when  he  entered  his  cot- 
tage, and  was  thankful  to  God,  who  had  opened  his  eyes, 
and  taught  him  what  a  number  of  this  world's  gifts  that 
were  within  even  his  humble  reach  might  be  enjoyed 
without  sin.  He  stood,  a  poor,  but  happy  father,  witliin 
the  sacred  temple  of  his  home:  and  Andrew  had  the 
warm  heart  of  an  Irishman,  beating  in  his  bosom  and  fill- 
ing with  joy. 

"  I  told  you, '  said  .Tames,  "  I  had  the  true  temperance 
cordial  at  home  ;  do  you  see  it  in  the  simple  prosperity 
by  which,  owing  to  the  blessings  of  temperance  1  am  sur 
rounded?  Do  you  not  see  it  in  the  rosy  cheeks  of  my 
children,  in  the  smiling  eyes  of  my  wife  ?  Did  I  not  tell 
truly  that  she  helped  to  make  it?  Is  not  tins  true  cor- 
*iial,"  lie  continued,  while  his  own  eyes  glistened  with 
many  tears,  "  is  not  the  prosperity  of  this  cottage  a  tru-^ 
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temperance  cordial  ?  And  is  it  not  always  on  drauo-ht, 
flowino:  from  an  ever-fillino-  foimtain  7  Am  I  not  right, 
Andrew  ;  and  will  you  not  forthwith  take  my  receipt ;  and 
make  it  for  yourself  ?  You  will  never  wish  any  other  ; 
it  is  warmer  than  ginger  and  sweeter  than  annisseed.  I 
am  sure  you  will  agree  with  me,  that  a  loving  wiie,  in 
the  enjoyment  of  the  humble  comforts  which  an  indus, 
trious,  sober  husband  can  bestow  ;  smihno-,  healthy,  well- 
clad  children  ;  and  a  clean  cabin,  where  the  fear  of  God 
banishes  all  other  fears — make  the  true  temperance  cor 
dial !" 


J^r.  Fasj&ou  au€l  the  l^awyer. 

A  LADY,  who  was  the  common  friend  of  Mrs.  Payson 
and  of  the  wife  of  a  distinguished  lawyer  of  Portland, 
was  sojourning  in  the  family  of  the  latter.  After  the 
friends  of  the  respective  families  had  interchanged  several 

*'calls,"  Mrs. was  desirous  of  receiving  a  formal  visit 

from  Mrs.  Payson  ;  but  to  effect  this  Mr.  Payson  must 
also  be  invited;  and  how  to  prevail  with  her  husband  to 
tender  an  invitation  was  the  great  difficulty.  He  had 
been  accustomed  to  associate  experimental  religion  with 
meanness,  and  of  course  felt  or  affected  great  contempt  for 
Mr.  Payson,  as  if  it  were  impossible  for  a  man  of  his  reli 
gion  to  be  also  a  man  of  talents.  He  knew  by  report 
something  of  Mr.  Payson's  practice  on  such  occasions,  and 
dreading  to  have  his  house  the  scene  of  what  appeared  to 
him  a  gloomy  interview,  resisted  his  wife's  proposal  as 
long  as  he  could,  and  retain  the  character  of  a  o^entleman. 

When  he  gave  his  consent,  it  was  with  the  positive 
determination  that  Mr.  Payson  should  not  converse  on 
religion,  nor  ask  a  blessing  over  his  food,  nor  offer  a 
prayer  in  his  house.  He  collected  his  forces  and  made 
his  preparation  in  conformity  with  this  purpose,  and  when 
the  appointed  day  arrived,  received  his  guest  very  pleas- 
antly, and  entered  at  once  into  animated  conversation, 
determined,  by  obtruding  his  own  favorite  topics,  to  fore- 
stall the  divine.  It  was  not  long  before  the  latter  discov- 
ered his  object,  and  summoned  together  his  powers  to  de- 
feat it.     He  plied  them  with  that  skill  and  address  for 
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which  he  was  remarkable;  still,  for  some  time  victory 
inclined  to  neither  side,  to  both  alternately.  The  lawyer 
not  long  before  had  returned  from  Washington  city,  where 
lie  had  spent  several  weeks  on  business,  at  the  Supreme 
Court  of  the  United  States.  Mr.  Payson  instituted  some 
inquiries  respecting  sundry  personages  there  and  among 
others,  the  chaplain  of  the  house  of  representatives. 

The  counselor  had  heard  him  perform  the  devotional, 
services  in  that  assembly.  "How  did  you  like  him?" 
Not  at  all ;  he  appeared  to  liave  more  regard  to  those 
around  him  than  he  did  to  his  Maker."  Mr.  Payson  was 
very  happy  to  see  him  recognise  the  distinction  between 
praying  to  God  and  praying  to  be  heard  of  men,  and  let 
fall  a  series  of  weighty  observations  on  prayer,  passing 
into  a  strain  of  remark  which,  without  taking  the  form, 
had  all  the  effect  on  the  lawyer's  conscience  of  a  person- 
al application.  From  a  topic  so  unwelcome  he  strove  to 
divert  the  conversation,  and  every  few  minutes  would 
start  something:  as  wide  from  it  as  the  east  is  from  the 
west.  But,  as  often  as  he  wandered,  his  guest  would 
dexterously  and  without  violence  bring  him  back  ;  and 
as  often  as  he  was  brought  back  he  would  wander  again. 
At  length  the  trying  moment,  which  was  to  turn  the  scale, 
arrived.  The  time  for  the  evening  repast  had  come;  a 
servant  had  entered  with  the  tea  and  its  accompanunents  ; 
the  master  of  the  feast  became  unusually  eloquent,  re- 
solved to  engross  the  conversation,  to  hear  no  question  or 
reply,  to  allow  no  interval  for  "grace,"  and  to  give  no  in- 
dication by  the  eye,  the  hand,  or  the  lips,  that  he  expected 
or  wished  for  such  a  service.  Just  as  the  distribution 
was  on  the  very  point  of  commencing,  Mr.  Pa\rson  inter- 
posed the  question — "What  writer  has  said  tlie  devil  in- 
vented the  fashion  of  carrying  round  tea,  to  prevent  a 
blessing  being  asked  ?"  Our  host  felt  himself  "  cornered  ;" 
but  making  a  virtue  of  necessity,  promptly  replied — "I 
don't  know  what  writer  it  is;  but  if  you  please,  we  will 
foil  the  devil  this  time  :  "  Will  you  ask  a  blessing,  sir?" 
A  blessing  of  course  was  asked,  and  he  brooked  as  wel'i 
as  he  could  this  first  certain  defeat,  still  resolved  not  to 
sustain  another  by  the  offering  of  thanks  on  closing  the 
repast.  But  in  this  too  he  was  disappointed.  By  some 
well-toned    sentiment  of   his  reverend    guest,  he    was 
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brought  into  such  a  dilemma  that  he  could  not,  without 
absolute  rudeness,  decline  asking  him  to  return  thanks. 
And  thus  he  contested  every  inch  of  his  ground  till  the 
visit  terminated.  But  at  every  stage  the  minister  proved 
too  much  for  the  lawyer.  He  sustained  his  character  as 
a  minister  of  religion,  and  gained  his  point  in  every  thing ; 
and  that,  too,  with  so  admirable  a  tact,  in  every  way  so 
natural  and  unconstrained,  and  with  such  respectful 
deference  to  his  host,  that  the  latter  could  not  be  displeased, 
except  with  himself.  Mr.  Payson  not  only  acknowledo-ed 
God  on  the  reception  of  food,  but  read  the  scriptures  and 
prayed  before  separatins^  from  the  family — and  did  it,  too, 
at  the  request  of  the  master,  though  this  request  was  made, 
in  every  successive  instance,  in  violation  of  a  fixed  pur- 
pose. 

The  chagrin  of  this  disappointment,  however,  eventu- 
ally became  the  occasion  of  his  greatest  joy.  His  mind 
was  never  entirely  at  ease,  till  he  found  peace  in  believing. 
Often  did  he  revert  witli  devout  thankfulness  to  God,  to 
the  visit  which  had  occasioned  his  mortification;  and 
ever  after  regarded  with  more  than  common  veneration 
and  respect  the  servant  of  God  whom  he  had  once  des- 
pised, and  was  glad  to  receive  his  ministrations  in 
exchange  for  those  on  which  he  had  formerly  attended. 


Mfibit, 

A  GENTLEMAN,  ouc  day,  overtook  a  traveler  moving 
slowly  along  under  the  great  inconvenience  of  a  heavy- 
stone  in  his  pocket.  "  My  friend,"  said  the  gentleman,  as 
he  observed  the  stone  weighing  his  coat  down  on  one 
side,  and  greatly  impeding  his  progress,  "  why  do  you 
travel  with  such  a  heavy  burden  at  your  side,  1  perceive 
you  travel  with  much  difficulty?"  What !  this  stone  in 
my  pocket,"  said  he,  "  I  would  not  part  with  it  for  any- 
thing. "Would  not!  why?"  said  the  other.  "Why?" 
said  he,  "because  my  father  carried  it  before  me  ;  tliey 
got  along  very  well  with  it,  and  I  wish  to  follow  in  their 
steps."  "  Do  you  derive  any  benefit  from  it?*'  asked  the 
^:;entleman.  "  None,  that  1  know  of,  only  keeping  up  the 
gv>od  old  custom,"  said  he.    "  Did  they  derive  any?"  ask- 
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ed  the  other.  "I  don't  know,  only  they  always  carried 
it,"  said  he,  ''and  so  will  I." 

The  gentleman  walked  on,  saying  to  himself,  "1  love, 
indeed,  to  see  the  good  old  cnstoms  of  our  fathers  honor- 
ed if  it  was  only  out  of  respect  to  their  memory,  but, 
really,  if  my  father  had  carried  a  stone  in  his  pocket,  1 
think  I  should  pay  greater  respect  to  his  memory  in  lay- 
ing it  aside,  and  sayinsf  nothing  ahout  it,  than  by  carrying 
such  a  testimony  to  his  frailty  with  me  through  life."  As 
he  still  walked  on,  he  began  to  think,  "now  this  man, 
unwise  as  he  seems,  is  not  more  so  than  many  others, 
perhaps  not  more  than  myself"  So  he  began  to  cast  about 
in  his  mind,  what  habits  he  had,  which  were  no  better 
than  stones  in  his  pocket.  "Here,  in  the  first  place,"  said 
he,  "is  the  use  of  tobacco,  chewing,  smoking,  taking 
snufF- old  habits — old  habits — of  what  use  are  they  to 
me '?  Mere  stones  in  my  pocket — worse  than  that — they 
injure  my  health,  render  me  very  disagreeable,  are  the 
very  opposite  of  neatness  :  I'll  away  with  them  all.  Here 
is  the  snuff-box— stay—  it  bears  my  father's  name.  Well, 
the  snuff  may  go  to  the  four  winds.  The  box  I  will  lay 
aside  ;  but  tobacco,  in  any  of  its  forms,  I  will  use  no  more. 
Thanks  to  a  protectino^  Providence,  my  father  left  no  tip- 
ling  habits  to  ruin  me  and  stain  my  memory.  Now  there 
is  one  stone  thrown  away,  and  if  I  have  any  more  bad 
luil»its  kept  up  lor  custom's  sake,  how  much  soever  I  may 
have  become  attached  to  them,  I  desire  they  may  share 
the  same  fate." — 

Reader,  would  it  not  be  profitable  to  thy  body  and  soul 
to  follow  the  above  example  ? 


1:00k  Up, 

An  old  man  on  Long  Island  had  occasion  some  years 
ago  to  lay  up  some  money.  Being  exceedingly  afraid 
that  he  would  lose  it  if  he  trusted  his  treasure  with  any 
of  his  friends,  he  concluded  at  last  that  he  would  biuy  it. 
Accordingly,  he  went  out  in  the  woods  one  night,  and 
selecting  a  large  tree  under  which  to  make  his  deposit,  he 
dug  a  large  hole,  carefully  looked  around  him  to  see  it 
any  one  was  near,  buried  his  money,  replaced  the  earth, 


MISCELLANY.  491 

Strewed  the  leaves  over  the  spot,  that  it  might  appear  that 
all  was  as  usual,  and  retarned  to  the  house  secure  in  the 
belief  that  his  o^old  was  safe. 

In  those  days  deer  were  auu.idant  on  the  Island,  and  it 
was  common  to  shoot  them  in  tlie  night.  The  deer  had 
pUices  of  resort,  and  the  hunters  Lemgfamihar  with  those 
places,  would  select  a  neighboring  tree,  and,  climbing  it 
before  nightfall,  would  quietly  await  the  connng  of  their 
game.  It  so  happened  that  a  friend  of  the  old  man,  for 
this  purpose,  climbed  the  very  tree  to  which  he  came  to 
bury  his  money  ;  and  being  disposed  to  see  what  the  old 
man  would  do,  he  remained  perfectly  quiet,  and  when 
ready  to  go  home,  descended,  dug  up  the  bag,  replaced 
the  leaves,  and  carried  off  the  treasure. 

The  old  man  performed  a  frequent  pilgrimage  to  the 
tree,  and  perceiving  every  thing  as  he  had  left  it,  sus- 
pected no  evil.  After  a  long  time  he  had  occasion  for  his 
money,  and  to  his  consternation  discovered  tiiat  it  was 
gone.  This  loss  almost  turned  his  head  and  broke  his 
heart.  He  was  ashamed  to  have  it  known  that  he  was 
so  miserlv  as  to  bury  money,  and  therefore  concealed  his 
loss.  But  it  weighed  deeply  upon  him,  deprived  him  of 
bis  rest,  and  finally  sunk  his  spirits  so  low,  that  in  his 
despondency,  he  began  to  doubt  his  hope,  and  to  despair. 
A  settled  religious  melancholy  followed,  and  in  his  dis- 
tress he  went  to  his  friend  for  counsel  and  sympathy. 
His  friend  had  understood  his  case  perfectly,  and  was 
ready  to  administer  the  right  sort  of  consolation.  He  in- 
quired cautiously,  whether  some  domestic  troubles  had 
not  occasioned  his  distress — to  some  arrangement  in  his 
business  — but  not  being  able  to  bring  the  old  man  to  a 
voluntary  confession,  he  asked  him  distinctly,  if  he  had 
not  met  with  some  heavy  loss  of  property.  Thus  cor- 
nered, he  was  compelled  to  tell  the  tale  of  his  hid  treas- 
ure, but  was  not  willing  to  believe  that  that  had  any 
connection  with  his  despondency.  His  friend  invited 
him  to  his  house,  and  delivering  into  his  hands  the  lost 
ba^,  thus  addressed  the  delighted  man : 

"When  you  buried  this  money,  you  looked  all  around 
io  see  that  no  one  was  near  to  watch  your  movements; 
but  you  forgot  to  lookup.  Had  you  looked  up,  you  would 
have  seen  me  a  few  feet  above  you,  and  would  then  have 
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sought  a  safe  place,  and  not  lost  your  money.  Hereafter 
never  fail  when  about  to  engage  in  any  work,  to  look  tip. 
The  advice  thus  given  was  useful  to  the  man  who  re- 
ceived it,  and  is  of  easy  application.  The  man  who  is 
about  to  embark  in  an  important  business,  if  possessed  of 
common  prudence,  will  carefully  examine  the  subject  on 
all  sides,  that  if  any  danger  or  difficulty  is  in  the  way, 
he  may  easily  foresee  and  avoid  it,  or  abandon  the  under- 
taking. But  it  is  more  important  that  he  should  look  up. 
From  above  cometh  down  the  wisdom  that  man  needs  to 
guide  him  in  doubt  and  distress,  and  he  who  has  sought 
from  heaven  assistance,  will  seldom  fail  in  his  enter- 
prize. 


The  Mev.  Henry  Venn. 

A  YEAR  or  two  after  the  publication  of  the  "  Complete 
Duty  of  Man,"  Mr.  Venn,  when  traveling  in  the  West  of 
England,  observed  while  sitting  at  the  window  of  an  inn, 
the  waiter  endeavoring  to  assist  a  man  who  was  driving 
some  pigs  on  the  road,  whilst  the  rest  of  the  servants 
amused  themselves  only  with  the  difficulties  which  the 
man  experienced  from  their  frowardness.  This  benevo- 
lent trait  in  the  waiter's  character  induced  Mr.  Venn  to 
call  him  in,  and  to  express  to  him  the  pleasure  which  he 
felt  in  seeing  him  perform  this  act  of  kindness.  After 
showing  him  how  pleasing  to  the  Almighty  every  in- 
stance of  our  good-will  to  our  fellow-creatures  was,  he 
expatiated  upon  the  love  of  God  in  sending  his  Son  from 
the  purest  benevolence  to  save  mankind,  he  exhorted 
him  to  seek  for  that  salvation  which  God,  in  his  infinite 
mercy  had  given  as  the  most  inestimable  gift  to  man. 
He  promised  to  send  him  a  book  which  he  had  himself 
published ;  and  taking  down  the  direction  of  the  waiter, 
who  was  very  anxious  to  give  it,  he  sent  him  upon  his 
return  to  London,  a  copy  of  "The  Complete  Duty  of 
Man."  Many  years  after  this,  a  friend,  traveling  to  see 
him,  brought  him  a  letter  from  this  very  person,  who 
then  kept  a  large  inn  in  the  west  of  England  ;  havmg 
married  his  former  master's  daughter. 

This  friend  told  him  that  coining  to  that  inn  on  Satur 
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day  night,  and  proposing  to  stay  there  till  Monday,  he 
had  inquired  of  the  servants  whether  any  of  them  went 
on  a  Sunday  to  a  place  of  worship.  To  his  surprivse,  he 
found  that  they  were  all  required  to  go,  at  least  one  part 
of  the  day  ;  and  that  the  master,  with  his  wife  and  family, 
never  failed  to  attend  public  worship  ;  that  they  had  fami- 
ly prayers  at  which  all  the  servants,  who  were  not  par- 
ticularly engaged  were  required  to  be  present.  Surpris- 
ed by  ihis  uncommon  appearance  of  religion,  in  a  situa- 
tion where  he  little  expected  to  find  it,  he  inquired  of 
the  landlord  by  what  means  he  possessed  sucli  a  sense  of 
the  importance  of  religion. 

He  was  told,  that  it  was  owing  to  a  work  which  a 
gentleman  had  sent  him  several  years  ago,  after  speaking 
to  him,  in  a  manner  which  deeply  interested  him,  of  the 
goodness  of  God,  in  giving  his  Son  to  die  for  our  sins. 
On  desiring  to  see  the  work  he  found  it  to  be  "  The 
Complete  Duty  of  Man."  Rejoiced  to  find  that  his  guest 
was  going  to  pay  a  visit  to  Mr.  Venn,  he  immediately 
wrote  a  letter  to  him,  expressing  in  the  fulness  of  his 
heart,  the  obligations  which  he  owed  him,  and  the  happi- 
ness which  himself,  his  wife,  and  many  of  his  children 
and  domestics  enjoyed  daily,  in  consequence  of  that  con- 
versation which  Mr.  Venn  had  had  with  him,  and  the 
book  which  he  had  sent  him,  which  he  had  read  again 
and  again,  with  increasing  comfort  and  advantage. 


Jimnorality  in  JL&ndon* 

A  SERMON  preached  in  London  a  few  years  since,  in 
aid  of  the  London  City  Mission,  by  Rev.  John  Harris 
presents  us  with  some  startling  statistical  facts — and 
shows  the  importance  of  well  directed  efforts  to  root  out, 
or  at  least  diminish  to  some  extent,  the  scenes  of  vice  and 
infamy  which  abound  in  that  city.  Of  its  million  and  a 
half  of  inhabitants,  it  is  believed  that  from  500,000  to 
800,000  live  in  utter  disregard  of  all  religious  ceremonies 
or  duties.  Of  this  class,  it  is  computed  from  flicts,  col- 
lected with  great  care,  that  there  are  12,000  children  al- 
v/ays  training  in  crime,  graduating  in  vice,  to  reinforce 
and  perpetuate  the  great  system  of  iniquity :  3000  per- 
42 
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sons  are  receivers  of  stolen  property,  speculators  and  deal- 
ers in  human  depravity ;  4000  are  annually  committed 
for  criminal  offences;  10,000  are  addicted  to  gambling; 
above  20,000  to  street  beggary — and  80,000  are  living  by 
theft  and  fraud.  And,  adds  Mr.  Harris,  that  this  dreadful 
energy  of  evil  may  not  flag  from  exhaustion,  it  is  suppli- 
ed and  fed  with  3,000,000  pounds  sterling  worth  of 
spirituous  liquors  annually — 15.000  are  habitual  gin 
drinkers ^23,000  persons  are  annually  found  helplessly 
drunk  in  the  streets.  The  number  of  persons  of  both 
sexes,  who  have  abandoned  themselves  to  systematic  de- 
bauchery and  profligacy,  is  not  less  than  150,000 — 80,000 
females  receive  the  wages  of  prostitution— of  whom  S.OOO 
die  every  year !  Gaming  houses,  dens  of  infamy  and 
guilt,  and  public  houses,  gin  palaces,  and  beer  shops, 
abound  throughout  the  city. 


Labors  of  a  Tract  T*isiter, 

In  my  communication  a  few  weeks  since,  I  mentioned 
the  conversation  of  two  mothers.  On  the  following  month, 
a  Catholic,  on  whom  1  had  urged  the  necessity  of  a  change 
of  heart,  became  dangerously  ill.  He  was  advised  lo 
send  for  his  priest,  that  he  might  receive  absolution  ;  but 
this  he  utterly  refused  to  do.  He  had  received  light 
enough  to  convince  him  that  none  could  "forgive  sins 
but  God  only."  He  therefore  sent  for  the  Tract  Visiter, 
whom  he  now  considered  as  his  best  friend  and  counsel- 
lor. His  friends,  of  course,  objected  to  this  ;  but  he  was 
firm,  and  told  them  they  must  cease  disturbing  him  on 
that  subject,  or  stay  away. 

The  visiter  saw  him  almost  daily  during  his  sickness, 
praying  with  and  for  him,  and  pouring  upon  his  dark 
n:iind  the  simplest  truths  of  the  gospel,  which  he  eagerly 
leceived,  and  which  became  the  joy  of  his  heart.  With 
humble  gratitude  and  lively  faith,  his  soul  rested  upon  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  as  his  only  mediator  and  all-sufficient 
sacrifice.  He  rejoiced  in  the  Lord,  and  joyed  in  the  God 
of  his  salvation. 

His  Catholic  friends  were  astonished,  not  less  at  the 
doctrines  inculcated,  than  at  their  happy  eflects.     Soon 
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they  began  to  come  in  every  evening  to  hear  the  conver- 
sation and  join  in  prayer,  and  were  ready  to  say  with 
one  voice,  "  Let  me  die  the  death  of  the  righteous,  and  let 
my  hist  end  be  like  his." 

Having  given  up  his  priest,  he  requested  the  visits  of  a 
Protestant  clergyman,  who  was  delighted  at  his  child-like 
simplicity,  and  sincere  love  of  the  'truth.  He  once  said 
to  the  minister,  '-Talk  to  me  as  my  father  does,"  mean- 
ing the  Tract  Visiter,  "  like  as  a  father  he  has  intruded 
me  in  the  simple  truths  of  the  gospel  of  the  blessed  God." 

In  this  state  of  mind  he  continued  for  many  weeks; 
v/hile  the  outward  man  was  tailing,  the  inward  man  was 
renewed,  day  by  day,  till  at  length,  with  joyful  hope  of  a 
resurrection  to  life  everlasting,  he  "  fell  asleep."  "  Blessed 
are  the  dead  that  die  in  the  Lord." 

This  instance  shows  us  that  the  condition  of  those  who 
are  enveloped  in  the  thickest  darkness  of  error,  and  forti- 
fied by  the  strongest  prejudices,  is  not  utterly  hopeless. 
''Speaking  the  truth  in  love,"  we  may  approach  them  and 
gain  access  to  their  hearts.  It  is  not  by  bitter  controversy, 
by  reproach  and  invective,  that  this  class  of  persons  are  to 
be  brought  to  embrace  tlie  true  faith.  We  must  show 
them  the  superiority  of  our  doctrine  by  its  happy  influence 
upon  our  own  hearts  and  lives.  They  must  see  our  faith 
in  our  works.  If  this  course  was  generally  pursued  by 
christians,  I  have  no  doubt  that  our  success  would  be 
greatly  increased. 

The  Ibl lowing  illustrates  the  power  of  the  gospel  to 
reach  another  class  of  persons  : 

Early  one  evening  I  was  called  upon  by  a  young  man, 
who  was  evidently  agitated  by  deep  and  solemn  leeling. 
"  Will  you  go  with  me  to  see  a  friend?"  said  he.  I  ac- 
companied him.  On  our  way  he  made  me  acquainted 
with  the  character  of  the  person  to  be  visited.  He  had 
been  a  play-actor,  and  was  a  deist.  This  young  man, 
while  sitting  up  with  him  the  previous  night,  believing 
he  would  never  recover,  asked  him,  '-Do  you  ever  pray?" 
"  O  yes,"  said  he,  "I  pray  to  God."  '•  I  fear  he  will  not 
hear  you."  "At  once,"  said  the  young  man,  "I  felt  my 
own  lost  condition,  and  that  it  was  the  blind  leading  the 
olind.  Now,  sir,  I  want  you  to  instruct  my  poor  friend 
and  myself."     We  entered  the  house  and  room  of  the  in 
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valid.  The  Lord  had  prepared  the  way.  He  hstened  to 
the  truth,  and  engaged  heartily  in  prayer.  It  was  a  sol- 
emn scene.  The  friend  and  ?r//e  of  the  sick  man  as  well 
ds  himself,  seemed  to  apprehend  the  plan  of  salvation,  and 
to  leel  that  their  only  hope  was  in  Christ.  One  is  gone 
to  give  up  his  last  account.  The  other  two  yet  live,  and 
are  now  consistent  members  of  the  church,  ascribing  their 
conversion,  under  God,  to  the  continued  efforts  of  the 
Tract  Visiter. 


•1  %lfloth€r^s  laying  JLove. 

The  plague  broke  out  in  a  little  Italian  village.  In 
one  house  the  children  were  taken  first.  The  parents 
watched  over  them,  but  only  caught  the  disease  they  could 
not  cure.  The  whole  family  died.  On  the  opposite  side 
of  the  way,  lived  the  family  of  a  poor  laborer,  who  was 
absent  the  whole  week ;  only  coming  home  on  Saturday 
night,  to  bring  his  scanty  earnings.  His  wife  felt  herself 
attacked  by  the  fever  in  the  night.  In  the  morning  she 
was  much  worse,  and  before  night  the  plague-spot  showed 
itself.  She  thought  of  the  terrible  fate  of  her  neighbors. 
She  knew  she  must  die,  but,  as  she  looked  upon  her  dear 
boys,  she  resolved  not  to  communicate  death  to  them. 
She  therefore  locked  the  children  into  the  room,  and 
snatched  the  bed-clothes,  lest  they  should  keep  the  con- 
tagion behind  her,  and  left  the  house.  She  even  denied 
herself  the  sad  pleasure  of  a  last  embrace.  O  think  of 
the  heroism  which  enabled  her  to  conquer  her  feelings, 
and  leave  home  and  all  she  loved — to  die.  Her  oldest 
child  saw  her  from  the  window.  "  Good  bye,  mother," 
said  he,  with  his  tenderest  tone,  for  he  wondered  why 
his  mother  left  them  so  strangely. 

"  Good  bye,  mother,"  repeated  the  youngest  child, 
stretching  his  little  hand  out  of  the  window.  The  mother 
paused.  Her  heart  was  drawn  towards  her  children,  and 
she  was  on  the  point  of  rushing  back.  She  struggled 
hard,  while  the  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks,  at  the  sigh 
of  her  helpless  babes.  At  length  she  turned  from  them. 
The  children  continued  to  cry  "  Good  bye,  mother." 
The  sounds  sent  a  thrill  of  anguish  to  her  heart  j  but  she 
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pressed  on  to  the  house  of  those  who  were  to  bury  her. 
In  two  days  she  died,  recommending  her  husband  and 
children  to  their  care,  with  her  dying  breath. 

O  that  mothers  were  as  carefui  not  to  impart  the  worse 
contagion  of  sin  to  their  children. 


General  MnrnPs  Allegory. 

I  THOT^GHT  I  was  sitting,  a  little  before  daylight  in  the 
morning,  with  my  deceased  brother,  on  the  wall  of  the 
parish  Church-yard.  We  remained  silent  for  some  time, 
and  then  he  asked  me  if  I  would  not  go  with  him  into  the 
church.  I  readily  consented,  and  immediately  rising  up, 
walked  with  him  towards  the  porch,  or  outer  gate,  which 
I  thought  was  very  large  and  spacious ;  but  when  we  had 
passed  through  it,  and  came  to  the  inner  door  that  led 
directly  into  the  body  of  the  church,  some  way  or  other, 
but  how  I  could  not  well  conceive,  my  brother  slipped  in 
before  me  ;  and  when  I  attempted  to  follow,  which  I  was 
all  eagerness  to  do,  the  door,  which  slid  from  the  top  to 
the  bottom,  like  those  in  some  fortified  towns  on  the  con- 
tinent, was  instantly  let  down  more  than  half  way,  so  that 
I  now  found  it  requisite  to  bend  myself  almost  double 
before  I  could  possibly  enter.  But  as  I  stooped  to  try,  the 
door  continued  to  fall  lower  and  lower,  and  consequently 
the  passage  became  so  narrow  that  I  found  it  altogether 
impracticable  in  that  posture.  Grieved  to  be  left  behind, 
I  determined  to  get  in,  if  possible,  and  fell  down  on  my 
hands  and  tried  to  squeeze  myhead  and  shoulders  through; 
but  finding  myself  still  too  high,  I  then  kneeled  down, 
crept,  wrestled,  and  pushed  more  eagerly,  but  all  to  no 
purpose.  Vexed  to  the  last  degree,  yet  unwilling  to  be 
left  outside,  I  came  to  the  resolution  of  throwing  oft'  all 
my  clothes,  and  crawling  like  a  worm ;  but  being  very 
desirous  to  preserve  a  fine  silk  embroidered  waistcoat 
which  I  had  brought  from  France  I  kept  that  on,  m  hopes 
of  being  able  to  carry  it  with  me.  Then  laying  myself 
flat  on  my  face,  I  toiled,  and  pushed,  and  strove,  soiled 
my  embroidered  waistcoat,  but  could  not  get  in,  after  all. 
At  last,  driven  almost  to  despair,  I  stripped  myself  entire- 
ly^ and  forced  my  body  between  the  door  and  the  ground, 
43* 
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till  the  rough  stones  and  gravel  tore  all  the  skin  and  flesh 
upon  my  breast,  and  (as  I  thought)  covered  me  with  blood. 
Indifferent,  however,  about  this,  and  perceiving  I  ad  van- 
ced  a  little,  I  continued  to  strive  and  squeeze  with  more 
violence  than  ever,  till  at  last  I  got  safely  through.  As 
soon  as  I  stood  upon  my  feet  on  the  inside,  an  invisible 
hand  clothed  me  in  a  long  white  robe  ;  and  as  1  turned 
round  to  view  the  place,  I  saw  a  goodly  company  of 
samts,  among  whom  was  my  brother,  all  dressed  in  the 
same  manner,  partaking  of  the  Lord's  Supper.  I  sat 
down  in  the  midst  of  them,  and  the  bread  and  wine  being 
administered  to  me,  I  felt  such  joy  as  no  mortal  can 
express.  I  heard  a  voice  call  me  by  name,  saying  I  was 
wanted  at  home.  My  joy  was  so  great  and  overcoming, 
that  it  soon  broke  the  bonds  of  sleep,  and  made  me  start 
up  in  bed,  singing  the  high  praise  of  God. 


The  Time  to  Mesin, 


One  afternoon,  in  the  Autumn  of  1839,  [  rode  several 
miles  to  visit  a  family  in  a  romote  part  of  my  parish. 
The  mother,  a  son,  and  a  daughter,  were  professedly  pious. 
During  the  interview  which  I  had  with  the  mother — the 
other  members  of  the  family  being  absent,  except  two  or 
three  quite  small  children  — various  Christian  duties  were 
presented  by  one  and  the  other,  as  subjects  of  conversa- 
tion. At  length  the  relation  of  parents  to  their  children 
was  spoken  of.  The  mother  evidently  felt  the  impor- 
tance of  the  subject.  She  was  apparently  endeavoring  to 
train  her  children  for  the  "skies."  One  question  after 
another  was  proposed  and  answered.  Among  other  things, 
the  duty  of  praying  for  and  lulth  our  children  was  reler- 
red  to.  "  Mrs.  M,"  inquired  I,  "Do  you  pray  with  your 
children?"  The  tear  started  in  her  eye  as  she  replied, 
"Ah  no,  sir,  with  my  oldest  I  do  not.  I  know  it  is  my 
duty  to  pray  with  all  my  children;  and  I  am  sensible 
that  the  influence  of  a  mother's  prayers  is  great  and  lasting ; 
but  I  have  not  the  confidence  to  go  forward  in  the  jjer- 
formance  of  this  duty.  This  is  just  what  they  need  ;  and 
the  salutary  effects  of  such  an  exercise  would  be  felt  and 
manifested  by  them,  perhaps,  when  I  should  be  in  my 
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grave:  bui  the  cross  is  grreat.  I  have  not  resolution  to 
take  it  up.  We  have  no  morning  nor  evening  prayers," 
continued  she,  "  in  our  family  ;  and  I  never  set  the  chairs 
about  the  table,  to  sit  down  and  take  our  meals,  but  1  think 
of  it.  My  husband  sometimes  expresses  a  faint  hope  in 
the  Savior,  but  he  has  never  erected  the  family  altar. 
Could  1  take  my  four  okfest  children  into  my  chamber 
with  me,  and  there  wrestle  with  God  for  them,  as  did  the 
mother  of  John  Newton  for  her  son,  and  as  I  trust  I  now 
sometimes  do  for  those  little  ones  on  the  hearth,  and  foi 
t[jem  all  when  in  my  closet  alone,  what  a  blessed  thing  it 
would  be!"  Her  emotions  nearly  stopped  her  utterance, 
as  she  closed  this  sentence.  "O,  that  I  had  bes^un  with 
my  oldest  children  when  they  were  s??iall,'^  said  she. 
"  That  is  the  time  to  begin."  Yes,  thought  I,  that  is  the 
time  to  begin. 


SuperMcial  luMdels. 

Sir  Isaac  Newton  set  out  in  life  a  clamorous  infidel, 
but,  on  a  nice  examination  of  the  evidences  of  Christianity, 
he  found  reason  to  chans^e  his  opinion.  When  the  cele- 
brated Dr.  Edmund  HalJey  was  talking  infidelity  before 
hi,m,  Sir  Isaac  Newton  addressed  him  in  these  or  the  like 
words  :  '•'  Dr.  Halley,  I  am  always  glad  to  iiear  3rou  when 
you  speak  about  astronomy,  or  other  parts  of  the  mathe- 
matics, because  that  is  a  subject  you  have  studied,  and 
well  understand;  but  you  should  not  talk  of  Christianity, 
for  you  have  not  ^udied  it.  I  have  ;  and  am  certain  that 
you  know  nothing  of  the  matter."  This  was  a  just  re- 
proof, and  one  that  would  be  very  suitable  to  be  given  to 
half  the  infidels  of  the  present  day,  for  they  often  speak  of 
what  they  have  never  studied,  and  what,  in  fact,  they  are 
entirely  io-norant  of  Dr.  Johnson,  therefore  well  observe- 
ed,  that  "no  honest  man  could  be  a  Deist,  for  no  man 
could  be  so  after  a  fair  examination  of  the  proofs  of  Chris- 
tianity." On  the  name  of  Hume  being  mentioned  to  him, 
"  No,  sir,"  said  he,  -'Hume  owned  to  a  clergyman  in  the 
bishopric  of  Durham,  that  he  had  never  read  the  New 
Testament  with  attention." 
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The  M\iy  to  Settle  l>i1RcMlties. 

Two  neighbors,  (who  were  brothers  by  marriage,)  had 
a  difficulty  respecting  their  partition  fence.  Although 
they  had  mutually  erected  a  substantial  fence  four  and 
one-half  feet  in  height  on  the  line  separating  the  sheep 
pasture  of  one  from  the  grain  field  of  the  other,  yet  the 
lambs  would  creep  through  the  crevices  and  destroy  the 
grain. 

Each  asserted  it  to  be  the  duty  of  the  other  to  chink  the 
fence;  after  the  usual  preliminaries  of  demands,  refusals, 
threats,  challenges,  and  mutual  recriminations,  they  re- 
solued  to  try  the  glorious  uncertainty  of  the  law.  They 
were,  however,  persuaded  by  their  friends  to  the  more 
amicable  mode  of  submitting  the  defence  to  the  final  de- 
termination of  a  very  worthy  and  intelligent  neighbor, 
who  was  forthwith  conducted  to  the  scene  of  trouble,  and 
in  full  view  of  the  premises ;  each  party  in  turn,  in  a 
speech  of  some  length,  asserted  his  rights,  and  set  forth 
the  law  and  the  facts ;  at  the  conclusion  of  which  the 
arbitrator  very  gravely  remarked.  "  Gentlemen,  the 
case  involves  questions  of  great  nicety  and  importance, 
not  only  to  the  parties  in  interest,  but  to  the  community 
at  large,  and  it  is  my  desire  to  take  suitable  time  for  de- 
liberation, and,  also,  for  advisement  with  those  who  are 
learned  in  the  law,  and  most  expert  in  the  customs  of 
good  neighbors ;  in  the  mean  time,  however  I  will  just 
clap  a  billet  or  two  of  wood  into  the  sheep  holes;"  and 
in  ten  minutes  time,  with  his  hands,  he  effectually  closed 
every  gap. 

Thx3  parties  silently  retired,  each  evidently  heartily 
ashamed  of  his  own  folly  and  obstinacy.  The  umpire 
has  never  been  called  upon  to  pronounce  final  judgment 
in  the  case — so  the  law  remains  unsettled  unto  this  day 


%ln  Wnclouded  Sky* 

In  the  London  Congregational  Magazine,  I  met  with 
tlie  (ollowinji:  passage— it  is  the  closing  scene  of  the  life 
of  Rev.  T.  Morell,  and  it  breathes  so  sweetly  the  serenity 
6f  the  dying  christian,  that  the  living  christian  must  love 
the  picture. 
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"  On  the  Sabbath  morning  previous  to  his  death,  ha 
Aooked  with  much  deUght  on  the  unclouded  bright  sky, 
raying,  '  What  a  glorious  Sabbath  morning,'  and  then  re- 
oeated  a  hne  of  one  of  Doddridge's  hymns,  -Show  the 
oright  world,  and  show  it  mine.'  In  the  course  of  the 
day,  he  made  the  following  and  similar  remarks : — 'Should 
this  be  the  taking  down  of  this  clayey  tabernacle,  it  has 
been  a  most  merciful  dispensation  ;  there  is  a  building  of 
God,  a  house  not  made  with  hands,  eternal  in  the  hea- 
vens.' 'A  cloud  has  never  passed  over  my  mind  ;  Satan 
has  never  been  permitted  to  harass  me.'  '  Christ  shall 
be  magnified  in  my  body,  whether  it  be  by  life  or  by 
death.'  To  his  now  mourning  widow,  he  once  said,  on 
seeing  her  much  cast  down,  '  to  you  I  must  propose  the 
test  which  our  Savior  put  to  his  disciples,  'if  ye  love 
me,  you  would  rejoice  because  1  go  to  the  Father.'  On 
Monday  morning,  the  last  day  of  his  life,  he  appeared 
much  revived,  and  heard  the  fourteenth  chapter  of  John 
with  great  interest,  remarking  particularly  the  nineteenth 
verse, '  because  I  live,  ye  shall  live  also,'  saying,  '  that  is 
sufficient,  we  need  no  other  promise.'  He  went  down 
stairs  during  that  day,  and  no  symptom  indicated  a  change 
till  towards  the  close  of  it :  he  did  not  retire,  however, 
till  late,  but  appearances  soon  showed  that  death  was  ap- 
proaching. He  remained  perfectly  sensible.  To  the  oft 
repeated  enquiry  whether  he  felt  pain,  he  replied,  'only 
oppression.'  '  Fear  not,  I  am  with  thee,'  was  suggested 
to  him  ;  a  faint  smile  lighted  up  his  countenance,  indica- 
ting at  once,  his  possession  of  his  faculties,  and  his  enjoy- 
ment of  the  promise.  '  Is  it  not  a  dark  valley  to  you  V 
' Oh  no.'  '  Your  mind  is  calm?'  ' Not  a  ruffle,'  was 
his  characteristic  reply — ^Not  a  ru-fflePsiud  with  these, 
his  last  words,  'kept  by  the  power  of  God,  through  faith,' 
'  in  perfect  peace,^  he  '  fell  asleep,'  and  '  entered  into  his 
)oy.' " 

What  a  contrast  is  this  to  the  bed-chamber  of  the  dying 
Voltaire !  You  hear  no  half  stifled  groan ;  you  see  no 
terror-stricken  and  trembling  frame.  Here  is  the  peace 
that  passeth  all  understanding.  Here  is  the  blessedness 
that  the  world  knoweth  not  of  I  know  that  few  are  thus 
ready  to  meet  death  as  a  child  sinks  to  slumber  on  a  mo- 
ihcr's  breast;  when  joy  and  peace  arc  equally  felt,  and 
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you  cannot  say  which  emotion  appears  the  fullest.  But 
if  such  was  the  death,  what  was  the  life  of  him  of  whom 
we  are  reading.     His  biographer  says  : 

"  The  secret  of  his  calm  and  happy  composure,  was 
his  habitual  exercise  of  Christian  faith  ;  I  do  not  deny 
that  he  was  blessed  naturally  with  a  peculiar  felicity  of 
constitution  and  temperament  ;  but  this,  of  itself  was  far 
from  being  the  sole  cause  of  the  'perfect  peace'  which  he 
habitually  enjoyed.  It  arose  partly  from  the  firm  and 
unhesitatmg  manner  in  which  he  received  the  verities  oi 
the  gospel ;  partly  from  his  constantly  reahzing  his  own 
interest  in  the  blessings  they  secured  ;  and  partly  from 
his  viewing  every  thing  in  connexion  with  God,  and 
from  the  exercise  of  a  child-like  trust  in  his  wisdom  and 
goodness.  I  have  been  with  him  under  various  circum- 
stances ;  amid  some  calculated  to  ruffle  and  annoy ;  in 
the  midst  of  anxiety  ;  in  the  death-chamber,  and  at  the 
early  grave  of  an  only  son ;  I  have  seen  him  on  his  own 
bed  in  extreme  weakness,  pain  and  danger ;  /  always 
found  the  same  man.  Whatever  was  passing  over  the 
surface  of  his  feelings,  there  was  'perfect  peace'  setttled 
in  his  soul.  He  took  the  promises  of  God  as  an  angel 
would  take  them,  or  as  a  little  child  listens  to  the  words 
spoken  by  its  parent ;  he  did  not  know  what  it  was  to 
doubt,  or  why  Christians  should  be  troubled  in  mind, 
since  God  had  spoken,  and  spoken  as  he  has  !" 

There  is  the  secret  of  death.  This  child-like  but  an- 
gelic confidence  arms  the  believer  for  the  last  struggle  ;  it 
is  this  that  scatters  every  cloud,  lays  every  wave,  and 
makes  his  end  peace,  who  is  stayed  on  God. 


Oiir  Blessings  more  than  our  Crosses. 

Consider  that  our  good  days  are  generally  more  in 
nutiiber  than  our  evil  days,  our  days  of  prosperity  (such, 
[  mean,  as  is  suitable  to  our  condition  and  circumstances) 
than  our  days  of  adversity.  This  is  most  certain,  though 
most  of  us  are  apt  to  cast  our  accounts  otherwise.  How 
many  days  of  (at  least  competent)  health  we  enjoy  for 
one  day  of  grievous  sickness  !     How  many  days  of  ease, 
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for  one  of  paiii !  How  many  blessings,  for  a  few  crosses ! 
For  one  dang-er  that  surprised  ns,  how  many  scores  of 
dangers  have  we  escaped,  and  some  of  them  very  narrow- 
ly ?  But,  alas  !  we  write  our  mercies  in  the  dust,  but 
our  afliictions  we  engrave  in  marble ;  our  memory  vserves 
us  too  well  to  remember  the  latter,  but  we  are  strangely 
!T>rgetful  of  the  former.  And  this  is  the  greatest  cause 
».f  our  unthankfulness,  discontent,  and  mourning. 


Suppose  some  little  insect,  so  small  as  to  be  impercept- 
ible to  the  human  eye,  were  to  carry  this  world,  by  its 
tiny  mouthfuls,  to  the  most  distant  star  the  hand  of  God 
has  placed  in  the  heavens.  Hundreds  of  millions  of 
years  are  required  for  the  performance  of  a  single  journey. 
The  insect  commences  upon  the  leaf  of  a  tree,  and  takes 
Its  load,  so  small  that  even  the  microscope  connot  discover 
tliat  it  is  gone,  and  sets  out  upon  its  endless  journey. 
After  millions  and  millions  of  years  have  rolled  away  k 
arrives  back  again  to  take  its  second  load.  Oh  what  in- 
terminable ages  must  pass  before  the  one  leaf  shall  be  re- 
moved !  In  what  period  of  coming  time  would  the  whole 
tree  be  borne  away?  When  would  the  forest  be  gone? 
And  when  would  that  insect  take  the  last  particle  of  this 
globe  and  bear  it  away  in  its  long,  long  journey?  Even 
then,  eternity  would  but  have  commenced.  The  spirit 
then  m  existence  would  still  look  forward  to  eternity, 
endless,  unchangeable,  illimitable,  rolling  before  it.  The 
mind  sinks  down  perfectly  exhausted  with  such  contem- 
plations. Yes  !  our  existence  runs  parrallel  with  that  of 
God.  So  long  as  he  endures,  so  long  shall  that  flame 
which  he  has  breathed  into  our  bosoms  glow  and  burn ; 
but  it  must  glow  in  the  brilliance  and  the  beauty  of  hea- 
ven, or  burn  with  lurid  flame  and  unextinguishable  woe. 
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The  Founder  of  Tract  Societies^ 

The  Rev.  T.  Aveling  says,  in  a  sermon  on  the  death 
of  Rev.  John  Campbell :  "It  was  before  his  visit  to  t^-? 
south  that  passing  one  day  through  the  streets  of  Ed'n- 
burgh,  he  saw  on  a  book-stall  a  small  pamphlet  of  a  rt.- 
hgious  character,  which  he  bought  and  read ;  and  finding 
it  likely  to  be  of  great  service,  he  conceived  the  idea  c' 
painting  an  edition  to  sell  and  to  distribute  gratuitous! v^ 
This  idea  he  carried  out;  and  meeting  with  the  story' 6 ■ 
Poor  Joseph  while  in  London,  he  printed  that  also  on 
his  return  to  Scotland.  Thus  several  thousand  of  tract: 
were  circuUated.  It  then  occured  to  a  few  of  his  friends, 
that  something  more  effectual  might  be  done,  by  a  society 
for  the  purpose  of  printing  and  distributing  tracts.  The 
society  was  estabhshed,  (at  Edinburgh,)  and.  Mr.  Camp- 
bell was  one  of  the  twelve  who  composed  it.  This  ap- 
pears to  have  been  the  first  Tract  Society  the  world  ever 
saw;  as  the  valuable  one  which  is  now  formed  in  Lon- 
don, and  of  which  Mr.  Campbell  was  a  member  (from 
the  year  1804)  until  his  death,  was  instituted  in  the  year 
1799,  three  years  afterwards.  To  him  the  world  owes 
much  for  his  first  taking  the  field  and  commencing  those 
operations  which,  although  comparatively  feeble  at  first 
are  now  exerting  a  gigantic  influence  on  the  world. 
His  name  deserves  to  be  recorded  as  one  of  the  founders, 
if  not  the  originatfi'  of  Tract  societies.   . 
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John  €ape, 

,  In  one  of  the  villages  of  France  there  formerly  lived  a 
)\\m\  by  the  name  of  John  Cape,  an  honest  and  industri- 
.  (?]is  File  Maker. 

e  In  the  same  nei^^hborhood,  there  lived  another  man  by 
•  the  name  of  Gaufridy.  This  latter  individual  held  sev- 
ueral  offices,  on  account  of  which  he  claimed  somewhat  of 
influence  and  attention  beyond  most  other  in  his  vicinity. 
l.\  a  word,  he  was  a  proud  man,  and  appeared  to  leel  it  to 
be  right  that  every  one  around  him  should  act  precisely 
as  he  said. 

It  so  happened  that  the  File  kiln  of  John  Cape  struck 
the  fancy  of  Gaufridy,  and  from  that  time  he  determined 
to  obtain  possession  of  it.  Accordingly  he  made  propo- 
sals to  Cape  to  purchase  it.  The  sum  offered  was  much 
below  its  real  value  ;  so  Cape  thought,  and  without  much 
hesitation,  he  refused  it.  This  sorely  displeased  Gaufridy. 
During  the  winter  following,  a  man  by  the  name  of 
John  Sevos,  a  neighbor  of  Cape,  returned  one  day  from  a 
manufacturing  town,  at  some  distance,  and  entered  the 
village  in  the  dusk  of  evening.  In  the  morning,  the 
usual  inquiries  were  made  for  him  by  his  friends,  when  it 
was  found  that  his  family  were  ignorant  even  of  his  re- 
turn. As  several  persons  had  surely  seen  him,  or  thought 
they  had,  alarm  was  soon  felt,  and  the  bustle  of  a  search 
began.  The  greater  apprehensions  were  entertained 
about  him  by  his  family,  from  the  impression,  that  he  expec- 
ted to  bring  back  with  him  a  considerable  sum  of  money. 
In  the  course  of  their  search,  suspicion  of  foul  play 
was  confirmed.  Nothing  indeed  could  be  found  of  the 
body  of  Sevos,  and  no  certain  tidings  were  had  about  him ; 
but  circumstances  were  revealed,  which  confirmed  the 
worst  of  conjectures.  The  ground  at  a  short  distance 
from  the  place,  where  he  was  last  seen,  was  much  trod- 
den, as  if  by  men  engaged  in  a  mortal  struggle,  and  blood 
was  there,  and  there  too  was  a  hedge-bill*  partially  covered 
with  earth,  and  upon  it  were  some  hairs  matted  with 
djrt.  It  was  evident  that  the  murderer  had  not  accom- 
plished his  work  with  ease— a  struggle  had  been  made, 
and  from  impressions  in  the  earth,  it  was  inferred,  that 

*  A  cutting  hook  used  in  trimming  hedges. 
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tlie  victim  had  staggered  ;  and,  after  falling,  had  dragged 
himself  some  feet  before  the  fatal  blow  was  given  him. 
No  means  existed  of  discovering  the  perpetrator,  unless 
by  means  of  the  hedge-bill  ;  but  this  no  one  appeared  to 
own,  and  it  had  no  mark,  by  which  its  proprietor  could 
be  ascertained.  The  search  was  at  length  given  over  as 
a  vain  one,  and  the  foul  deed  appeared  likely  to  remain 
concealed  until  that  day,  when  all  secrets  will  be  dis- 
closed. 

Six  months  from  that  day,  one  morning,  a  party  of 
soldiers,  headed  by  an  officer,  surrounded  the  house  of 
John  Cape.  The  terrified  inmates,  excepting  Cipe,  at- 
tempted to  escape  ;  but  a  bayonet  was  presented  at  every 
passage,  and  effectually  prevented  the  escape  of  a  single 
member  of  the  family. 

"Is  your  name  John  Cape?"  demanded  the  officer,  in 
a  rough  and  thundering  voice. 

'•  By  what  right  do  you  ask  such  a  question,  and  what 
means  this  intrusion  ?"  inquired  Cape. 

"  I  did  not  come  here  to  answer  questions,"  said  the 
officer — "  it  is  my  business  to  ask  them,  and  yours  to 
answer,  and  now  say  in  a  word  is  your  name  John 
Cape?"  Without  however,  waiting  for  an  answer,  he 
cried  out,  "Guards  !  seize  your  prisoner."  In  an  instant 
Cape  was  seized  and  bound.  This  done,  the  officer 
turned  to  his  wife  and  said  ''  Madam,  your  husband  has 
confessed  his  name — you  have  not  denied  you  are  his 
wife — and  these  children,  too,  are  no  doubt  yours— I  am 
commanded  to  arrest  the  whole— soldiers!  conduct  them 
to  the  street !"  In  an  hour,  the  house  had  been  aban- 
doned to  the  plunder  of  a  riotous  soldiery,  and  the  pon- 
derous door  of  the  dungeon  in  the  village  had  ciosed 
upon  John  Cape,  and  his  family. 

The  second  day  being  the  29th  of  August,  he  was 
brought  out  heavily  ironed,  and  placed  in  the  criminal 
box  of  the  Court.  Antoine  De  Lorme.  a  discharged  or 
deserted  soldier  of  the  regiment  of  La  Sarre.  lately  re- 
turned from  Brest,  presented  himself  as  the  accuser ; 
charging  Cape  with  the  murder  of  John  Sevos. 

The  19th  of  February,  De  Lorme  said  he  was  in  the 
luln,  or  oven  room,  of  John  Cape,  when  the  deceased 
slopped,  as  he  was  passing.     Cape  asked  him  some  ques- 
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tions,  as  to  the  success  of  his  expedition,  upon  which 
Sevos exposed  a  handful  of  half  crowns;  bocisting  that 
his  pockets  were  so  stuffed  as  to  incommode  him,  and 
conorratLilating  the  other  upon  his  better  fortune  in  being 
able  to  travel  without  such  an  incumbrance.  He  added 
something,  which  the  witness  heard  indistincly,  but  un- 
derstood the  purport  of  it  to  be  that  the  hardest  way  to 
coin  money  was  to  broil  it  out  of  his  face.  What  he 
meant  by  this,  the  witness  did  not  know,  but  Cape  appear- 
ed quite  exasperated,  and  ordered  the  deceased  to  carry 
his  unseasonable  jeers,  and  unnecessary  company,  some- 
where else.  Sevos  went  off  laughing,  comphmenting  the 
prisoner  upon  his  amiable  temper  and  winning:  manners, 
which  he  protested  were  perfectly  irresistible.  Cape, 
after  a  moment,  followed  him,  and  at  a  corner  of  the  road 
witness  lost  sight  of  them  both. 

"This"  he  said  (touching  the  hedge-bill)  "I  once  bor- 
rowed of  the  prisoner.  I  know  it  by  a  particular  mark  ;" 
(and  he  pointed  to  a  small  cross,  cut  in  the  handle,  so  fil- 
led up  with  dirt  as  to  be  hardly  perceptible.)  That  night, 
he  enlisted  in  the  Regiment  of  La  Sarre ;  and  left  the 
country  early  next  morning.  Six  days  since,  he  returned; 
and  unable,  from  all  he  had  heard,  to  divest  himself  of  the 
belief,  that  the  unhappy  Sevos  had  been  the  victim  of  a 
sorry  jest,  he  had  been  at  some  pains  to  unravel  the  mys- 
tery, of  which  he  said,  he  then  held  in  his  hand  the  thread. 

He  concluded  by  desiring  ^hat  Claude  Maurice  and 
Pierre  Yaudon  might  be  put  upon  the  stand. 

The  latter,  the  Forrester  of  M.  Yarambon,  testified  that 
the  evening  of  the  alleged  murder,  he  observed  a  man 
approaching  hastily  in  a  direction  from  the  street,  where 
Sevos  had  disappeared,  towards  Cape's  house.  He 
seemed  disturbed ;  his  dress  was  disordered,  and  his 
whole  appearance  indicated  great  anxiety.  He  had  very 
much  the  appearance  of  a  man  eluding  pursuit,  for  he 
was  looking  back  every  instant.  As  they  met,  the  pris- 
oner, for  it  was  him,  started,  and  asking  some  confused 
question,  without  any  attention  to  the  answer,  passed  oi\ 
abruptly.  The  Forrester  thought  his  conduct  strange, 
and  the  next  morning,  when  Sevos  was  found  to  be  ab- 
sent, his  suspicions  were  confirmed.  At  one  time,  he 
was   upon  the  point  of  telLng  what  he  knew,  and  sus- 
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pected,  but  he  feared  lest  he  might  be  brous^ht  into  trouole. 
He  was  indncedj  however,  to  reveal  his  fears  to  De 
Lorme,  from  hearing  the  latter  express  some  indirect 
opinion  about  the  disappearance  of  Sevos  and  his  probable 
fate.     This  was  all  he  knew. 

The  last  witness,  Claude  Maurice,  was  called.  As  he 
stood  at  the  stand,  he  turned  partly  round,  and  fixed  his 
eyes  for  a  moment  upon  the  prisoner.  The  latter  was 
observed  to  turn  very  pale.  "  For  the  love  of  mercy,"  he 
exclaimed,  "destroy  not  an  innocent  man,  and  his  un- 
fortunate family." 

"  Silence !"  said  the  Judge  ;  are  you  in  such  fear  of 
•justice,  that  you  would  appeal  to  the  sympathies  of  your 
accusers?" 

"If  I  am  swearing  falsely,  said  Claude,  "  that  is  for  me 
to  account  for,  and  not  you." 

"  Go  on,"  said  the  Judge,  "  do  you  think  1  sit  here  to 
listen  to  your  dialogues  ?" 

Maurice  began.  "  A  little  after  night  fall  on  the  19th 
of  February,"  he  said,  "he  was  in  the  kiln-room,  where 
he  usually  worked,  when  his  master,  the  prisoner,  came 
hurriedly  in.  He  seemed  restless  and  disturbed,  but  sup- 
posing the  excitement  against  Sevos  had  not  yet  subsided, 
witness  was  retiring,  when  he  was  struck  with  the  unusu- 
al disorder  in  his  master's  dress.  Looking  at  him  more 
attentively,  he  saw  spots  of  blood  upon  his  clothes.  The 
prisoner  seemed  uneasy,  under  his  scrutiny,  for  he  asked 
me  harshly,"  said  Maurice,  "if  I  had  ever  seen  him  be- 
fore?" Witness  left  the  room  immediately  for  that  in 
which  he  slept,  but  the  unpleasant  impression  produced 
by  the  singular  conduct  of  the  prisoner,  together  with  a 
vague  and  undefinable  apprehension,  kept  him  awake. 
It  was  after  midnight,  when  he  thought  he  heard  a  step 
in  the  kiln-room,  and  rising  softly,  looked  through  the 
crack  in  the  door,  where  he  saw  a  sight  that  fixed  him  to 
the  spot  with  terror.  A  man  had  laid  upon  the  ground  a 
dead  body  for  it  neither  stirred,  nor  could  he  hear  it  breathe; 
and  then  he  came  cautiously  to  the  door  of  Claude's  room. 
The  latter  hia  behind  it, — and  his  master  pushed  it  half 
way  open,  and  there  stood  appearing  to  listen  attentively 
an  instant,  when  he  retired  apparently  satisfied  with  his 
examination.     The  kiln   was  burning  preparatory    to 
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putting  in  the  plates.  The  prisoner  took  up  the  dead 
body,  and  with  some  effort,  thrust  it  into  the  blazing  fur- 
nace." 

"  An  exclamation  of  horror  escaped  me,"  said  Claude, 
"  dud  in  an  instant,  before  I  had  time  to  fly,  or  even  to 
think,  the  prisoner  held  a  long  bladed  knife  or  poinard, 
for  in  my  fright  I  could  not  tell  which,  close  to  my  breast. 

"  Detestable  spy  !"  he  said,  "  you  have  pried  into  the 
last  secret  except  one,  you  shall  ever  know.  If  you  have 
a  prayer,  say  it  quickly,  for  you  shall  bear  yonder  miser- 
able fool  company,  whose  fate  you  have  taken  so  much 
pains  to  witness. 

"I  fell  upon  my  knees,"  said  Claude,  "and  conjured 
him  to  spare  my  life.  I  swear  the  secret  shall  never  pass 
my  lips.  And  remember,  Cape,  when  you  was  examined 
after  the  death  of  Antoine  Duplex,  when  you  was  sus- 
pected, how  I  swore  on  your  behalfj  and  how  you  es- 
caped by  my  means.  If  you  murder  me  now,  a  righteous 
providence  will  make  you  answer  not  only  for  my  death, 
but  also  for  the  death  of  Duplex,  whom  you  know  you 
did  murder !" 

Claude  proceeded.  "Whether  Cape  relented,  from 
motives  of  compassion,  or  policy,  I  do  not  know  ;  but  the 
prisoner  told  me  to  rise  and  now  he  compelled  me  to  take 
a  most  horrid  oath,  never  to  divulge  the  secret.  The 
oath  I  took,  because  I  was  compelled  to  take  it.  But  the 
weight  of  this  horrible  secret,  my  Lord,  became  an  intoler- 
able burthen.  I  started  at  my  own  shadow.  I  was 
wasting  away  with  feverish  anxiety,  and  had  half  resolved 
to  make  confession  to  a  magistrate,  when  Antoine  de 
Lorme  came  a  few  days  smce  to  the  kiln,  and  by  his 
questions  relative  to  the  unaccountable  fate  of  Sevos,  de- 
termined me  in  my  better  resolutions." 

He  had  nothing  to  add,  save  that  during  the  former 
examination  of  the  prisoner,  he  heard  a  man  say  that  he 
knew  enough  to  hang  Cape,  but  had  conscientious  scru- 
ples about  volunteering  his  testimony.  Casting  another 
look  upon  Cape,  which  he  seemed  to  sustain  with  diffi- 
culty, the  witness  left  the  stand. 

The  prisoner  was  remanded  to  his  dungeon,  to  be 
brought  in  the  morning  to  hear  his  sentence. 

The  next  day  the  Hal'  cl  Justice  was  thronged  with  an 
48* 
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indignant  and  enraged  populace,  the  furious  rabble  load 
ing  the  miserable  victim  with  every  epithet  of  opprobri 
um  and  execration  as  he  passed  along ;  and  when  the 
Judge  rose  to  speak,  so  eager  were  the  spectators,  that  the 
Hall  was  instantly  hushed  into  deep  and  unnatural  si- 
lence. 

"John  Cape,"  said  he,  in  a  slow  and  solemn  voice,  "the 
hours  you  have  to  remam  on  earth  are  few,  and  those  few 
are  fast  numbering.  Miserable  man !  It  were  a  waste 
of  time  any  longer  to  doubt  your  guilt.  Your  death  is 
decreed.  That  death  will  be  a  poor  atonement  for  your 
revolting  crime.  The  forgiveness  of  heaven  you  may 
supplicate,  for  its  mercies  are  unlimited,  but  the  pity  of 
man  you  dare  not  ask,  and  need  not  hope.  I  ask  yon,  for 
the  sake  of  form,  whether  you  have  ought  to  say,  why 
sentence  of  death  should  not  be  fiassed  upon  you?" 

Cape  slowly  rose.  His  countenance  was  as  pale  as 
death.  For  a  time  he  seemed  incapable  of  uttering  a  word. 
"  My  Lord,"  at  length  he  said,  "  you  have  pronounced  my 
doom.  That  is  within  your  power,  but  it  is  not  yours 
nor  within  the  power  of  man  to  stain  my  soul  with  guilt. 
I  protest  before  God  and  man,  that  I  am  innocent  of  the 
crmie  laid  to  my  charge.  Why  heaven  has  been  pleased 
to  bring  upon  me  this  aflliction,  I  know  not,  and  whether 
the  mystery  v/ill  ever  be  unravelled,  remains  with  Hiiii, 
who  knows  all  things.  But  it  is  my  dying  declaration, 
that  I  am  innocent  of  the  foul  crime  for  which  I  am  wearing 
these  bonds.  I  pronounce  the  whole  history  of  Claude 
Maurice,  who  has  this  day  sworn  away  my  life,  false  and 
wicked,  as  the  heart  that  forged  it.  In  the  forgetful ness 
of  passion,  I  once  struck  him.  He  swore  to  be  revenged, 
and  bitterly  am  I  discharging  his  vow.  Save  this,  I 
know  not  that  I  had  done  harm  to  any  living  creature, 
and  wherein  I  could  have  excited  the  enmity  of  the  other 
witnesses,  they  know  better  than  I.  I  had  indeed  hoped, 
my  Lord,  not  to  go  down  to  a  dishonored  grave ; 
but  heaven  permits  me  to  be  the  victim  of  hatred  ond 
revenge — I  am  in  the  hands  of  power  and  must  submit." 

"John  Cape,"  said  the  Judge,  as  he  placed  on  his  head 
the  fatal  cap,  "your  last  hour  has  come— -prepare  to  meet 
your  fate." 

"Stop,  stop,  my  Lord,"  exclaimed  a  man  among  the 
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crowd  in  a  hoarse  loud  voice — "  you  have  not  the  whole 
case  yet — I  claim  to  be  pat  upon  the  stand." 

^'  Silence,"  said  the  Judge  . 

''  But,  my  Lord,"  said  the  same  voice,  "  would  you 
sacritice  an  innocent  man?" 

"  An  innocent  man  !"  rejoined  the  Judge,  with  some 
warmth,  "  his  guilt  is  as  clear  as  the  light  of  mid-day. " 

"  He  is  innocent .'"  vociferated  the  same  mau,  with  a 
tone  and  with  an  emphasis,  which  demanded  attention. 

<'Come  forward"  said  the  Judge,  "and  disclose  wha 
you  know,  but  at  your  peril  trifle  not  with  the  power  of 
his  majesty's  court." 

"No  trifling,"  said  the  man,  as  he  advanced  tow^ards 
the  stand — his  face  half  hid  by  the  folds  of  a  shawl,  and 
his  forehead  covered  by  a  blue  handkerchief. 

"AVhoisit?"  murmured  the  excited  crowd,  pressing 
forward  with  the  most  intense  curiosity. 

At  this  moment,  a  suspicious  circumstance  took  place, 
and  one  which  had  its  effect  upon  those  who  ,vere  ac- 
quainted with  the  hatred,  which  Gaufridy  bore  to  (.ape. 
The  former  at  this  moment  was  taken  so  suddenly  ill  as 
to  be  taken  from  the  Hall.  The  Judge  himself  marked 
the  circumstance. 

By  this  time,  the  stranger  was  upon  the  stand.  The 
Judge  bid  him  proceed,  at  the  same  time  warnins^  him  to 
take  heed  lest  he  should  bring  upon  himself  a  still  worse 
fate,  than  that  to  which  Cape  had  already  been  doomed. 

The  stranger  bowed  and  said :  "  If  I  speaJt  not  the 
truth  this  day,  let  vengeance  come  in  its  direst  form  as  it 
may.  There,"  said  he,  pointing  to  De  Lor  me,  and  speak- 
ing in  tones  of  high  excitement,  "  there  stands  the  robber, 
and  the  assassin  of  John  Sevos.  I  charge  Claude  Man- 
rice,  and  Pierre  Yaudon  with  wilful  perjury  and  1  de- 
nounce Julien  Gaufridy,  who  has  this  moment  feigned 
sickness,  and  fled,  as  the  contriver  of  this  horrible  plot, 
th(;  design  of  which  was  the  ruin  of  John  Cape,  whose 
implacable  foe  he  had  become.  It  was  Gaufridy,  who, 
when  John  Sevos  lay  weltering  in  blood,  carried 
his  body  to  his  house,  and  made  its  disappearance  tlie 
ground- work  for  his  wicked  contrivances.  It  was  he, 
who  enticed  Yaudon  and  Maurice  to  perjure  them- 
selves   to    their  ruin — it    was  he,   who   procured  the 
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enlistment  of  De  Lor  me  in  the  regiment  of  La  Sarre, 
and  here  he  has  stood  till  this  moment,  watching  the 
progress  of  this  trial,  and  was  just  ready  to  trmmph 
over  the  innocent  victim  of  his  malice.  Here  is  tne 
widow  of  Antoine  Duplex,  whose  husband  died  of  a 
pleurisy,  and  she  is  now  ready  to  testify  that  the  infa- 
mous Gaufridy  has  often  attempted  to  bribe  her  to  swear 
that  her  husband  was  murdered,  and  that  John  Cape  was 
guilty  of  the  crime.  I  am  John  Sevos.  Until  this  day, 
1  have  been  the  prisoner  of  the  inhuman  Gaufridy ;  but 
by  the  interposition  of  providence,  I  have  escaped  in  sea- 
son to  rescue  an  innocent  man,  and  to  bring  the  guilty 
authors  of  a  horrible  plot  to  merited  punishment.  You 
see  that  I  am  John  Sevos  himself,  and  you  see  the  marks 
of  violence  on  my  head." 

At  this  moment,  he  removed  the  handkerchief  from  his 
head,  and  disclosed  the  marks  of  a  deep  wound,  which 
•was  scarcely  yet  healed. 

These  disclosures  we  need  scarcely  say  arrested  the 
proceedings  against  John  Cape.  The  truth  of  them  was 
in  a  little  time  fully  substantiated.  Cape  was  released, 
and  with  his  family  returned  with  joy  and  in  triumph  to 
his  former  peaceful  habitation. 

We  shall  only  add — and  it  will  show  forth  the  right- 
eous retribution  of  an  offended  providence — that  the  first 
of  September  saw  Claude  Maurice  and  Pierre  Vaudon 
chained  side  by  side  to  the  oars  of  a  Galley.  In  the 
mid-day  sun,  lay  the  crushed  and  mangled  form  of  An- 
toine De  Lorme,  who  had  expired  on  the  wheel.  And 
on  the  following  morning  the  smoke  of  the  burning  body 
of  Julien  Gaufridy  ascended  towards  heaven. 

There  is  much  in  the  preceding  narrative  that  is  tru- 
ly horrible ;  but  such  crimes  have  been  perpetrated — 
hundreds  of  them,  since  sin  began  its  reign  over  the  chil- 
dren of  men.  And  many  of  them  have  doubtless  been 
concealed,  and  will  continue  so,  till  the  great  day  of 
reckoning  in  the  end  of  the  world.  But  God  has  sufficient- 
ly often  brought  similar  hidden  works  of  darkness  to 
Ught  to  show  that  he  exists,  and  to  give  solemn  promise 
of  a  full  disclosure  of  them  all  at  some  future  period.  No 
one  is  safe  even  in  the  present  world.    The  most  sagacious 
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transgressors  may  be  detected;  the  plot  most  cunningly 
devised  and  most  secretly  executed  may  be  revealed. 

With  what  caution,  then,  should  we  act — not  in  the 
commission  of  sins — but  with  caution  to  avoid  it  entirely. 
We  should  not  even  read  such  narratives,  unless  to  im- 
prove them,  and  by  means  of  them  to  guard  ourseives 
against  similar  awful  transgressions.  And  the  only  safety 
is  always  to  set  the  Lord  before  us — to  remember  that 
he  sees  us—follows  us — and  will  one  day  bring  us  into 
judgment.  Yerily  there  is  no  darkness,  nor  shadow  of 
death  where  the  workers  of  iniquity  can  hide  themselves. 


W^hiteMeM'^s  Preachings 

There  was  nothing  in  the  appearance  of  this  extraor- 
dinary man  which  would  lead  you  to  suppose  that  a  Fe- 
lix would  tremble  before  him.  "  He  was  something 
about  the  middle  stature,  well  proportioned,  and  remarka- 
ble for  a  native  gracefulness  of  manner.  His  complexion 
was  very  fair,  his  features  regular,  and  his  dark  blue 
eyes  small  and  lively.  In  recovering  from  the  measles, 
he  had  contracted  a  squint  with  one  of  them,  but  this 
peculiarity  rather  rendered  the  expression  of  his  coun- 
tenance more  remarkable  than  in  any  degree  lessened  the 
effects  of  its  common  sweetness.  His  voice  excelled  both 
in  melody  and  compass,  and  in  its  fine  modulations  was 
happily  accompanied  by  that  grace  and  action  which  he 
possessed  in  an  eminent  degree,  and  which  has  been  said 
to  be  the  chief  requisite  in  an  orator."  To  have  seen  him 
when  he  first  commenced,  one  would  have  thought  him 
any  thing  but  enthusiastic  and  glowing,  but  as  he 
proceeded,  his  heart  warmed  with  his  subject,  and  his 
manner  became  impetuous  and  animated,  till,  forgetful 
of  every  thing  around  him,  he  seemed  to  kneel  at  the 
throne  of  Jehovah,  and  beseech  in  agony  for  his  fellow 
beings. 

AJfter  he  had  finished  his  prayer,  he  knelt  a  long  time 
in  profound  silence,  and  so  powerfully  had  it  aftected  the 
most  heartless  of  his  audience,  that  a  stillness  like  that  of 
the  tomb  pervaded  the  whole  house. 

Before   he   commenced  his  sermon,   long,  darkening 
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clouds  crowded  the  brii2:ht  sunny  sky  of  the  morning, 
and  swept  their  dull  shadows  over  the  building,  in  fear- 
ful augury  of  the  storm. 

His  text  was,  "  Strive  to  enter  in  at  the  straight  gate, 
for  many  I  say  unto  you  shall  seek  to  enter  in,  and  shall 
not  be  able." 

"See  that  emblem  of  human  life,"  said  he,  as  he  point- 
ed to  a  shadow  that  was  flitting:  across  the  floor.  "It 
passed  for  a  moment,  and  concealed  the  brightness  of 
heaven  from  our  view— but  it  is  gone.  And  where  will 
ye  be,  my  hearers,  when  your  lives  have  passed  away 
like  that  dark  cloud?  Oh,  my  dear  friends,  I  see  thou 
sands  sitting  attentive,  with  their  eyes  fixed  on  the  poor 
unworthy  preacher.  In  a  few  days  we  shall  all  meet  at 
the  judgment  seat  of  Christ.  We  shall  form  a  part  of 
that  vast  assembly  which  will  gather  before  his  throne, 
and  every  eye  behold  the  judge.  With  a  voice,  whose 
call  you  must  obey  and  answer,  he  will  inquire  whether 
on  earth  you  strove  to  enter  in  at  the  straight  gate — 
whether  you  were  supremely  devoted  to  God — whether 
your  hearts  were  absorbed  in  him.  My  blood  runs  cold 
when  I  think  how  many  of  you  shall  then  seek  to  enter 
in  and  shall  not  be  able.  Oh,  what  plea  can  you  make 
before  the  Judge  of  the  whole  earth  ?  Can  you  say  it  has 
been  your  whole  endeavor  to  mortify  the  flesh  Avith  its 
aflections  and  lusts;  that  your  lite  has  been  one  long 
effort  to  do  the  will  of  God?  No  !  you  must  answer,  I 
made  myself  easy  in  the  world  by  flattering  myself  that 
all  would  end  well,  but  I  have  deceived  my  own  soul 
and  am  lost. 

'*  You,  O  false  and  hollow  Christians,  of  what  avail 
will  it  be  that  you  have  done  many  things — that  you 
have  read  much  in  the  sacred  word — that  you  have  made 
long  prayers — that  you  have  attended  rehgious  duties, 
and  appeared  holy  in  the  eyes  of  men?  What  will  all 
this  be,  if,  instead  of  loving  him  supremely,  you  have 
been  supposing  you  should  exalt  yourself  to  heaven  by 
acts  really  polluted  and  unholy? 

"  And  you,  rich  man,  wherefore  do  you  hoard  your 
silver  ?  Wherefore  count  the  price  you  have  received 
for  him  whom  you  every  day  crucify  in  your  love 
of  gain  7     Why,  that  when  you  are  too   poor  to  buy 
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a  ^rop  of  coid  water,  your  beloved  son  may  be  rolled 
in  hell  in  his  chariot,  pillowed  and  cushioned  about 
iiim." 

His  eye  gradually  lighted  up  as  he  proceeded,  till,  to- 
wards the  close,  Ic  seemed  to  sparkle  with  celestial  fire. 

"Oh,  sinner  !"  he  exclaimed,  "by  all  your  hopes  of 
happiness,  I  beseech  you  to  repent.  Let  not  the  wrath  of 
God  be  awakened.  Let  not  the  fires  of  eternity  be 
kindled  against  you.  See  there !"  said  he,  pointing  to 
the  lighting  which  played  on  the  corner  of  the  pulpit, 
"  'tis  a  glance  from  the  angry  eye  of  Jehovah  !  Hark  !" 
continued  he,  raising  his  finger  in  a  listening  attitude,  as 
the  distant  thunder  grew  louder  and  louder,  and  broke  in  a 
tremendous  crash  over  the  building,  "  it  was  the  voice  of 
the  Almighty,  as  he  passed  in  his  anger." 

As  the  sound  died  away,  he  covered  his  face  with  his 
liands,  and  knelt  beside  his  pulpit,  apparently  lost  in  in- 
ward and  intense  prayer.  The  storm  passed  rapidly  by, 
and  the  sun  bursting  forth  in  his  might,  threw  across  the 
heavens  a  magnificent  arch  of  peace.  Risin,^,  and  point- 
ing to  the  beautiful  object,  he  exclaimed,  '•  Look  upon 
the  rainbow,  and  praise  him  that  made  it,  very  beautiful 
it  is  in  the  brightness  thereof  It  compasseth  the  hea- 
vens about  with  glory,  and  the  hands  of  the  Most  High 
have  bended  it." 


The  Partlns:  Miss. 


"I  WAS  but  five  years  old  when  my  mother  died ;  but 
her  image  is  as  distinct  to  my  recollection,  now  that 
twelve  years  have  elapsed,  as  it  was  at  the  time  of  iier 
death.  I  remember  her  as  a  pale,  beaiUiful,  gentle  being, 
with  a  sweet  smile,  and  a  voice  that  was  soft  and  cheer- 
ful when  she  praised  me  ;  and  when  I  erred,  for  I  was  a 
wild,  thoughtless  child,  there  was  a  trembling  mildness 
about  it,  that  always  went  to  my  little  heart.  And  tlien 
she  was  so  kind,  so  patient ;  methinks  I  can  now  see  her 
large  blue  eyes  moist  with  sorrow,  because  of  my  child- 
ish waywardness,  and  hear  her  repeat,  '•'  My  child,  how 
can  you  grieve  me  so  ?"  I  recollect  she  had  for  a  long 
time  been  pale  and  feeble,   and   that   sometimes   there 
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would  come  a  bright  spot  on  her  cheek,  which  made  her 
look  so  lovely,  that  I  thought  she  must  be  well.  But 
then  she  sometimes  spoke  of  dying,  and  pressed  me  to 
her  bosom,  and  told  me  "  to  be  good  when  she  was  gone, 
and  to  love  my  father  a  great  deal,  and  be  kind  to  him, 
for  he  would  have  no  one  else  to  love."  I  recollect  she 
was  very  sick  all  day,  and  my  little  hobby  horse  and  whip 
were  laid  aside,  and  I  tried  to  be  very  quiet.  I  did  not  see 
her  for  the  whole  day,  and  it  seemed  very  kng.  At  night 
they  told  me  mother  was  too  sick  to  kiss  me,  as  she  al- 
ways used  to  do  before  I  went  to  bed,  and  I  must  go 
without  it.  But  I  could  not.  I  stole  into  the  room,  and 
laying  my  lips  close  to  hers,  whispered,  "Mother,  mother, 
won't  you  kiss  me  ?"  Her  lips  were  very  cold ;  and  when 
she  put  her  arm  around  me,  laid  my  head  upon  her  bo- 
som, and  one  hand  upon  my  cheek,  1  felt  a  cold  shudder- 
ing creep  all  over  me.  My  father  carried  me  from  the 
room,  but  he  could  not  speak.  After  they  put  me  in 
bed,  I  lay  a  long  while  thinking.  I  feared  my  mother 
would  indeed  die,  for  her  cheek  felt  as  cold  as  my  little 
sister's  did  when  she  died,  and  they  laid  her  in  the  ground. 
But  the  impressions  of  mortality  are  always  indistinct  in 
childhood,  and  I  soon  fell  asleep.  In  the  morning  I  has- 
tened to  my  mother's  room.  A  white  napkin  covered 
her  face.  I  removed  it — it  was  just  as  I  feared.  Her 
eyes  were  closed,  her  cheek  was  cold  and  hard,  and  only 
die  lovely  expression  that  always  rested  upon  her  lips  re- 
mained. In  an  instant  all  the  little  faults  for  which  she 
had  so  often  reproved  me,  rushed  upon  my  mind.  I  long- 
ed to  tell  her  how^  2:ood  I  would  always  be,  if  she  would 
remain  with  me.  ~She  was  buried ;  but  my  remembrance 
of  the  fdneral  is  indistinct.  1  only  retain  the  impressions 
which  her  precepts  and  example  left  upon  my  mind.  I 
was  a  passionate,  headstrong  boy ;  but  I  never  yielded 
to  this  turn  of  my  disposition,  without  fancying  I  saw 
her  m'\l,  tearful  eye  fixed  upon  me,  just  as  she  used  to 
do  in  \ife.  And  then,  when  I  succeeded  in  overcoming 
it,  her  sweet  smile  of  approbation  beamed  upon  me.  and 
I  was  happy.  My  whole  character  underwent  a  change, 
even  from  the  moment  of  her  death.  Her  spirit  was  for- 
ever with  me,  strengthening  my  good  resolutions,  and 
weakening  my  propensity  to  evil.     I  felt  that  it  would 
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grieve  her  gentle  spirit,  to  see  me  erij  and  I  could  not, 
would  not  do  it.  I  was  the  child  of  her  affection ;  I 
knew  she  had  prayed  and  wept  over  me,  and  that,  even 
on  the  threshold  of  eternity,  her  affection  for  me  had 
caused  her  gentle  spirit  to  linger,  that  she  might  pray  for 
me  once  more.  I  resolved  to  become  all  that  she  could 
desire.  This  resolution  I  have  never  forgotten.  It 
helped  me  to  subdue  the  waywardness  of  childhood,  pro- 
tected me  through  the  temptations  of  youth,  and  will 
comfort  and  support  me  through  the  busier  scenes  of 
manhood.  Whatever  there  is  that  is  estimable  in  my 
character,  I  owe  to  the  impressions  of  goodness,  made 
upon  my  infant  mind  by  the  exemplary  conduct  and  faith 
ful  instructions  of  my  excellent  mother. 


•^n  Inciileut  at  Sea, 


After  we  had  been  at  sea  nearly  a  month,  a  fine,  stout 
sailor,  about  twenty-two  years  old,  fell  from  the  side  of 
the  ship,  whilst  engaged  in  repairing  the  rigging.  He 
was  the  pride  and  "  darling  of  the  crew."  And  the  pas- 
sengers had  singled  him  out  as  the  best  man  who  took 
his  turn  at  the  wheel,  or  climbed  the  shrouds.  He  had  a 
free  and  noble  bearing,  an  iron  frame,  a  step  like  an  an- 
telope's, and  face  deeply  ruddy  and  weather-beaten  but 
ever  ready  for  a  smile.  When  the  wind  was  howling 
heavily  and  the  waves  were  running  "  mountain  high," 
and  the  order  was  given  to  reef  or  take  in  sail,  he  v/as 
always  the  first  to  mount  the  rocking  mast,  and  the  outer- 
most on  the  trembling  upper-yards,  bending  over  their 
extremities  to  bind  the  flapping  canvass,  that  would  have 
dashed  a  less  steady  and  powerful  hand  like  a  feather  in- 
to the  boiling  sea. 

It  was  a  fine  day.  The  ship  was  making  easy  way 
before  a  light  breeze,  and  the  passengers  were  on  deck. 
The  man  whose  name  was  William  Hanney,  was  stand- 
ing outside  of  the  tafferel  near  the  stern  of  the  vessel, 
tying  a  thin  cross-bar  of  iron  across  the  lower  part  of  the 
mizzen  shrouds.  Suddenly  a  splash  was  heard,  and  a 
faint  scream,  and  the  piteous  cry,  "  a  man  overboard," 
resounded  through  the  ship.  We  ran  to  the  side,  and 
44  84 
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looked  over,  ai.J  saw  the  poor  sailor  uith  the  bar  in  his 
grasp,  tossing  back  his  long  black  hair  that  hung  dripping 
over  his  face,  as  he  emerged  from  his  first  plunge.  He 
was  strong  and  active,  and  put  forth  such  tremendous 
energy  as  he  swam  in  the  wake  of  the  ship,  that  at  every 
stroke  of  his  arms  he  rose  to  his  middle  above  the  waves. 
The  captain  instanthr  ordered  the  helm  to  be  put  "  hard 
down,"  and  one  of  the  boats  to  be  lowered.  It  was,  per- 
haps, four  minutes  before  the  boat  touched  the  water,  and 
six  of  the  stoutest  hands  at  the  oars,  with  the  chief-mate 
at  the  helm,  were  puUing  lustily  away  from  the  ship. 
But  the  swimmer,  who  until  now  had  been  seen  and 
cheered  by  the  passengers,  suddenly  disappeared,  and  the 
boat  passed  and  repassed  in  the  direction  in  which  he 
was  last  visible  without  any  trace  being  discovered  of  the 
object  of  our  search.  Whether  he  had  been  wounded  in 
the  head  by  the  bar,  or  been  attacked  with  the  cramp,  or 
fallen  a  prey  to  some  wandering  shark,  that  might  have 
been  attracted  after  the  sliip  by  the  blood  of  a  sheep 
which  had  been  just  before  killed,  or  what  had  been  his 
fate  no  one  could  tell.  Many  believed  that  he  might  be 
still  buffeting  the  waves  at  a  greater  distance  from  us 
than  it  was  supposed  he  could  have  reached.  But  what- 
ever was  the  case  with  him,  after  remaining  half  an  hour 
in  search  of  him,  the  sails  of  the  Europe  were  ai^ain 
squared  to  the  wind  and  our  lost  mariner  was  left  to  his 
fate. 

It  was  about  four  o'clock  P.  M.  when  the  accident  hap- 
pened, and  it  may  well  be  supposed  that  the  remainder 
ot  the  day  was  occupied  by  the  tenants  of  our  ship  with 
melancholy  reflections.  Many  tales  of  similar  casualties 
were  related  by  the  mates  and  seamen  ;  but  all  agreed 
that  abetter  sailor  had  never  found  a  watery  grave. 

On  opening  his  chest  we  found  that  he  was  carrying 
home  many  little  tokens  of  remembrance  to  his  mother 
and  sister,  and  a  small  quantity  of  superior  tea,  carefully 
wrapped  up  directed  to  his  grandmother.  Besides, 
there  was  a  piece  of  paper  certifying  that  he  had  eight 
gold  sovereigns  ($40)  enclosed  in  a  belt,  which  he  wore 
under  his  clothes, — the  earnings  of  his  last  voyage,  laid  up 
for  his  poor  mother.  Under  his  bed  was  found  a  very  neat 
floor-matj  woven  of  strips  of  cloth,  spun  yarn,  snanilla,  &c., 
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which  a  comrade  of  his  told  me  he  had  seen  Hanney  sit- 
ting up  at  night,  when  the  rest  of  his  watch  were  slccp- 
ng,  (being  not  on  duty,)  that  he  might  finish  quickly,  m 
case  we  should  have  a  short  voyage.  This  he  had  made 
for  his  mother.  And  what  was  singular,  he  had  comple- 
ted it  when  his  watch  was  called  on  deck  at  12  o'clock, 
on  the  very  day  on  which  he  was  drowned. 

Doubtless,  by  some  cottage  fire  in  the  interior  of  Ens:- 
land,  (where  he  was  born,)  his  anxious  mother  and  asjed 
grctidmother  were  eagerly  expecting  his  return,  and  1  am 
sure  that  they  often  thought  that  there  was  not  in  all  the 
world  such  another  sailor  as  their  own  kind  and  thouo-ht- 
ful  Willie. 


The  Promise  WmlMled^ 

In  the  Church  of  L ,  at  the  close  of  the  public 

exercises,  on  the  second  day  of  a  protracted  meeting,  dur- 
ing which  it  was  evident  that  a  deep  and  solemn  interest 
pervaded  the  assembly,  those  who  were  desirous  of  per- 
sonal conversation  with  the  pastor  were  invited  to  remain 
after  the  congregation  was  dismissed.  A  number  tarried ; 
and  among  the  rest  was  a  little  girl,  about  eleven  years 
of  age,  who  evidently  had  no  serious  impressions,  but 
manifested  a  decided  aversion  to  personal  conversation 
on  the  subject.  I  was  surprised  to  find  her  there  v/ith 
such  feelings,  as  none  had  been  invited  to  remain  but 
those  who  felt  anxious  about  the  salvation  of  their  souls 
The  next  day  a  similar  invitation  was  given,  and  she 
was  again  found  among  the  number,  and  seemed  to  feel 
some  anxiety,  though  evidently  striving  to  subdue  it. 
The  day  following  she  was  deeply  anxious ;  and  from  that 
time  for  three  days,  she  scarcely  ate  or  slept.  All  the  pow- 
ers of  her  soul  seemed  to  be  most  intensely  occupied  on  the 
great  concern.  The  time  which  was  not  occupied  in 
public  worship,  was  almost  wholly  spent  in  earnest, 
agonizing  prayer.  She  appeared  to  be  very  little  infiu- 
enced,  or  affected,  by  others.  Whether  they  were  anx- 
ious or  not,  made  no  difference  with  her.  She  realized 
her  own  situation,  and  acted  as  though  there  was  no 
other  being  to  be  saved  or  needed  to   be  saved.    She 
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seemed  to  have  a  clear  understanding  of  the  plan  of  sal- 
vation. Althoi:gh  she  remained  with  other  inquirers  for 
personal  conversation,  yet  she  did  not  appear  to  feel  that 
ministers  or  Christian  friends  could  give  her  any  effectual 
help.  Her  greatest  desire  was  to  lie  at  the  throne  of 
grace,  pleading  for  pardon  through  the  blood  of  Christ. 
After  three  days  spent  in  this  state  of  mind  she  obtained 
peace  and  joy.  And,  truly,  old  things  were  passed  away 
and  all  things  became  neio.  Seldom  have  I  seen,  in  any 
one,  brighter  evidence  of  a  saving  change,  or  a  clearer 
exhibition  of  consistent,  elevated,  and  devoted  piety. 
After  the  close  of  the  meeting,  I  learned,  that,  on  the  first 
day  she  remained  at  the  inquiry  meeting,  she  did  so 
much  against  her  own  inclination,  in  obedience  to  the 
decided  authority  of  her  mother,  who  required  her  to 
stay  with  one  of  her  companions,  that  was  anxious,  and 
who  also  became  hopefully  pious  during  the  meeting ; 
and  that  it  was  a  word  or  two  spoken  by  her  pastor,  at 
that  time,  which  awakened  the  first  desire  for  salvation 
in  her  mind.  When  the  meeting  was  appointed,  young 
as  she  was,  she  felt  a  strong  opposition  of  heart  against 
it ;  and  determined  not  to  attend,  if,  by  any  excuse,  she 
could  prevail  on  her  mother  to  leave  her  at  home.  She 
said  that  her  great  fear  was,  that,  if  she  attended  the  meet- 
ing, she  should  become  religious,  and  then  should  have 
no  more  pleasure  with  her  associates.  "  But,"  said  she, 
with  great  simplicity,  her  eyes  filled  with  tears  of  joy,  "  1 
did  not  know  how  easy  it  is  to  love  God  :"  meaning  that 
she  had  no  idea  how  much  pleasure  and  happiness  there 
was  to  be  enjoyed  in  the  love  of  God.  After  a  suitable 
time  she  was  received  into  the  church,  and  continued  to 
exhibit  a  most  lovely  example  of  youthful  piety. 

From  this  case  let  parents  learn  the  importance  of 
bringing  their  children  under  the  influence  of  the  means 
of  grace  — particularly  on  special  occasions.  Many  pa- 
rents, under  similar  circumstances,  would  have  yielded 
to  the  desires  of  the  child,  and  leift  her  at  home.  But 
P's  mother  felt  a  prayerful  solicitude  for  this  child's  sal- 
vation— the  last  of  her  family  which  had  not  become  pi- 
ous ;  and,  although  young,  she  was  careful  to  have  her 
beside  the  pool,  waiting  for  the  troublins:  of  the  waters. 
She  was  brought  by  parental  authority,  kindly  but  firmly 
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exercised,  to  the  house  of  God,  and  sent,  with  her  anx- 
ious companion,  into  the  inquiry  meeting.  Had  she 
been  left  at  home,  she  might  have  passed  through  the 
revival  unconcerned  and.  grown  up  thoughtless  and  har- 
dened in  sin. 

Let  youth  learn,  that  there  is  nothing  lost  by  becoming 
Christians  when  young.  This  young  girl,  like  thou- 
sands of  others,  was  disposed  to  postpone  this  all-impor- 
tant concern,  under  the  mistaken  idea  that  piety  would 
spoil  all  her  pleasures. 

But,  when  she  came  to  experience  the  joys  of  relitrjon, 
she  felt  that  she  had  known  nothing  of  happiness  before. 
"  They  that  seek  me  only  shall  find  me," — whilst  those 
who  postpone,  deprive  their  souls  of  the  delightful  fore- 
tastes of  heaven ;  and  run,  every  day,  with  increasing 
danger,  the  fearful  hazard  of  endless  ruin. 


Pertnanence  of  Harly  Impressions. 

Neither  parents  nor  teachers  are  apt  to  consider  as 
they  ought  the  permanence  of  the  impressions  which 
their  stations  compel  them  to  affect.  It  seems  hl^^ldy 
probable,  frotn  facts  occasioyially  noted,  that  every  idea 
or  thought  or  emotion,  once  occupying  the  m/ind,  thojtgh 
but  for  a  moment,  especially  in  childhood,  becomes  an 
integral  'part  of  its  life  :  or,  in  other  words,  never  so  far 
escapes  from  memory,  but  that  it  may  be  at  some  time 
as  vividly  present,  or  even  far  more  actively  alive,  than 
at  its  original  existence.  Such  is  the  apparently  true 
inference  from  the  following  narrative  : — '•  A  German 
servant  girl,  in  the  delirium  of  her  last  illness,  was  heard 
to  utter  words  and  parts  of  sentences  from  language  no 
known  to  her  attendants.  The  learned  were  called  in, 
and  the  discovery  soon  made,  that  she  was  quoting  an- 
cient authors  in  the  Hebrew  and  Greek  languages.  In- 
qun-y  proved  that  she  had  formerly  lived  in  the  house  of 
a  clergyman,  who  read  his  favorite  authors  walking  in  an 
entry  adjoining  an  apartment  where  she  was  busied  in 
domestic  em))loyments.  She  had  overheard  him;  and 
though  utterly  ignorant  of  those  tongues ;  her  ear  had 
transferred  many  passages  to  her  mind,  and  left  them. 
44* 
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(seemingly,)  fixed  as  the  existence  of  the  soul,  though 
unnoticed  till  the  light  of  a  new  life  rose  upon  her  de- 
parture from  time  to  eternity. 

Something  of  this  sort  is  v/ithin  the  province  of  con- 
sciousness, to  those  who  are  observant  of  what  passes  in 
their  own  minds.  Facts  and  impressions,  which  had  not 
been  recollected  for  years,  are  called  up  by  some  new 
train  of  thought,  and  while  they  are  recognized  as  old 
acquaintance,  yet  we  feel  certain  they  would  never  have 
reappeared,  unless  in  connexion  with  ideas,  which  might, 
for  any  number  of  years  longer,  have  failed  to  occupy 
our  attention.  Or,  to  present  the  same  truth  in  different 
words,  our  memory  is  sometimes  found  to  contain  stores, 
whose  existence  we  did  not  suspect,  and  could  not  have 
known  in  this  world,  had  we  died  before  the  occurrence 
of  the  particular  mental  exercises  that  reproduced  them. 

Tlie  history  of  dreams  may  conduct  us  to  the  same 
region  of  thought.  How  often  do  they  recall  to  our 
minds  the  long  forgotten  experience  and  deeds  of  the  past, 
thus  revealing  treasures,  or  as  they  will  prove  to  the  lost 
spirit,  sources  of  misery,  respecting  which  the  useless 
cares  and  distractions  of  life  seldom  allow   us  to  think. 

From  the  statements  that  have  now  been  made,  the  in- 
ference is  highly  probable,  that  what  has  at  any  time 
tnade  an  impression  iijjon  the  mind,  even  though  scarcely 
the  subject  of  distinct  cojiscionsness,  may  remain  forever 
in  memory  ;  and  if  not  awakened  for  good  or  evil  in 
this  life,  may  yet  do  its  office  in  some  distant  period  of 
eternity  producing  pleasure  or  pain  according  to  its 
original  character.  To  parents  and  teachers,  then,  the 
caution  is  due;  teach  only  truth;  Jiold  forth  only  the  ex- 
ample of  JioUness ;  for  the  everlasting  memory  of  these 
alone  can  be  pleasant  to  yourselves  or  those  under  your 
care.  Who,  if  compelled  to  pass  before  a  mirror  tlia 
would  fix  his  own  image  for  ever,  and  keep  it  always  in 
the  eyes  of  a  multitude,  would  choose  at  that  time  to  ex- 
hibit remarkable  deformities  of  person,  of  position,  or  of 
deeds  ? 
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The  IW^miderer  Mrought  Mack:  or,  JParen-^ 

tul  l^ower, 

A  SON  of  pious  parents  was  dedicated  from  infancy  to 
the  service  of  God  in  the  holy  ministry.  He  was  public- 
ly consecrated  by  baptism ;  early  and  faithfully  taught 
the  great  truths  of  the  Bible  ;  and  by  all  the  means  that 
God  gives  to  parents  to  prepare  their  children  for  useful- 
ness here,  and  glory  hereafter,  he  was  trained  up  in  the 
nurture  and  admonition  of  the  Lord.  His  early  years 
gave  bright  promise,  that  his  future  life  would  yield  the 
fruit  of  parental  watchfulness,  and  that  a  father's  coun- 
sels and  a  mother's  prayers  would  not  be  lost  on  him. 

And  when  he  left  his  father's  house  to  complete  his 
education  abroad,  there  was  scarce  a  fear  that  the  tender- 
hearted boy,  (who  could  not  hear  of  a  Saviour  and  his 
love,  without  a  tear,)  would  ever  become  a  prodigal. 
Parental  confidence  was  strong  that  early  instruction 
would  exert  its  appropriate  and  restraining  power. 
Christian  confidence  in  God  assured  those  anxious  pa- 
rents, that  their  child  would  be  saved  from  destruction, 
though  he  was  going  into  danger.  He  went  abroad. 
New  scenes  opened  upon  him.  He  was  young  and  ar- 
dent, and  the  gay  companions  that  surrounded  him,  wel- 
comed him  to  their  circle,  as  they  spread  before  him  the 
allurements  of  pleasure  and  of  sin.  He  struggled,  for  a 
while,  against  the  tempter.  But  one  barrier  of  virtue 
yielded  to  the  assault,  and  another,  till  he  fell.  The  con- 
quest was  not  easy,  but  it  was  at  last  achieved :  and  he 
plunged  headlong  into  the  vortex  that  has  swallowed 
thousands,  and  from  which  iew  have  ever  been  drawn. 

There  were  those  who  saw  his  danger,  and  who  de- 
sired to  deliver  him  as  a  bird  out  of  the  hand  of  the 
fowler.  They  called  him  to  their  company.  They  set 
before  him  the  joys  of  religion,  but  it  had  no  attractions 
for  his  corrupted  heart.  They  spoke  of  heaven,  but  his 
heaven  had  been  already  gained.  They  spoke  of  hell,  but 
he  feared  it  not ;  of  Jesus  and  his  dying  love,  but  his  eye 
was  tearless  and  his  heart  unmoved.  Argument,  motives 
entreaties,  were  equally  vain.  The  tender-hearted  boy 
was  hardened  in  sin.     A  coat  of  mail  was  on  his  soul. 
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"How  would  your  parents  feel,  should  they  hear  that 
you  had  become  a  Christian  ?"  said  a  pious  friend  to  him 
one  day,  as  they  were  for  a  moment  together.  It  was  an 
arrow  that  found  its  way  through  the  joints  of  the  har- 
ness, and  reached  his  heart.  The  rock  was  smitten  and 
the  waters  gushed.  The  fountains  of  the  great  deep 
were  broken  up.  He  fell  on  his  knees  and  besought  his 
friend  to  pray.  He  thought  of  home,  of  a  parent's  prayers 
and  tears,  and  as  early  recollections  thronged  on  his  mind, 
he  resolved  to  return.  He  did  turn  to  God.  He  renoun- 
ced the  ways  of  sin,  and  consecrated  himself  to  the  Sav- 
iour ;  and  often  have  those  parents'  hearts  been  tilled 
with  joy,  as  they  have  heard  the  gospel  preached  by  him 
whom  they  had  in  infancy  dedicated  to  the  ministry. 
Every  tie  but  their  love  was  sundered,  and  that  tie  drew 
him  back.  Parental  faithfulness  saved  him  in  the  hour 
of  his  danger. 

This  is  not  language  too  strong.  God  employs  means 
to  accomplish  his  purposes.  In  this  case,  he  caused  the 
early  instructions  of  those  pious  parents  to  spring  uplik^j 
long  buried  seed,  in  the  heart  of  that  wayward  youth. 
And  such  impressions  are  the  most  powerful,  that  human 
instrumentality  can  make  on  the  soul.  The  ties  that  en- 
twme  around  the  heart,  and  bind  it  to  the  scenes  of  early 
life,  are  the  strongest  that  man  can  throw  around  his  fel- 
low man.  And  when  the  sinner  leaves  the  path  of  virtue, 
and  wanders  into  the  ways  of  the  transgressor,  those  im- 
pressions grow  fainter  and  fainter,  those  ties  weaker  and 
weaker ;  but  as  long  as  they  are  not  wholly  obliterated 
or  broken,  there  is  hope. 

Oh  yes !  there  is  hope  for  the  vilest  prodigal  who  has 
not  forgotten  his  father's  counsels  and  his  mother's  prayers. 
He  may  be  a  thief,  a  robber,  a  murderer;  he  may  be  a 
wild,  lawless,  reckless  rover  of  the  seas  ;  his  hand  against 
every  man,  and  every  man's  hand  against  him ;  sailing 
under  the  black  flag  of  piracy,  he  may  riot  like  an  incar- 
nate devil,  in  scenes  at  whose  recital  the  world  turns  pale  ; 
he  may  strew  the  decks  of  his  prize  with  the  mangled 
corpses  of  his  victims,  and  dance  in  their  warm  blood  ;  or 
slake  his  foul  lust  on  innocence  and  beauty  that  have  fal- 
en  into  a  pirate's  power!  He  may  be  all  this  ;  he  may 
do  all  this  ;  but  if  that  monster,  (I  will  not  call  him  a  man.) 
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when  the  day's  work  of  butchery  is  over,  and  he  sliiii(s 
himself  in  his  hammock  to  find  repose,  then  feels  the 
thought  of  home  stealing  over  him  ;  if  the  memory  of  a 
deserted  mother  who  prayed  for  him  in  his  infancy  calls 
a  tear  unbidden  to  his  eye,  "  unused  to  weep,"  there  is 
hope  even  for  him.  He  is  not  altogether  lost.  That 
thougiit  may  be  a  beacon  light  in  the  darkness  of  his 
black  heart.  He  is  a  wanderer  on  the  broad  ocean,  tos- 
sed by  the  tempests  of  heaven,  and  driven  by  fiercer  tem- 
pests in  his  own  soul  ;  but  that  thought  of  a  mother's 
prayer  and  a  mother's  love,  that  thought,  that  last  expir- 
ing ray  of  hope,  may  be  the  polar  star  that  shall  lead  him 
Dack  to  virtue,  home  and  God. 

The  return  would  be  more  natural  than  the  departure. 
He  would  follow  the  guidance  of  an  impression,  which, 
it  may  be,  the  Holy  Spirit  made  on  his  heart  when  he 
sat  on  his  father's  knee,  or  bowed  by  his  mother's  side  to 
repeat  his  evening  prayer. 

Parents  !  your  power  is  next  to  Omnipotent  over  the 
children  that  God  has  given  you.  The  cords  you  fasten 
on  their  hearts,  are  the  strongest  that  human  power  can 
furnish  to  hold  them  back  from  ruin.  Follow  them  with 
the  ceaseless  influence  of  parental  love,  from  infancy  on- 
ward to  the  grave.  Make  home  sweet  to  the  child. 
Throw  around  his  heart  a  thousand  tender  associations 
that  will  bind  him,  as  with  links  of  iron,  to  the  home  of 
his  childhood  ;  to  the  parents  that  nurtured  and  sheltered 
him,  and  wept  and  prayed  for  him  long  ere  he  knew  the 
meaning  of  prayers  or  tears.  Impress  on  his  heart  your 
tenderness,  your  deep  anxieties  for  his  everlasting  weal ; 
and  when  lie  breaks  away  from  your  arms,  and  rushes 
on  m  the  ways  of  sin  and  death,  it  maybe,  yes,  it  may  be, 
that  he  who  would  trample  on  a  Saviour's  blood,  and 
despise  the  grace  of  God,  and  break  his  laws  and  reject  his 
proffered  love,  may  pause,  before  he  crushes  beneath  his 
feet  his  mother's  heart. 


Jlev.   Jonas  King* 


An  account  of  the  manner  in  which  this  distinguished 
snan  commenced  his   education  has  been  given  at  \^\\<yQ 
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145.  On  leaving  college,  ne  studied  divinity,  and  was 
licensed  to  preach.  His  reputation  for  scholarship  was 
such,  that  soon  after  he  was  elected  a  professor  in  one  of 
the  eastern  colleges,  on  whose  account  he  sailed  for 
Europe.  While  there,  it  was  deemed  important  by  the 
American  Board  of  Commissioners,  that  he  should  pro- 
ceed as  a  missionary  under  their  direction  to  Palestine 
The  cohege,  after  some  solicitation,  was  prevailed  upon 
to  consent  to  the  arrangement,  and  a  letter  was  written 
to  Mr.  King,  informing  him  of  the  wishes  of  the  Board  of 
Commissioners.  This  letter  reached  Mr.  King  at  Paris, 
and  was  received  for  him  by  the  gentleman  to  whom  we 
have  alluded,  who  was  then  engaged  in  mercantile  busi 
ness  in  that  city.  This  gentleman  received  a  letter  at 
the  same  time,  desiring  him  to  unite  with  the  Board  in 
their  endeavors  to  procure  the  valuable  services  of  Mr. 
King,  in  that  most  interestinsf  and  important  field  of  la- 
bor, Palestine.  When  Mr.  King  came  into  the  counting- 
room,  the  letter  WcLS  handed  to  him.  He  immediately 
retired  with  it  to  a  small  private  adjoining  room.  He  did 
not  return  for  about  three  hours.  When  he  came  out, 
reaching  his  hand  he  inquired.  "What  shall  I  do?" 
"Go."  "Behold,"  says  he,  "I go  bound  in  the  Spirit  to 
Jerusalem,  not  knowing  the  things  tljat  shall  bt  fall  me 
there."  The  gentleman  immediately  wrote  to  several 
friends  of  the  missionary  cause  in  Europe,  saying,  Mr. 
King  lias  consented  to  go  to  Palestine,  I  will  give  a  cer- 
tain sum  for  so  many  years,  will  you  do  the  same? 
Affirmative  answers  were  returned  in  every  case. 

Before  he  left  for  Jerusalem,  Mr.  King  requested  his 
frieiid  on  his  return  to  America,  to  go  and  see  his  aged 
parents  and  administer  to  them  such  consolation  as  their 
condition  should  require.  This  he  promised,  and  this 
promise  he  kept,  when  a  few  years  after  he  found  him- 
self at  Northampton,  in  Massachusetts,  and  within  a  few 
miles  of  their  residence.  Knowing  that  they  were  still 
in  indigent  circumstances,  he  determined  not  to  visit 
them  without  an  open  hand.  It  was  in  the  winter  sea- 
son ;  a  sleigh  was  procured  and  laden  with  provisions, 
and,  accompanied  by  a  young  man,  the  son  of  the  host 
from  whom  he  had  procured  the  sleigh,  he  started  on 
his  long   pr  )mised  errand  of   mercy.     On  arriving   al 
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the  house  he  found  it  as  he  expected,  small  and  decayed, 
the  inmates  of  which  might  well  say — 

"  No  beggar  soils  the  knocker  of  my  door, 
The  child  of  rags  by  instinct  shuns  the  poor." 

When  that  door  was  opened  by  the  aged  mother,  in 
every  lineament  was  seen  the  features  cf  Jonas  King. 
There  was  no  mistaking  the  parentage.  ''  I  have  come," 
said  the  ambassador,  (for  such  he  may  well  be  termed,) 
"  from  your  son  at  Jerusalem."  The  venerable  father 
rose  up  to  receive  him,  and  after  a  few  hurried  questions, 
said,  "Let  us  pray,"  and  bending  down,  he  returned  fer- 
vent thanks  for  his  social  privileges,  and  especially,  for  the 
opportunity  offered  him  of  hearing  from  his  long  ab- 
sent and  beloved  son.  The  provisions  were  brought  in. 
"  These,"  said  the  ambassador,  "are  sent  by  your  son,  at 
least  I  present  them  in  his  name."  "  What,"  said  the 
aged  and  simple-liearted  mother,  "  did  these  things  come 
all  the  way  from  Jerusalem  ?"  As  the  coffee,  and  tea,  and 
sugar,  were  successively  placed  before  them,  the  good  old 
man  said,  "  Of  a  truth  God  has  this  day  abundantly  bles- 
sed us,  again  let  us  return  thanks,"  and  he  bowed  the 
knee  and  lifted  up  his  voice,  and  gave  thanks  to  God  for 
his  goodness  to  them.  The  table  was  soon  spread,  and 
the  aged  pair,  and  their  son's  friend  and  their  benefactor 
were  gathered  around  it,  the  lad  who  had  driven  the 
horses  was  among  the  number.  A  blessing  was  invoked 
and  the  meal  partaken  of,  with  grateful  hearts.  When  it 
was  over,  the  day  was  drawing  to  a  close,  and  the  gentle- 
man signified  his  intention  of  returning.  Before  'le  de- 
parted, the  old  family  Bible  was  brought  forward,  and  a 
chapter  read.  The  eyes  of  the  pious  old  man  were  dim- 
med with  age,  and  he  regretted  their  decay,  especially,  as 
it  prevented  his  reading  the  sacred  word.  Again,  the  old 
man  said,  "  Let  us  unite  in  prayer/'  and  again  he  bowed 
himself,  and  invoked  the  choicest  blessings  upon  his  son 
nd  upon  his  friend.  With  a  heart  filled  with  love  and 
admiration  of  the  piety  of  these  aged  saints,  and  deposit- 
ing secretly  between  the  leaves  of  tho  old  Bible  a  twenty 
dollar  bill,  that  friend  departed,  expecting  in  all  probabil- 
ity never  to  see  their  faces  again  upon  the  earth.  A  few 
years  afterwards,  the  same  gentleman  was  attending  a 
commencement  of  one  of  the  New  England  colleges. 


528  SABBATH-DAY 

After  the  close  of  the  exercises,  a  young  gentleman  ap 
preached  hiai,  and  addressing  him  by  name,  said,  "  You 
probably  do  not  recollect  me,  but  I  am  the  person  who 
accompanied  you  on  your  visit  to  the  parents  of  Jonas 
King;  I  date  my  first  serious  religious  impressions  from 
that  day."  That  young  man  was  the  Rev.  Henry  Lyman, 
who  was  afterwards  missionary  to  India ;  and  whose 
prospects  of  usefuhiess  and  whose  life,  were  terminated 
by  the  melancholy  death  of  himself  and  associate,  by  tlie 
cannibals  of  the  Island  of  Sumatra.  The  good  old  man 
has  gone  to  his  rest,  and  by  his  will  left  to  the  friend  of 
his  son,  the  old  family  Bible. 


If  angers  of  the  Theatre. 

It  is  a  well  known  fact,  that  a  large  number  of  all  ',he 
young  men  employed  in  business  in  the  city  of  N  wv 
York,  and  other  large  places,  come  from  the  country. 
Here,  far  from  the  restraints  of  home,  they  are  exposed 
to  the  strongest  temptations.  Ardent,  susceptible,  ani 
inexperienced,  they  fall  an  easy  pray  to  the  destroyer 
A  large  proportion  of  them  are  much  injured,  if  not  en- 
tirely ruined.  This  is  a  fact  so  well  attested,  that  it  is 
almost  unnecessary  to  adduce  any  proof  of  it.  But  it  is 
a  fact  equally  well  attested,  that  the  theatre  is  one  of  the 
principal  means  of  accomplishing  this  result.  "At  a 
place  of  confinement,"  says  the  late  Professor  Knowles 
in  the  "  Christian  Review,"  "  for  Juvenile  offenders,  in 
one  of  our  American  cities,  it  was  found,  on  examination, 
that  a  large  proportion  of  the  boys  began  their  course  of 
crime  by  stealing  money,  that  they  might  buy  tickets  for  the 
theatre  !"  Of  fifteen  young  men  from  the  country,  who  had 
been  in  the  employment  of  a  printer  in  New  York  for  a 
few  years,  thirteen  of  them  were  ruined  by  going  to  the 
theatre.  A  distinguished  attorney  in  the  same  city  has 
been  known  to  affirm,  that  of  the  young  men  from  the 
country  who  have  studied  law  in  his  office,  a  very  few 
only  escaped  the  general  contagion.  Ah  !  who  can  tell 
how  many  hearts  have  been  wrung  with  unutterable  an- 
guish by  the  wreck  of  their  brightest  hopes  respecting 
Iheir  children,  seduced  by  the  theatre  from  their  allegi- 
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ance  to  piety  and  virtue  !    Yes  !  of  that  insiaious  place, 

"Such  a  tale  we  could  tell, 

As  would  chill  the  warm  heart." 

We  migiit  depicture  the  simple,  warm-hearted  boy,  the 
pride  of  his  father,  the  hope  of  his  mother,  drawn  gradu- 
ally and  insensibly  into  the  vortex  of  gay  and  fashionable 
amusement,  then  ingulfed,  and  finally  cast  out  a  hideous 
wreck  upon  the  desert  shore  of  poverty  and  shame.  We 
might  represent  him  with  a  broken  constitution,  and  per- 
haps a  broken  heart,  returning  to  his  miserable  parents  to 
give  them  the  melancholy  satisfaction  of  closing  his  dy- 
ing eyes,  and  following  his  body  with  slow  and  mourn- 
ful steps,  to  the  grave.  Or  we  might  represent  him,  de- 
based and  desperate,  wandering  in  poverty  and  shame, 
far  away  from  the  home  of  his  early  days,  and  at  last 
lying  down  to  die  in  the  presence  of  strangers.  Is  this 
fancy  7  Would  to  God  it  were  nothing  more  !  But  no  ! 
stern  and  too  frequently  recurring  facts  prove  it  a  melan- 
choly reality.  Dr.  Jewel,  of  Philadelphia,  gives  the  fol- 
lowing account  of  a  death-bed  scene  of  one  ''ruined  by 
the  theatre." 

"In  his  youth  he  was  the  gayest  of  the  gay— the 
favored  child  of  favored  parents ;  he  was  indulged  to  a 
fault;  his  every  desire  was  gratified.  He  grew  a  hand- 
some boy,  polite  and  easy  in  his  manners,  gentle  and 
amiable  in  his  disposition  ;  at  school  we  all  loved  him,  and 
in  the  innocent  sports  of  the  play  ground  he  was  the  rino:- 
leader;  he  was  always  our  choice.  When  the  time  came 
for  his  leaving  school  and  engaging  in  mercantile  busi- 
ness, he  mingled  with  new  associates.  Early  in  life  he 
centred  his  affections  upon  a  lovely  girl  of  his  own  age  ; 
they  were  united  in  matrimony,  and  for  a  time,  never  was 
there  a  happier  couple.  But,  alas  !  the  allurements  of 
company,  the  theatre,  the  ball-room,  and  the  tavern,  prov- 
ed temptations  too  powerful  for  his  unsuspecting  heart — • 
the  consequences  are  soon  told.  Driven  from  business, 
excluded  from  virtuous  society,  divorced  from  his  broken- 
hearted wife,  deserted  by  all  his  friends,  he  became  an 
outcast  and  a  beggar.  O !  methoua^ht,  while  I  stood  over 
his  dying  body,  if  he  had  the  ability  to  speak,  and  the  in- 
clination to  communicate,  he  would  address  me  in  some 
such  language  as  this  • — 
45 
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«  Beware  of  the  theatre !  it  first  led  me  in  youth,  and  I 
was  easily  led,  into  immoral  indulgences.  It  is  no  dif 
ficult  task  to  trace  the  primary  step  of  my  destruction  to 
the  lobbies  of  the  theatre,  and  its  infatuating  connexions, 
the  bar  and  the  coffee  room.  There  I  spent  my  evenings ; 
'Shakspeare'  and  Uhe  British  Theatre'  became  my  only 
reading:  actors  and  actresses  my  only  associates.  The 
tavern,  the  oyster  house,  and  houses  of  pleasure,  finally 
drew  me  into  their  destructive  labyrinths.  I  strove  to 
avoid  the  earthly  hell  I  saw  myself  plunging  into;  but 
its  fatal  chains  were  riveted  too  fast,  and  too  strong  upon 
my  poor  soul.  I  attempted  to  plead  with  myself  the  iu- 
nocency  of  my  indulged  pleasures.  It  was  the  gratifica- 
tion of  a  harmless  desire  that  induced  me  for  tiie  first 
lime  to  cross  the  threshhold  of  the  theatre.  It  would  not 
do.  I  could  not  allay  the  pangs  of  an  already  wounded 
conscience.  Well  do  I  remember,  when  the  curtain  rose 
for  the  first  time  to  my  astonished  view,  how  my  heart 
bounded  for  joy  as  I  viewed  the  rich  and  dazzling  scenery, 
and  drank  in  the  deceitful  representations  of  the  actors. 
The  play  was  the  'Road  to  Ruin,' a  true  semblance  of  my 
future  destiny ;  but  little  did  I  then  think  that  I  had 
taken  the  first  step  towards  consequences  fraught  with 
my  eternal  destruction.  The  gfittering  attractions  of  the 
stage  soon  drew  me  there  again,  and  too  soon  did  1  be- 
come infatuated  with  its  seductive  charms.  One  fatal 
step  led  on  to  another,  until  I  found  myself  sliding  rapidly 
down  the  steep  abyss  of  ruin. 

"A  little  restorative  which  I  procured  from  the  distant 
nurse  of  the  ward  aroused  for  a  moment,  in  the  strug- 
gling effort  to  swallow,  the  dying  man  from  what  appear- 
ed to  be  his  sleep  of  death.  I  again  called  him  by  his 
own  familiar  name,  he  again,  and  for  the  last  time  in  this 
world,  looked  at  me;  but,  O!  it  was  a  fearful  look! 
Heaving  a  deep  drawn  deathly  sigh,  he  put  out  his  ema- 
ciated and  cold  hand,  and  attempted  to  speak ;  his  voice 
failed  him,  he  recovered  himself,  and  made  a  second  ef- 
fort, it  was  a  desperate  one — 'O,  W ,  calling  me 

by  name, '  the  theatre,'  the  first  fruits  of  my  transgression, 
is  sending  my  poor  lost  soul  to  hell ;  O  !  admonish  the,  the, 
the  "—young  he  v/ould  have  said,  but  his  utterance  and 
his  bretUh  were  simultaneously  interrupted  by  the  death 
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ffur^le.  After  several  ineffectual  attempts  to  breathe 
freely,  during  which  he  firmly,  yet  insensibly  grasped 
my  hand,  he  gave  one  long  gasp,  and  was  no  more — his 
unfettered  spirit  had  forsaken  its  earthly  tenement,  and 
fled  to  regions  beyond  the  grave." 

Late  hours,  which  prevent  all  evening  devotion,  ex- 
pose to  strong  temptations,  and  shroud  in  darkness 
"deeds  without  a  name,"  seem  intimately  connected  with 
the  amusements  of  the  stage.  Every  theatre  has  a  splen- 
did and  well  furnished  bar,  or  saloon^  as  it  is  called, 
where  the  friends  of  the  drama  quench  their  thirst  and 
inflame  their  passions.  Almost  every  estabhshment  of 
this  kind  is  flanked  by  taverns,  recesses  and  houses  of 
bad  fame,  which,  from  their  vicinity  to  the  theatre,  bring 
enormous  rents  to  their  mercenary  proprietors.  That 
habits  of  intemperance  are  often  acquired  as  a  conse- 
quence of  attending  the  theatre,  is  a  fact  but  too  well  at- 
tested in  melancholy  history  of  thousands.  Thus  late 
hours,  intemperance  and  licentiousness,  dark  and  mel- 
ancholy ^r/o  .'  appear  naturally  and  necessarily  to  asso- 
ciate themselves  with  the  amusements  of  the  theatre. 
And  why  is  it,  we  may  well  inquire,  that  this  institution 
comes  so  directly  into  competition  with  the  claims  of  re- 
ligion, temperance  and  chastity?  Why  should  it,  like 
some  great  centre  of  moral  evil,  draw  towards  it  so  many 
influences  of  an  immoral  tendency?  Why  should  the 
blood  of  the  ruined  be  found  upon  its  walls?  Why,  in 
one  word,  siiould  it  be  so  intimately  connected,  not  only 
in  the  minds  of  good  men,  but  also,  in  fact,  with  all  that 
we  hate — with  all  that  we  dread  7 


Temptations  of  l^oung  •Iflen* 

I  CAN  hardly  nanie  a  temptation  so  great,  so  fearful  to 
a  young  man,  as  that  of  handling  money  which  is  not  his 
own  :  and  rf  [  were  to  offer  a  special  prayer  for  my  son, 
it  would  be  that  he  might  not  be  tempted  in  this  way. 
Few,  very  few  can  withstand  it.  And  at  the  present 
time  it  has  become  so  common,  I  had  almost  said  so  fash- 
ionable, for  men  and  boys  to  spend  what  is  not  their  own^ 
that  the  moral  sense  of  the  community  has  received  a 
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shock  from  wliich,  I  am  afraid,  it  will  not  soon  recovei. 
If  you  steal  an  overcoat,  to  shield  yon  from  the  blast,  the 
watchman's  rattle  will  soon  make  you  sensible  that  you 
have  disgraced  yourself,  and  you  are  a  thief.  But  if  you 
have  taken  and  used  tens  of  thousands  of  money  not 
your  own,  you  are  not  a  thief! — you  are  only  a — de- 
faulter !  And  so  common  has  it  become,  that  the  sense 
of  shame  is  almost  gone — and  the  sense  of  guilt  seems 
entirely  gone.  I  can  now  carry  back  my  mind  to  my 
college  days.  There  was  a  youth  in  the  next  class,  re- 
markable for  his  simplicity  and  economy  of  dress,  and 
for  his  repubUcan  habits.  You  would  suppose  that  gold 
and  copper  would  be  alike  in  his  eye.  He  grows  up, 
enters  upon  his  profession  as  a  lawyer,  marries  into  a  very 
respectable  family,  and  is  accounted  an  honest  man  !  He 
becomes  an  officer  in  a  money  corporation.  You  meet 
him  at  the  Springs,  and  in  the  best  of  society.     1  take  up 

a  paper  this  very  week,  and  read  that ,  Esq.,  is  a 

defaulter  for  several  times  ten  thousand  dollars !  The 
pure-minded  youth,  the  stern  lawyer,  who  has  probably 
prosecuted  many  a  poor  wretch  for  stealing  a  few  dol- 
lars— has  been  tempted,  and  who  is  surprised  that  he 
yielded  ?  Who  is  surprised  that  he  is  denominated  only 
a — defaulter  !  We  have  almost  come  to  this,  that  places 
of  trust  and  of  handling  money,  mean  little  more  than 
places  where  those  may  help  themselves  who  can  obtain 
the  posts  !  and  it  is  almost  thought  to  be  cowardly,  and 
hardly  worth  a  paragraph  in  the  daily  paper,  to  be  a  de- 
falter  for  a  moderate  su;n  !  We  shall  be  told  that  there 
are  high-minded  and  honorable  men  at  these  posts  still. 
We  have  no  doubt  of  it.  That  there  are  honest  poor  men 
who  daily  handle  thousands  of  money.  We  do  not  doubt 
it.  But  who  does  not  know  that  confidence  is  so  shaken 
between  man  and  man,  that  the  whole  community  are  in 
unutterable  anguish  ! 

Oh  !  that  these  young  men,  just  coniing  upon  the  stage 
of  action,  might  take  warning  from  the  fearful  disclosure 
now  so  common  !  I  would  have  them  remember  that  no 
man  becomes  a  monster,  in  any  crime,  at  once — that 
there  is  hardly  such  a  thing  as  the  first  crime  in  dishon- 
esty— that  he  who  allows  himself  to  borrow  a  shilling 
out  of  his  master's  drawer^  with  the  secret  determination 


MISCELLANY.  633 

to  repay  it,  has  begun  a  downward  course  from  which 
he  will  be  very  hkely  never  to  recover — for  he  that  is 
unjust  in  that  which  is  least,  is  unjust  in  that  which  is 
much— and  the  same  heart  which  to-day  prompts  you  to 
be  a  defaulter  for  the  shilling  which  you  hope  to  pay,  but 
hope  in  vain,  will  hereafter,  if  you  have  the  opportunity, 
lead  you  to  take  tens  of  thousands  which  are  not  your 
own.  How  fearfully  common  is  it,  to  see  it  announced 
that  such  a  man,  supposed  to  be  a  pattern  of  integrity,  of 
morality,  of  religion  even — who  was  supposed  even  by 
his  wife  to  be  upright,  and  honorable,  and  affluent,  has 
turned  out  to  have  been  a  knave  for  years  !  Oh !  never 
did  I  understand,  till  lately,  how  awfully  great  is  the 
temptation,  when  we  have  the  handling  of  money  not 
our  own  !  Most  tenderly  do  I  warn  these  young  men 
of  the  danger  ;  most  earnestly  do  I  beseech  them  not  to 
desire  to  see  money  not  their  own;  not  to  handle  it:  and, 
above  all,  never,  never^  never  borrow  a  farthing  un- 
known to  the  lender,  with  the  secret  promise  of  return- 
ing it.  The  first  time  you  do  that,  you  have  begun  to 
let  out  the  waters,  and  you  will  dig  more  and  more,  till 
you  are  carried  away  by  the  flood,  beyond  the  possibility 
of  ever  regaining  the  shore,  and  beyond  ever  returning 
to  the  place  of  innocency — the  only  safe  spot ! 


Piety  the  ^mttie  Every  \%Viere 

The  similarity  of  feeling  in  the  experience  of  the  pious 
has  often  been  remarked,  and  has  been  justly  considered 
a  strong  evidence  of  the  divine  origin  of  experimental 
religion :  for  how,  otherwise,  can  this  uniformity  of  the 
views  and  feelings  of  the  pious,  in  all  ages  and  countries, 
be  accounted  for  /  Enthusiasm  assumes  a  thouand  dif- 
ferent shapes  and  hues,  and  is  marked  by  no  uniform 
characteristics  ;  but  scriptural  piety  is  the  same  now,  as 
in  the  days  of  David  and  Asaph  ;  the  same  as  when  Paul 
lived ,  the  same  as  experienced  by  the  pious  fathers  of 
the  Christian  church  ;  the  same  as  described  by  the  Re- 
formers, the  Puritans,  and  by  the  evangelical  preachers 
and  writers  of  the  present  day.  When  the  gospel  takes 
*;ffect  on  any  of  the  heathen,  although  it  is  certain  that 
45*  35 
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liiey  never  had  the  opportunity  of  learnnig  any  thing  of 
this  ivind  from  others,  yet  we  find  tliem  expressing  the 
same  feeHngs  which  are  common  to  other  christians.  Per- 
sons from  ditferent  quarters  of  the  globe,  whose  vernacu- 
lar tongue  is  entirely  different,  yet  speak  the  same  language 
in  religion.  Members  of  churches,  which  hold  no  com- 
munion ;  and  which,  perhaps,  view  each  other,  when  at 
a  distance,  as  heretics,  often,  when  brought  together,  re- 
cognise in  one  another,  dear  brethren,  who  are  of  one 
mind  in  their  religious  experience. 

The  late  eminently  pious  and  learned  theologian,  the 
Rev.  Dr.  Livingston,  related  to  me,  not  many  years  before 
his  decease,  a  pleasant  anecdote,  which  will  serve  to  illus 
trate  the  point  under  consideration ;  and  which  I  com- 
municate to  the  public  more  willingly,  because  I  do  not 
know  that  he  has  left  any  record  of  it  behind  him. 
While  a  student  at  the  University  of  Utrecht,  a  number 
of  pious  persons,  from  the  town  and  from  among  the  stu- 
dents, were  accustomed  to  meet  for  free  conversation  on 
experimental  religion,  and  for  prayer  and  praise,  in  a  so- 
cial capacity.  On  one  of  these  occasions,  when  the  sim- 
ilarity of  the  exercises  of  the  pious,  in  all  countries  and 
ages,  was  the  subject  of  conversation,  it  was  remarked 
by  one  of  the  company,  that  there  was  then  present  a 
representative  from  each  of  the  four  quarters  of  the 
world.  These  were  Dr.  Livingston  from  America,  a 
young  man  from  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  in  Africa, 
another  student  from  one  of  the  Dutch  possessions  in  the 
East  Indies,  and  many  natives  of  Europe,  of  course.  It 
was  therefore  proposed,  that  at  the  next  meeting,  the  three 
first  gentlemen  referred  to,  together  with  an  eminently 
pious  young  nobleman  of  Holland,  should  each  give  a 
particular  narrative  of  the  rise  and  progress  of  the  work 
of  grace  in  his  soul.  The  proposal  was  universally  ac- 
ceptable ;  and,  accordingly,  a  narrative  was  heard  from  a 
native  of  each  of  the  four  quarters  of  the  globe ;  of  their 
views  and  feeling:s,  of  their  trials  and  temptations,  &c. 
The  result  was  highly  gratifying  to  all  present;  and  I 
think  that  Dr.  Livingston  said,  that  it  was  generally  ad- 
mitted by  those  present,  that  they  liad  never  before  wit* 
iiessed  so  interesting:  a  scene. 
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In  the  retired,  though  populous  parish  of  W- 


where  our  country  residence  has  long  been  fixed,  it  has 
been  my  lot  to  witness  many  scenes  of  illness  and  of 
death  amongst  our  poorer  neighbors.  The  greater  num- 
ber, I  should  say,  were  calculated  to  raise  our  hopes,  and 
enlarge  our  faith  in  the  highest  degree  ;  for  their  end 
was  peace,  patience  in  much  suffering,  and  a  death-bed 
cheered  by  faith  in  the  merits  of  a  dying  Saviour.  I 
has  often  struck  me,  that,  amongst  the  humbler  class 
those  apparently  blessed  with  the  lewest  advantages,  wa 
meet  with  more  active  faith,  and  a  more  sure  dependence 
upon  the  divine  will,  with  a  less  dread  of  the  last  awful 
summons.  Often,  when  taking  the  last  farewell  of  some 
of  these  humble  and  lowly  spirits,  have  I  prayed,  '  that 
my  end  might  be  as  peaceful  as  theirs.'  It  was  indeed  a 
practical  lesson  of  humility.  "  God  hath  chosen  the 
foolish  things  of  the  world  to  confound  the  wise ;  and 
God  hath  chosen  the  weak  things  of  the  world  to  con- 
found the  things  which  are  mighty." 

One  year  I  was  called  upon  to  visit,  for  many  months, 
at  two  cottages  a  very  short  distance  apart :  both  inmates 
were  in  a  hopeless  state  as  far  as  regards   the  body,  but 

one  of  the  poor  women,  Jane, was  much  blessea 

in  her  sufferings  ;  she  was  dying  of  a  peculiary  painful 
disease  of  malignant  character ;  she  was  in  constanc 
bodily  agony,  and  could  get  little  or  no  rest  by  day  or 
night.  The  disease  was  beyond  the  aid  of  all  human 
alleviation;  for  every  thing  that  kindness  or  sympathy 
could  suggest  had  been  tried,  but  without  effect ;  all  med- 
ical assistance  was  pronounced   useless,  and  poor  Jane 

P lingered  on  from  month  to  month,   patient  and 

resigned,  but  without  a  hope  of  any  relief  from  pain  on  this 
side  the  grave.  It  was  distressing  to  witness  her  bod- 
ily sufferings  ;  she  constantly  said,  that,  if  it  was  not  for 
the  consolation  of  '  prayer,'  she  did  not  think  she  could 
get  through  her  days,  but  the  blessed  hope  of  salvation 
through  the  merits  of  her  Saviour  cheered  her  onwards, 
'xnd  I  never  heard  a  murmur  or  saw  an  impatient  ges- 
ture during  the  many  long,  weary  months  I  visited  her 
numble  abode.     '  It  is  the  Lord's  will,  siie  would  merely 
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say,  ^and  he  kn^ws  what  is  best  for  us  poor  sinners.' 
The  Bible  was  her  guide,  and  she  was  thankful  to  hear 
it  read  when  increasing  weakness  prevented  her  reading 
the  holy  precepts  herself.  One  of  her  children  (for  she 
had  a  large  family,)  a  little  boy,  and  evidently  at  heart 
the  mother's  darling,  was  constant  in  his  tiny  endeavors 
to  be  of  use  to  his  suffering  parent,  and  he  daily  read  a 
portion  of  the  Scriptures  to  her  on  his  return  from  the 
village  school.  She  said  he  often  soothed  her  by  his 
ready  attention  and  affection  ;  'He  seems  to  feel  for  me  : 
if  he  only  says,  Good  night  mother,  he  says  it  so  kind  like, 
that  I  am  sure  it  does  me  good.'  Poor  soul !  her  hus- 
band was  a  rough,  hard-working  man,  some  years  her 
senior ;  he  had  a  large  sickly  family,  as  well  as  his  poor 
afflicted  wife,  to  maintain  out  of  his  weekly  wages,  there- 
fore some  allowance  might  perhaps  be  made  ;  but  I  fear 
he  was  not  always  so  kind  as  he  ought  to  have  been,  and 
I  sometimes  had  reason  to  suspect  that  the  curse  of  this 
country's  rural  population,  'the  beer -shops,' deco^^ed  him 
into  spending  a  larger  proportion  of  his  wages  than  was 
suited  either  to  his  finances  or  to  his  own  well  doing. 
But  never,  by  word,  or  look,  did  the  poor  patient  sulTerer 
imply  that  such  was  the  case :  she  was  thankful  for  any 
little  assistance  or  attention  bestowed,  and' always  seemed 
anxious  to  make  the  best  of  her  melancholy  situation. 
Her  thoughts  were  evidently  not  on  this  world  ;  she  was 
willing  to  abide  God's  time  cheerfally,  though  a  release 
from  a  painful  state  of  warfare  was  what  sne  earnestly 
desired.  She  told  me,  when  her  illness  first  began  to 
assume  its  alarming  appearance,  she  was  often  much 
troubled  in  her  mind,  for  when  poverty  and  sickness  are 
combined,  the  prospect  is  very  bitter — none  can  tell  how 
bitter  but  those  who  have  experienced  it, — but  poor  Jane 
said  the  Lord  had  in  much  mercy  remembered  her,  for 
she  had  not  only  met  with  many  kind-hearted  friends 
v/ho  had  amply  relieved  hor  eartlily  wants,  but  she  had 
been  blessed  with  the  advantage  of  much  spiritual  con- 
solation, and  many  otherwise  dreary  hours  had  been 
beguiled  of  half  their  anguish,  half  their  bitterness. 

The  last  time  1  saw  her.  it  was  one  bright  sunny  after- 
noon. I  had  walked  across  the  verdant  fields  after  the 
morninir  service — for  it  was  the  sabbath  day — all  nature 


MISCELLANY.  537 

looked  blythe  and  gay  ;  the  birds  were  singing  merrily ; 
the  wild  flowers  reveled  in  the  golden  sunbeams :  the 
corn  gave  promise  of  a  plentiful  harvest ;  and  the  deep 
blue  sky  was  free  from  even  the  shadow  of  a  cloud. 
How  different  the  scene  which  was  presented  to  my  view 
when  I  entered  that  sorrow-stricken  cottage !  the  poor 
man  and  his  young  family  were  all  assembled  in  the  lit- 
tle dark  kitchen,  a  comfortless  looking  place,  which  plain- 
ly told  how  much  the  deprivation  of  the  hitherto  helping 
hand  was  felt.  They  begged  I  would  go  up  stairs,  for 
'she  is  very  bad,'  was  all  the  communication  which  pas- 
sed ere  I  was  clambering  up  the  perpendicular  staircase, 
and  found  myself  alone  with  poor  Jane  ;  she  was  sinking 
fast,  but  she  spoke  cheerfully  as  soon  as  she  distinguished 
my  voice,  for  her  sight  was  dim.  I  sat  down  by  the  side 
of  her  humble  pallet  with  its  patch-work  quilt,  and  very 
sweet  it  was  to  hear  the  dying  accents  of  praise  and 
thanksgiving  amidst  the  pangs  of  this  life's  curse  ;  for, 
with  a  thorough  conviction  of  her  own  sinful  state,  and  a 
firm  reliance  on  her  Saviours  intercession  at  the  throne 
of  mercy,  the  arch-enemy,  death,  seemed  robbed  of  half 
its  sting,  before  the  last  fearful  scene  was  passed.  '  I 
hardly  thought  to  see  you  again,  ma'am„,  but  the  change 
will  soon  come,  I  am  quite  happy  and  ready,  and  I  bless 
the  Lord  daily  for  the  many  mercies  he  has  vouchsafed 
to  me,  even  unto  the  last;  God  bless  you,  ma'am  we  may 
meet  again,  but  not  here.' 

After  a  pause  she  told  me  of  the  few  arrangements 
which  she  hoped  would  be  effected  with  regard  to  her 
children,  particularly  with  respect  to  the  baby,  which 
alas  !  was  but  a  few  months  old,  and  required,  from  its 
extreme  delicacy,  more  than  ordinary  care  :  '  It  may 
seem  hard,'  she  feebly  murmured,  '  to  be  called  away  sc 
early  from  all  those  dear  ties  of  earthly  affection  ;  anck 
had  it  pleased  God  to  have  allowed  me  a  longer  space  for 
their  sakes,  I  should  have  rejoiced,  but  I  feel  sure  all  is  or- 
dered for  the  best.  I  leave  them  to  the  care  of  one  who 
will  never  forsake  or  desert  his  own  ;  the  Lord  is  merci- 
ful, and  will  remember  us ;  and  for  myself, "  to  die  is  gain 
indeed.'  " 

I  parted  from  my  poor  friend :  and  very  soon  after- 
wards  she  was  mercifully  removed  from   amongst  us. 
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May  we  not  with  humble  faith  in  God's  promises,  beheve 
that  her  earthly  sufferings  were  sanctified  to  her,  and 
that  she  is  now  in  eternal  rest,  that  blessed  rest  which 
we  are  all  looking  forward  to,  under  the  guidance  of  the 
Holy  Spirit, — that  farewell  token  of  the  presence  of  our 
merciful  Redeemer  sent  in  mercy,  to  cheer  the  drooping 
and  the  weary  on  the  heaven-bound  pathway? 

My  visits  to  the  cottage  of  Margaret   S were 

more  painful ;  for  she,  poor  creature,  though  lingering 
under  an  equally  hopeless  disorder,  but  not  of  so  distress- 
ing a  character  as  that  of  her  poor  neighbor,  yet  could  not 
turn  her  thoughts  to  that  world  where  alone  true  joys 
are  to  be  found.  She  was  irritated  and  annoyed  when- 
ever the  subject  was  brought  before  her.  'She  should 
get  well,  she  was  not  thinking  of  dying;  when  her' 
cough  was  better  and  she  could  gain  a  little  strength,  she 
knew  she  should  be  about  again  ;  and  what  was  the  use 
of  making  her  mope  and  fancy  she  was  ill  ?'  It  was  use- 
less to  argue  with  her  whilst  in  this  frame  of  mind.  She 
could  read,  but  the  bible  seemed  to  give  her  no  consola- 
tion. In  early  life  she  had  not  always  borne  the  best  of 
characters,  and  she  had  at  one  time  fallen  deeply  into  sin  ; 
but  since  her  marriage  with  William  S she  ap- 
peared to  fulfil  her  various  duties  most  satisfactorily,  and 
was  notable  and  thrifty  in  her  household  management ; 
but  there  was  still  a  restless  sort  of  incipient  discontent, 
a  half-smothered  churlishness  of  manner,  which  seemed 
struggling  with  better  feelings.  She  evidently  shrunk 
from  any  serious  cause  of  self  examination,  not  heeding 
our  blessed  Saviour's  declaration,  that  he  came  to  seek 
and  to  save  that  which  was  lost,  and  that  there  is  joy  in 
heaven  over  one  sinner  that  repenteth.  I  lent  her  some 
books,  in  the  hope,  vain  as  it  proved,  of  interesting  her 
feelings,  and  thereby  engaging  her  attention  in  the  cause, 
but  the  only  comment  she  ever  made  was,  'That  she 
dared  say  they  were  very  good  books ;  it  might  be  all 
very  true ;  she  could  not  say  but  what  that  might  suit 
some  folks,  but  she  should  be  well  soon,  and  did  not 
need  to  have  such   serious  thoughts  put  into  her  head.' 

Poor  Margaret  S had  very  many  earthly  blessings; 

for  she  had  an  excellent,  kind-hearted  husband,  a  healthy 
family,  daughters  both  able  and  willing  to  attend  upon 
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her,  and  a  nice  cheerful  cottage,  and  their  landlord  and 
master  was  kind  and  considerate  to  them  in  all  respects. 
It  was  sad,  however,  to  see  her,  poor  woman,  time  after 
time,  when  I  went  into  the  little  kitchen,  sitting  rocking 
herself  backwards  and  forwards  in  the  chimney  corner, 
gradually  getting  weaker  and  weaker,  yet  each  time 
assuring  me  she  had  no  thought  of  dying.  '  I  must  get 
well,'  was  the  constant  cry,  which  only  sounded  too  like, 
'I  will  get  well.'  She  was  always  glad  to  see  me  ;  and 
at  one  time  when  illness  had  prevented  my  going  to  see 
her  as  usual,  she  expressed  her  regret  at  my  nonappear- 
ance ;  she  did  not  like  to  hear  me  allude  to  the  fallen 
state  of  man,  and  the  last  final  change,  but  she  felt  nev- 
ertheless, that  it  was  her  own  eternal  interest  I  had  at 
heart  when  I  endeavored,  day  by  day,  to  direct  her 
thoughts  to  that  one,  that  only  source  of  comfort  to  the 
repentant  sinner, — a  dying  Saviour's  love!  -'Let  us 
therefore  come  boldly  to  the  throne  of  grace,  that  we 
may  obtain  mercy  and  find  grace  to  help  in  time  of  need." 
Margaret  sometimes  asked  me   how  that  poor  creature 

Jane  P was  getting  on,   generally  accompanying 

the  inquiry  with  the  observation,  '  Ah  !  ma'am,  she  really 
is  dying.'  I  ventured  once  to  describe  the  patience  and 
resignation  of  her  poor  afflicted  neighbor,  who  was  some 
fifteen  years  younger,  having  barely  numbered  thirty 
summers,  and  who  bore  meekly  the  heavy  dispensation 
with  which  it  had  pleased  the  Lord  to  try  her  strength. 
'  Poor  wretch  !  so  I  have  heard  say,'  was  all  the  comment 
vouchsafed  in  reply  to  the  interesting  details  of  her  fel- 
low Christian's  heavenly  frame  of  mind. 

Only  a  few  weeks  before  Margaret  was  called  to  her 

account  Jane  P was  released  from  her  sufferings  ; 

their  remains  were  deposited  in  the  self-same  year  ;  but 
oh  !  how  different  were  their  respective  views ;  one  look- 
ing forward  with  the  blessed  hope  of  a  joyful  resurrec- 
tion, the  parting  scene  gilded  even  in  poverty  and  agony, 
with  the  bright  and  as  unclouded  as  that  to  me,  memora- 
ble sabbath-day,  when  I  bade  farewell  to  the  departing 
spirit — and  the  other — I  can  only  look  back  with  regret 

to  the  state  of  feeling  manifested  by  Margaret  S ; 

for  it  is  a  cheerless  prospect  to  see  a  fellow  being  wilfully 
blind  to  all  spiritual  consolation  and  expectations,  and  to 
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see  that  fellow-mortal  drooping  and  passing  away  to  that 
bourne  from  whence  no  traveller  returns,  without  feel- 
ing that  precious  gift  of  the  Holy  Spirit  descending  upon 
the  heart,  creating  and  making  all  tilings  new,  sheddmg 
its  glorious  light  even  upon  the  confines  of  the  tomb,  and 
teaching  us  the  awful  truth  contained  in  the  Holy  Scrip- 
tures, "  To  die  is  gain." 


•In  Important  lottery* 

It  has  been  computed  that,  among  10,000  people,  the 
average  deaths  will  be  one  a  day.  If  this  computation 
be  accurate,  a  person  in  common  health  has  a  daily  risk 
of  dying,  which,  compared  with  the  chances  of  life,  is  in 
the  same  proportion  as  an  unit  bear  to  the  number  9999. 
This  risk  is  seemingly  so  small  that  it  commonly  gives 
no  alarm,  and  is  scarcely  thought  of;  whereas,  if  the 
same  risk  was  placed  on  a  different  ground  so  as  to  be  seen 
in  another  light,  it  would  be  generally  alarming — sup- 
pose, for  instance,  that  to-morrow  morning  a  lottery  were 
to  be  drawn  of  this  kind  :  9999  white  balls,  and  one  black 
ball,  should  be  thrown  promiscuously  into  a  box,  and  that 
10,000  people,  you  and  I  among  the  number,  should  each 
put  in  a  hand,  and  draw  out  a  ball  at  random,  and  who- 
ever chanced  to  draw  the  black  ball  should  inevitably 
sufi'er  death  within  24  hours :  I  say,  if  we  knew  such  a 
lottery  were  to  be  drawn  to-morrow  morning,  and  we 
must  take  our  chance,  it  would  doubtless  produce  in  us 
some  serious  apprehensions,  and  might  probably  inter- 
rupt our  sleep  to-night. 


VALUABLE 

HISTORICAL,   THEOLOGICAL, 

AND 

mSCELLANEOUS 

PUBLISHED  BY 

LEART  &  GETZ, 

No.  224  North  Second  Street, 

PHILADELPHIA. 


JB^rAny  Book  in  this  Catalogue  will  be  sent  by  mail,  postage  paid,  on 
receipt  of  the  Retail  Price  in  money  or  in  postage  stamps. 


B^"P«7aon.s  desiring  to  act  as  Agents  for  the  sale  of  these  Boohs,  can  receive  all 
necessary  informal  ion  relating  to  the  business  by  addressing  as  above. 


I.EARY   &  0£TZ^  Pulilisiiers, 


Pilgrim's  Progress. — A  new  Pictorial  Edition.    With  a 

life  of  the  Author,  with  Scott's  full  and  explanatory  Notes.     Illustrated 

by  fine  Engravings.     12mo.,  cloth,  gilt,     {very  large  type,) ],.00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt, „ 1.25 

Do  do  red  morocco,  full  gilt, 2.00 

The  Family  Sabbath  Day  Miscellany.  —  Comprising 

over  three  hundred  Religious  Tales  and  Anecdotes,  original  and  select, 
with  occasional  Reflections,  for  the  use  of  families  on  the  Lord's  Day. 

By  C.  A.  Goodrich.     12mo.,  Numerous  Engravings,  cloth,  gilt, 1.00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt, 1.25 

Do  do  red  morocco,  full  gilt, 2.00 

■Life  of  Christ,  to  which  is  added  the  Lives  and  Sufferings 

of  his  Holy  Evangelists  and  Apostles.  By  Rev.  John  Fleetwood,  D.  D., 
with  an  Introduction  by  Prof.  S.  Seager.     12mo.,  460  pages,  numerous 

Engravings,  cloth,  gilt, .- 1.00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt, 1.25 

Do  do  red  morocco,  full  gilt, 2.00 

The  Christian's  Legacy— or,  Bible  Directory.    By  Rev. 

Wm.  Jackson;  with  an  appendix  containing  a  compendium  of  the  Holy 
Bible ;  designed  for  making  the  reading  and  study  of  the  Scriptures  more 

easy,  12mo.,  twenty-five  full  page  engravings,  cloth,  gilt,  1.00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt, 1,26 

Do  do  red  morocco,  full  gilt,  2.00 

Enapp's  Female  Biography— Containing  short  Biogra- 
phies of  Distinguished  Woflien,  in  diflFerent  Nations  and  Ages.  By  S.  L. 
Knapp.     Illustrated  with  Elegant  Engravings,  12mo,  cloth,  gilt,....  1.00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt, 1.25 

Do  do  red  morocco,  full  gilt, 2.00 

The  Historical  Cabinet — Containing  authentic  Accounts 

of  many  Remarkable  and  Interesting  Events  which  have  taken  place  in 
modern  times.  Carefully  Collected  and  Compiled  from  various  sources, 
and  not  to  be  found  in  any  one  work  heretofore  published.     12mo,  over 

500  pages.     Illustrated  with  fifty  Engravings,  cloth,  gilt, 1.00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt, 1.25 

Do  do  red  morocco,  full  gilt 2.00 

The  Young  Man's  Book  of  Knowledge— Containing  a 

Familiar  view  of  the  Importance  of  Religion,  the  Works  of  Nature,  Logic, 
Eloquence,  the  Passions,  Matter  and  Motion,  Magnetism,  Mechanical 
Powers,  Hydrostatics,  Hydraulics,  Optics,  Acoustics,  Electricity,  Gal- 
vanism, Geometry,  Geography,  Astronomy,  Chronology,  History,  &c., 
&c.  By  Thomas  Tegg.  To  which  is  added  an  Epitome  of  American 
History,  and  appropriate  Reflections  on  the  Prosperity,  Influence  ana 
Importance  of  the  United  States.     Illustrated  with  fine  Engravings,  cloth, 

gilt,  12mo, 1-00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt, 1.25 

The  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments;  or,  the  Thousand 

and  one  Nights.  A  new  edition,  translated  and  arranged  for  Family 
Reading.  *  12mo,  nearly  one  hundred  Engravings,  cloth,  gilt, 1.00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt, 1.25 
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The  Glory  of  America — Comprising  Memoirs  of  the  Lives 

and  Glorious  Exploits  of  some  of  the  most  Distinguished  Officers  en- 
gaged in  the  Revolutionary  and  Late  Wars  with  Great  Britain,  Illus- 
trated with  numerous  Engravings,  cloth,  gilt, 1.00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt, 1,25 

Old  Christianity  against  Papal  Novelties;  including  a 

Review  of  Dr.  Miluer's  end  of  Controversy,  By  Gideon  Ouseley.  In 
one  large  duodecimo  volume,  406  pp.,  cloth,  gilt,     "A  Book  that  should 

be  in  the  hands  of  every  American  Christian," 1.00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt,  1.25 

The  Closing  Scene;  or,  Christianity  and  Infidelity  Con- 
trasted, in  the  Last  Hours  of  Remarkable  Persons.  By  Rev.  Ersldne 
Neale,  A,  M,  One  handsome  duodecimo  volume,  cloth,  gilt.  With  two 
handsome  Engravings  representing  the  Christian's  and  the   Infidel's 

Death-beds, 1.00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt, 1,25 

St.  Pierre's  Studies  of  Nature— Translated  by  Henry 

Hunter,  D.  D.,  who  observes  in  his  preface: — "St.  Pierre  has  enabled 
me  to  contemplate  the  Universe  with  other  eyes — has  furnished  new  ar- 
guments to  combat  Atheism — has  established  beyond  the  power  of  con- 
tradiction, the  doctrine  of  a  Universal  Providence — has  excited  a  warmer 
interest  in  favour  of  suffering  humanity,  and  has  disclosed  sources  un- 
known of  intellectual  enjoyment,"  cloth,  gilt, 1.00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt, 1,25 

Combe  on  the  Constitution  of  Man. — The  Constitution 

of  Man  considered  in  relation  to  external  objects,  by  George  Combe.  A 
reprint  from  the  late  Edinburgh  Edition,  Complete  in  1  volume,  12mo., 
cloth,  gilt, 1.00 

The  Complete  Cook  and  Confectioner — Containing  se- 
ven hundred  plain  and  practical  receipts  in  Cooking,  Baking,  Boiling, 
Roasting  and  Frying  Fish,  Meats,  Seasoning,  Cooking  Vegetables,  Pre- 
paring Salads,  Clarifying,  Making  of  Pastry,  Puddings,  Gruels,  Gravies, 
&c.  Also,  five  hundred  plain  and  practical  receipts  in  Confectionery, 
for  making  all  kinds  of  Cakes,  Candies,  Jellies,  Preserves,  Sugar  Boiling, 
Ice  Creams,  every  description  of  Plain  and  Ornamental  Cakes,  Orna- 
ments, Syrups,  Artificial  Yeasts,  Fancy  Biscuits,  Rolls,  Muffins,  Tarts, 
Pies,  &c.     By  Sanderson  and  Parkinson.     12mo.,  cloth,  gilt, 1.00 

Simms'  Life  of  General  Nathanael  Greene— Major  Ge- 
neral in  the  Army  of  the  Revolution ;  with  interesting  and  Authentic 
Accounts  of  some  nf  the  most  Important  Events  in  the  Revolutionary 
Struggle.  By  W\  Gilmore  Simms.  In  one  handsome  12mo,  volume, 
beautifully  illustrated  by  colored  Engravings.     Arabesque,  gilt, ,..    1.25 

ffistory  of  the  Devil. — Containing  his  Origin;  a  State  of 
his  dircumstances :  his  Conduct,  Public  and  Private:  the  various  turns 
of  his  atfairs  from  Adam  down  to  the  present  time ;  the  various  methods 
he  takes  to  converse  with  Mankind;  with  the  manner  of  his  making 
Witches,  Wizards  and  Conjurers;  and  how  they  see  their  souls  to  him, 
&c.,  &c.  The  whole  interspersed  with  many  of  the  Devil's  Adventures, 
to  which  is  added  a  description  of  his  Dwelling,  called  Hell.  By  De  Foe, 
author  of  "Robinson  Crusoe,"     One  volume,  12mo,,  cloth, 1.00 
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Pilgrim's  Progress. — A.  new  Octavo  Pictorial  edition.    To 

which  is  addect  The  Travels  of  the  Ungodly,  or  the  Life  and  Death  of 
Mr.  Badman,  contained  in  no  other  edition.  Also  containing  a  Life  of 
Bunyan,  and  Scott's  numerous  and  full  explanatory  notes.  Very  large 
type,  being  the  most  readable  edition  published  in  the  United  States. 
Illustrated  with  fine  engravings,  and  bound  in  neat  plain  cloth,....    2.00 

Do  do  arabesque,  gilt, 2.50 

Do  do  red  morocco,  full  gilt, 3.00 

Do  do  super  extra  antique,  5.00 

rieetwood's  Life  of  Christ,  with  the  Lives,  Transactions 

and  Suiferings  of  his  Holy  Evangelists,  Apostles  and  other  Primitive 
Martyrs ;  and  a  History  of  the  Jews,  brought  down  to  the  destruction  of 
Jerusalem.  By  the  Rev.  John  Fleetwood,  D.  D.  To  which  is  added  a 
continuation  of  the  History  of  the  Jews  to  the  present  time.  One  large 
octavo  volume,  embellished  with  twenty-five  fine  coloured  Engravings, 

strongly  and  neatly  bound, 2.60 

Do  do  red  morocco,  full  gilt, 3.00 

Do  do  super  extra  antique, 5.00 

Burder's  History  of  ail  Keligions.— From  the  Earliest 

Records  to  the  Present  Time  ,  By  VVm.  Burder,  B.  A.  Greatly  im- 
proved as  a  Book  of  Reference,  by  the  insertion  of  a  Full  Account,  His- 
torical, Doctrinal,  and  Statistical,  of  the  Principal  Religious  Denomina- 
tions of  the  United  States.  By  the  Rev.  Joel  Parker,  D.  D.  Embellished 
with  numerous  elegant  Engravings.     One  large  octavo  volume,  of  700 

pages,  beautifully  bound,  in  embossed  morocco, 3.00 

Do  do  super  extra  antique, 5.00 

Frost's  Lives  of  Eminent  Christians-— This  Work  con- 
tains the  Lives  of  One  Hundred  and  Twenty-five  Persons,  of  both  sexes, 
remarkable  for  their  Piety  and  Philanthropic  Deeds ;  illustrated  with  nu- 
merous Portraits.     One  volume  8vo.  arabesque, 2.50 

Do  do  red  morocco,  full  gilt, 3.00 

Do  do  super  extra  antique, 5,00 

The  Perpetual  Keepsake;  being  the  New  Testament  very 

beautifully  printed  on  fine  white  paper,  large  type,  and  profusely  illus- 
trated by  Engravings,  originally'  designed  and  engraved  expressly  for 
this  magnificent  work,  by  W.  Croome  and  J.  H.  Brightly.  Intended  ex- 
pressly for  a  Presentation  Book.     Beautifully  bound  in  red  morocco, 

full  gilt, 2.50 

Do  do  super  extra  antique, 5.00 

Pictorial  Cottage  Testament;  Same  Work  as  above  de- 
scribed, bound  in  arabesque, 1.50 

Christian  Martyrology;  or,  Sufferings  of  the  Early  Chris- 
tians, being.an  Authentic  and  Genuine  Historical  Account  of  the  princi- 
pal Persecutions  against  the  Church  of  Christ,  in  different  parts  of  the 
World,  by  Pagans  and  Papists.  One  large  octavo  volume,  of  over  250 
pages,  illustrated  with  twenty-four  full  page  coloured  Engravings,  and 
bound  in  arabesque,  gilt, 1.50 

Do  do  red  morocco,  full  gilt, 2.00 
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Rotteck's  History  of  the  World. — A  General  History  of 

the  World  from  the  earliest  period.  Embracing  an  account  of  the  Origin 
ELnd  Manners  and  Customs  of  all  the  Nations  of  the  Earth,  the  Rise  and 
Progress  of  Judaism,  Paganism,  and  Christianity,  &c.,  &c.  By  Charles 
Von  Rotteck,  LL.  D.  With  a  continuation,  containing  an  account  of 
the  various  Revolutions  and  Wars  in  all  parts  of  the  World,  to  the  PRE- 
SENT TIME.  By  Charles  J.  Peterson.  Four  volumes  in  one,  making 
more  than  1700  large  octavo  pages,  illustrated  with  fifty  highly  finished 
Historical  Engravings.  Handsomely  bound  in  arabesque,  gilt, ....  3.50 
Do  do  2  vols.,. -sheep,  library, *.  ..    4.00 

Frosf  s  Pictorial  History  of  America.  —  Remarkable 

Events  in  the  History  of 'America,  from  the  Discovery  to  the  Present  time. 
By  John  Frost,  LL.  D.  Embellished  with  700  Engravings.  This  splen- 
did work  contains  an  account  of  the  Conquest  of  Mexico,  by  Cortez. 
The  Conquest  of  Peru,  by  Pizarro  and  Almagro.  The  Conquest  of  Flo- 
rida, by  De  Soto.  The  Discovery  and  Settlement  of  the  United  States 
and  Canada.  King  Philip's  War.  The  Seven  Years'  War.  The  Ame- 
rican Revolution.  The  War  of  1812.  The  War  with  the  French  Re- 
public. The  several  Indian  Wars,  and  the  late  War  with  Mexico. 
Complete  in  one  volume  of  1600  large  octavo  pages,  beautifully  bound  in 

arabesque,  gilt, 3.50 

Do  do  2  vols.,  sheep,  library, 4.00 

Pictorial  History  of  the  United  States,  from  the  Disco- 
very of  America  to  the  Formation  of  the  States,  and  from  thence  to  the 
Present  time.  By  C.  B.  Taylor.  One  large  volume  of  over  GOO  pages, 
illustrated  by  over  one  hundred  handsome  Engravings,  and  bound  in 
arabesque,  gilt, 2.00 

Lives  of  Remarkable  and  Eccentric  Characters. — 

Lives  of  Remarkable  and  Eccentric  Characters,  ot  all  Ages  and  Coun- 
tries; comprising  Heroes,  Conquerors,  Statesmen,  Authors,  Artists,  Ex- 
traordinary Humorists,  Misers,  Mountebanks,  Kings  and  Queens,  Jug- 
glers and  other  Curiosities  of  Human  Nature,  compiled  from  authentic 
materials.     One  large  octavo  volume  of  800  pages,  illustrated  by  several 

hundred  Engravings,  and  beautifully  bound, 2.50 

Do  do  super  extra  antique, 5.00 

Frost's  Pictorial  Life  of  Washington.— Pictorial  Life  of 

George  Washington:  embracing  a  complete  history  of  the  Seven  Years' 
War,  the  Revolutionary  War,  Formation  of  the  Federal  Constitution,  and 
the  Administration  of  Washington.  By  J.  Frost,  LL.  D.  One  elegant 
large  octavo  volume,,  with  upwards  of  one  hundred  Engravings,  by 
Croome  and  Devereux,  and  six  handsomely  executed  on  steel.     Bound 

in  arabesque  morocco,  gilt , 3.00 

Do  do  red  morocco,  full  gilt, 3.50 

Do  do  super  extra  antique, 5.00 

Life  and  Speeches  of  Henry  Clay.— This  work  is  in 

tended  to  trace  clearly  the  career  of,  Mr.  Clay  from  bis  entrance  on  the 
stage  of  public  life,  down  to  the  pe"riod  of  his  death.  The  Biography 
comprises  200  pages,  and  his  speeches  about  1100.  With  an  authentic 
Portrait  on  steel,  and  also  a  view  of  his  birth-place.     One  large  octavo 

volume;  large,  clear  type,  handsomely  bound, 3  00 

Do        .  do  2  vols.,  sheep,  Library, 3.50 
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Whitefield's  Lite  and  Sermons.— The  Life  and  Sermons 

of  Rev.  George  Wliitefaeld.  A  new,  revised,  and  improved  edition,  with 
an  introduction  by  II  ev.  C.  E.  Stowe,  D.  D.  In  one  large  octavo  volume 
of  G66  pages,  printed  on  fine  white  paper,  with  clear,  type,  and  embel- 
lished with  a  Portrait  on  Steel,  and  several  other  beautilul  Engravings. 

Bound  in  handsome  and  durable  leather, 2.50 

Do  do  super  extra  antique, 5.00 

Edmondson's  Short  Sermons.— Containing  one  hundred 

and  forty  short,  plain  and  practical  Sermons  on  ijnportant  Subjects,  By 
Jonathan  Edmondson,  with  an  Introduction  by  Rev.  J.  P.  Durbin,  D.D.  A 
new  and  improved  edition,  8vo.,  cloth,  containing  an  authentic  Portrait 

of  the  Author,  beautifully  engraved  on  steel, 1.50 

Do  do  ^eep,  library, 2.00 

Do  do  super  extra  antique, ..    5.00 

Evans*  Sermons. — Sermons  of  Christmas  Evans,  a  New 
Translation  from  the  Welsh,  with  a  Memoir  and  Portraiture  of  the  Au- 
thor.    By  Rev.  Joseph  Cross.     8vo.,  sheep,  library, 1.50 

The  Wonders  of  Nature  Displayed;  or,  365  Reflections 

on  the  Works  of  God's  Providence.  By  Sturm.  This  work  contains  a 
subject  for  reflection  for  every  day  throughout  the  year,  intended  to  draw 
out  the  better  feelings  of  man's  nature  in  thankfulness  to  the  great  "  Ar- 
chitect of  the  Universe"  for  the  manifold  blessings  heaped  upon  sinful 
man  throughout  all  the  various  walks  of  life.  One  volume,  8vo.,  486  pp., 
cloth,  gilt, 1.50 

Josephus'  Works. — The  Works  of  Flavius  Josephus,  con- 
taining twenty  books  of  Jewish  Antiquities,  seven  books  of  the  Jewish 
War,  and  the  Life  of  Josephus,  written  by  himself.  Translated  from  the 
original  Greek,  according  to  Havercamp's  accurate  edition,  together  with 
Explanatory  Notes  and  Observations.  By  the  late  Wm.  Winston,  A.  M., 
8vo.,  arabesque, 2.50 

Lord  Byron's  Works. — The  Complete  Poetical  AYorks  of 

Lord  Byron,  with  a  Memoir  of  his  Life.  A  new  and  beautiful  edition  in 
one  volume  octavo,  handsomely  illustrated  with  eight  elegant  Steel  En- 
gravings,      2.50 

Todd's  Johnson  and  Walker's  Dictionary.— Contain- 
ing also  Walker's  Key  to  the  classical  pronunciation  of  Greek,  Latin,  and 
Scripture  proper  names.  In  one  handsome  royal  octavo  volume,  of  nearly 
1200  pa>ges,  double  columns,  neatly  bound  in  plain  leather.  Being  the 
best  aiid  cheapest  edition  in  the  English  language, 2.50 

Chambers'  Information  for  the  People.— Information 

for  the  People.  A  popular  Eucyclopcedia.  By  Wm.  and  P^nbert  Cliam- 
ber.s.  With  numerous  additions,  and  more  tlian  six  hundred  Engravings. 
Complete  in  two  imperial  octavo  vols,  of  850  pages  each.  .  Handsomely 
bound  in  sheep.     Library  style, 5AiO 

The  Modem  Stair  Builder's  Guide,  and  Practical  System 

of  Hand-railing,  embracing  all  its  necessary  details,  and  Geometrically 
illustrated  with  twenty- two  Steel  Engravings;  together  with  the  use  of 
the  most  important  Principles  of  Practical  Geometry.      By  Simoii  De 

Graff,  Architect.     One  quarto  •  olume,  bound  in  extra  Qloth, 3.00 
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Flatt*s  Book  of  Curiosities. — Containing  Ten  Thousand 

Wonders  and  Curiosities  of  Nature  and  Art,  tmd  of  remarkable  and  as- 
tonishing Places,  Beings,  Animals,  Customs,  Experiments,  Phenomena^ 
&c.,  &c.,  of  both  Ancient  and  Modern  Times,  on  all  parts  of  the  globe, 
comprising  authentic  accounts  of  the  most  wonderful  Freaks  of  Nature 
and  Arts  of  Man.  Complete  in  one  large  octavo  volume  of  nearly  1000 
pages,  and  handsomely  illustrated  with  numerous  Engravings.  Beauti- 
fully bound  in  arabesque,  gilt  back, 2.50 

Family  Fire-Side  Book;  or,  Monuments  of  Temperance. — 

Containing  Temperance  Tales,  Biography,  Sketches,  Poetry  and  Essays, 
Pleasing,  Instructive,  and  Amusing.  By  a  Past  M.  W.  P.  of  the  S.  of 
T.  One  large  octavo  volume  of  eight  hundred  pages,  illustrated  with 
twelve  steel  Engravings,  and  bound  in  handsome  arabesque,  gilt,..    2.50 

Do  do  red  morocco,  full  gilt, 3.00 

Do  do  super  extra  antique, 5.00 

Dr.  Buchan^s  Family  Physician.— Domestic  Medicine; 

or,  a  Treatise  on  the  Prevention  and  Cure  of  Diseases  by  Regimen  and 
Simple  Medicines,  with  the  latest  Corrections  and  Improvements,  and 
full  directions  in  regard  to  Air,  Exercise,  Bathing,  Clothing,  Sleep,  Diets, 
&c.,  and  the  general  management  of  the  Diseases  of  Women  and  Chil- 
dren. To  which  is  annexed,  a  complete  Family  Dispensatory,  for  the 
use  of  Private  Practitioners,  By  Wm.  Buchan,  M.  D.  With  consider- 
able Additions  and  Corrections,  by  an  American  Physician.  One  hand- 
some large,  8vo.  volume,  strongly  bound,  and  illustrated  with  a  fine  Por- 
trait of  Dr.  Buchan, , , 2.50 

Peterson's  History  of  the  War  of  1812,  and  with  Mexico. 

Illustrated  with  two  hundred  Engravings,  8vo.,  arabesque, 2.50 

Peterson's  History  of  the  American  Revolution.~By 

Charles  J.  Peterson.  Magnificently  illustrated  with  about  two  hundred 
Engravings,  8vo.,  arabesque,... 2.50 

Peterson's  History  of  the  United  States  Navy,  from 

the  formation  of  the  Navy  to  the  close  of  the  Mexican  War.  One  hand- 
some octavo  volume,  with  more  than  one  hundred  Engravings,  embracing 
Portraits  of  all  the  Prominent  Officers,  Sketches  of  Naval  Engagements, 
&c.     In  arabesque,  gilt, 2.50 

The  Heroic  Women  of  History.— This  valuable  work  fur- 
nishes a  vast  amount  of  Historical  Information  concerning  the  most  Pro- 
minent Women  of  all  ages  and  countries.  Numerous  Engravings,  and 
handsomely  bound, 2.50 

Moore's  History  of  the  Indian  Wars. — The  Indian  Wars 

of  the  Uuited  States,  from  the  Discovery  to  the  Present  Time,  with  ac- 
counts of  the  Origin,  Manners,  Superstitions,  &c.,  of  the  Aborigines. 
By  Williiim  V.  Moore.     Svo.,  arabesque, 2.00 

Scott's  Life  of  Napoleon. — The  Life  of  Napoleon  Bona- 
parte, Emperor  of  the  French,  with  a  Preliminary  view  of  the  French 
Revolution.     By  Sir  Walter  Scott.      Complete  in  one  lai'ge  octavo  vol., 

with  handsome  Engravinsrs, 2.50 
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Bnnyan's  Pilgrim^s  Progress.— 18mo.,  with  8  fine  plates. 

Cloth,  gilt, 60 

Bunyan's  Holy  "War.— 18mo.,  with  8  fine  plates,  cloth, 

gilt, 50 

Bunyan's  Minor  Works— Containing  Grace  Abounding  to 

the  Chief  of  Sinners;  Heart's  Ease  in  Heart's  Trouble;  The  World  to 
Come,  or  Visions  of  Heaven  and  Hell;  and  the  Barren  Fig-Tree,  or  the 
Doom  and  Downfall  of  the  Fruitless  Professor.  Complete  in  one  volume, 
cloth,  gilt,  60 

The  Dialogues  of   Devils — On  the   many  vices  which 

abound  in  the  Civil  and  Religious  World.  By  Rev.  John  Macgowan,  V. 
D.  M.     18mo.,  cloth,  gilt,. 50 

Temperance  Tales ;  or,  Six  Nights  with  the  Washingtonians. 

(With  Cruikshank's  eight  celebrated  Plates  of  the  "Bottle.")  By  T.  S. 
Arthur.     2  vols.  In  one,  18mo.,  cloth,  gilt, , , 50 

The  Ladies'  Guide  in  Needle  Work.— A  Gift  for  the  In- 
dustrious, Containing  Instructions  in  Canvass  Work,  Knitting,  Netting 
and  Crochet  Work,  Millinery  and  Mantua  Making,  Embroidery  and  Ap- 
plique.    Numerous  Engravings,  18mo.,  cloth,  gilt, 60 

Wiliison's  Afflicted  Man's  Companion.— Improved  edi- 
tion.    18mo.,  cloth,  gilt, 50 

The  Pastor's  Wife. — A  Memoir  of  Mrs.  Sherman,  of  Sur- 
rey Chapel,  London.  Edited  by  her  husband,  the  Rev.  James  Sherman, 
Pastor  of  Surrey  Chapel.     Unabridged  edition,  18mo.,  cloth,  gilt,...   50 

Drew  on  the  Immortality  and  Immateriality  of  the  Soul. 

IFmc,  cloth,  gilt, 50 

Dick's  Philosophy  of  a  Future  State.— 18mo.,  cloth, 
gilt, .t....  60 

Young's  Mght  Thoughts.— 18mo.,  cloth,  gilt, 50 

The  Course  of  Time.— By  Robert  Pollok,  A.  M.,  with  an 

enlarged  Index,  and  an  Analysis  prefixed  to  each  book.  One  volume, 
IBmo.,  cloth,  gilt, 50 

Cobbett's  Sermons. — 18mo.,  cloth,  gilt, 50 

Cobbett's  Advice  to  Young  Men.— A  Book  that  every 

Young  Man  should  read.     18mo.,  cloth,  gilt, 50 

Zimmerman  on  Solitude. — 18mo.,  with  Portrait  of  the 

Aut'ior.     Clotli,  gilt, , 60 
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